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    Story 1: 

Lana’s List Part 1 - A DARK DISCOVERY

  

 
   
    I 
 
    I wake up late with an ear-splitting headache. Last night was poker night at Jerry’s. I got cleaned out but had a great time with the guys. At this age, that’s what it’s all about. 
 
    I pop two aspirin and down some water. It’s Saturday morning and the house is empty. 
 
    Lana’s already taken the kids to baseball practice and is probably at yoga class by now. 
 
    Honest to god, I don’t know how she does it. 
 
    But I’m very glad she does because, well...it’s part of what’s allowed her to keep that tight, well-toned body of her’s into her late thirties. 
 
    And after two kids to boot. 
 
    Me? Well, let’s just say I skew more to the doughy side than the tight or toned side of the spectrum.  
 
    She had her girl’s night last night while I was off at poker, book club they call it. Her and a handful of friends get together every few weeks to discuss some hot, new bestseller. But I doubt they even read the thing.  
 
    I’m sure some of them at least skim it, but it’s mostly just an excuse to get together, drink some wine, and swap stories.  
 
    Not at all unlike our poker night. I’m not judging. 
 
    And it’s good for her. She always seems refreshed and invigorated after those nights. 
 
    I almost always get laid. 
 
    Must be those steamy romances she’s skimming through. 
 
    That’s what I tell myself anyway. 
 
    I plod down the steps in my pajamas and head into the kitchen to put on some coffee. As I grind up some beans and start the machine, I glance into the living room where last night’s book club took place.  
 
    It’s a mess. 
 
    I may be a bit of a slob when it comes to my body, but I can’t stand a mess in my physical surroundings. I’m anal like that.  
 
    So, while the coffee brews I try to tidy up a little bit.  
 
    I grab wine glasses from the coffee table, wipe it down, and remove some empty wine bottles that are standing sentinel on the mantle by the fireplace.  
 
    After I’ve gotten everything in the dishwasher, I head back over to straighten up the pillows and cushions and fold some blankets. 
 
    As I straighten the last cushion, I run my hand in the crease along the left arm rest and bump into something cool and solid. 
 
    A hardcover book. 
 
    I pry it free from the crevasse and hold it in my hand. 
 
    I don’t bother to read the title but it’s exactly what I suspected: a hot, new romance best seller with a hot hunk on the front leaning in to kiss his bonny lass.  
 
    Yuck. 
 
    I inspect the book, turning it over in my hand, running a finger down the spine.  
 
    It’s pristine. Dare I say, never even cracked. I flip through the pages. No notes, no highlights, no stickies. Nothing folded over.  
 
    There is only a single, solitary piece of paper tucked inside the front cover. Something I assume was meant to serve as a bookmark if Lana ever got around to finishing page one. 
 
    As I turn the book over one more time and prepare to place it down on the coffee table, the piece of paper slips free and floats to the ground. 
 
    It lands at my feet, face down. 
 
    I know it’s face down because it isn’t blank. I can see there’s some writing on the other side. 
 
    Time seems to slow way down in this moment as I bend down to pick it up off the floor. I turn it over and even though I have no reason to be nervous, I feel a pit forming in my stomach.  
 
    I realize it’s my wife’s handwriting before I begin to comprehend the words.  
 
    Scrawled across the top: 
 
      
 
    Lana’s List 
 
      
 
    Followed by a numbered list with five entries in all:  
 
      
 
    
    	 A big dick 
 
    	 A really big dick 
 
    	 A really, REALLY big dick 
 
    	 Did I mention big dick? 
 
    	 Yeah, a big dick 
 
   
 
      
 
    My hands are shaking now as I read over the list again and again, not fully understanding but the picture becoming clearer and clearer with each subsequent read. 
 
    In this moment I realize two things that make my world crumble. One, this is supposed to be a list of my wife’s sexual fantasies. Probably some silly game they were playing while they drank wine. They tend to do that. 
 
    But nonetheless, her’s was a single sexual fantasy that is apparently so strong she felt compelled to write it five different ways. 
 
    And two, I can’t help her with this...obsessive fantasy. Because if I could, well...it wouldn’t be a fantasy would it? 
 
    We have sex pretty frequently for a married couple of our age...with kids. And clearly, the dick she is getting (mine) doesn’t fit the bill.  
 
    As I sit on the couch, drinking coffee and staring at the list, I repeat the following horrific mantra to myself over and over again: I can’t satisfy my wife. I can’t satisfy my wife. I can’t satisfy my wife. 
 
    Eventually, I hear the garage door open and it snaps me out of my stupor. 
 
    The door to the laundry room swings open and shut.  
 
    I slide the list back inside the book and place it on the coffee table. 
 
    Lana enters the kitchen. 
 
    “Hey baby,” she says, her voice sweet, soft, and innocent. 
 
    I stare at her in her yoga pants and sports bra, her auburn hair up in a ponytail.  
 
    God, she’s gorgeous. 
 
    A few lingering beads of sweat drip down her tummy in streaks. 
 
    For a moment I forget my dark discovery and simply revel in her beauty. 
 
    “How was yoga?” I finally manage to get out. 
 
    “It was good. Hot one today. Cranked it up over a hundred. I’m dying of thirst.” 
 
    I let out a fake chuckle. 
 
    “I bet. Hey, where are the kids?” 
 
    “They went over to the Kincaids to play video games after practice. I told Kelly one of us would be by around four to pick them up.” 
 
    She places her things down on the counter and walks over to the couch and stands behind me, placing her hands on my shoulders and offering me a gentle massage. 
 
    It’s slight but for a moment I feel her tense up. I look up at her and I see it. Her eyes locked on the book. She’s nervous? Maybe. I can’t tell. 
 
    But then it’s gone. She’s cool as a cucumber again. 
 
    “You had a late one last night.” 
 
    “Yeah, Lenny had a bottle of Blue Label we opened up after the game. Couldn’t pass that up.” 
 
    “Mmhmm,” she says with a wry smile. She isn’t judging. She’s as cool as they come. She likes tasting whisky with me. She even lets me smoke cigars in the house sometimes when the kids aren’t around. She’ll even take a few puffs too. 
 
    “How was book club?” I say with some mock sarcasm and nod towards the object of interest on the table.  
 
    And then I see it again and I feel it too as her hands grip my shoulders just a little tighter. But she brushes it off and calms down again. 
 
    “It was...good,” she says, somewhat absentmindedly as if her thoughts have drifted just a bit off course to some other unknown destination. 
 
    “Anything exciting or fun happen? How was the book?” 
 
    She swallows hard. 
 
    “Oh, you know it was good. Nothing too crazy. Nikki had a little too much wine and Hank had to come pick her up so…” 
 
    “Typical book club,” I say, finishing her sentence.  
 
    Yeah, we’re one of those couples. 
 
    She laughs. 
 
    “Yes, typical book club.” 
 
    I stand up and kiss her on the cheek. She’s back to staring at the book. 
 
    “Thanks for cleaning up,” she says. It's a little robotic and a little too loud. But I don’t say anything except, “no problem.” 
 
    “Want some coffee?” I ask as I walk by her into the kitchen. 
 
    “I’d love some,” she says, sweet as apple pie. 
 
    As soon as I’m past her she makes her move. I don’t see it because my back is turned, but I hear it. 
 
    She picks up the book off the table. Opens it and slides the piece of paper out. I hear it crinkling a bit in her hands as she folds it and slides it into the small hip pocket of her yoga pants that’s meant for a phone. 
 
    She turns around and I’m standing right there, offering her a cup of coffee. She jumps a little and thanks me for the coffee. 
 
    Then rushes off towards the stairs. 
 
    “Thanks,” she says, “I’m going to go up and take a shower.” 
 
    “Ok,” I say, sipping my coffee and watching her perfectly toned ass bound up the stairs. 
 
    I still haven’t processed everything yet and I’m not a confrontational guy. But I realize that one thing is clear: she isn’t going to bring it up. She’s probably hoping I have no idea what’s written on that list. If I want to clear the air on Lana’s List I’m going to have to be the one to bring it up. 
 
    So, I do the only thing I can think to do.

  

 
   
    II 
 
    I take out my phone and shoot off a text to Beth. She is married to my best friend, Jerry and had, over time, become pretty good friends with my wife along the way. But she knew me first and so I thought maybe I could pry some information out of her first before I confronted Lana. 
 
    Maybe I’m missing something. Maybe someone else wrote it. As a joke? Maybe. I can’t be sure and am filled with doubt and indecision. 
 
    It doesn’t take long for Beth to get back to me. 
 
    I don’t like her response. 
 
    Ooof. Not touching that one. All I can say is, it’s a game we play and maybe just try to forget about it. I’m sure it’s nothing that crazy. 
 
    I didn’t tell Beth what the list said, only that I’d read it.  
 
    And I couldn’t forget about it. No matter how hard I tried. 
 
    I tell Beth as much. 
 
    Well...then talk to her. She’s your wife, man! 
 
    Easy for you to say, I think to myself.  
 
    I consider for a moment reaching out to some of the others in the hopes that some clarifying details will help prove I am overreacting and there is simply nothing to it. 
 
    But I’m not close to any of them. Not like I am with Beth. 
 
    So, I put my phone away and go upstairs. 
 
    As I ascend the steps and walk down the long cream-colored hallway toward our bedroom I hear the shower running full force. 
 
    I tip toe across the hardwood and silently as I can, enter our bedroom so as not to alert Lana to my presence. I’m not sure what I hope to find but I want to snoop around for some more clues.  
 
    Or maybe I just want to read the list again. 
 
    I can’t be sure why, I only know that I feel some strong pull to read it over. 
 
    And that’s the first time it happens.  
 
    A series of jump cuts. Abrupt, fragmented images in my mind. Twisted nightmares. 
 
    Or are they fantasies? 
 
    Lana lays down on the bed - our bed. 
 
    She’s naked with a blindfold over her eyes and opens her legs as wide as the smile on her face which stretches from ear to ear in eager anticipation. 
 
    Next a huge cock slides inside her, taking her breath away. 
 
    It isn’t me. It’s another man. 
 
    Soon she’s cumming hard and fast. 
 
    And I snap out of it. I’m holding the list in my hand again and I don’t remember picking it up but her yoga pants are grasped in my other hand. 
 
    The funny thing is, I can still hear her cumming even though the fantasy is over and that’s when it hits me. 
 
    The shower. 
 
    Lana is masturbating in the shower. 
 
    My heart sinks but my cock rises and my world is swirling with confusion. 
 
    What the hell is happening to me? 
 
    Her moaning finally subsides and I hear the water cut off.  
 
    I stuff the piece of paper back into her pants and throw them back on the other side of the room where they were laying before I enter.  
 
    Before Lana emerges from the bathroom, I duck out of the room and head back downstairs for another cup of coffee. 
 
    I tuck my boner up into the waistband of my pants and try to make sense of what I’m feeling. 
 
    Am I mad or jealous or turned on? Intrigued or sad?  
 
    I don’t know and I should probably just talk to her. 
 
    But how do you start a conversation like that? 
 
    In my experience, booze. And lots of it. That’s the ticket.  
 
    So, I hatch a plan. Half-baked, to be sure, but at least it’s something. 
 
    And that calms my mind just a little bit.

  

 
   
    III 
 
    I make a last minute reservation for dinner at an Italian place downtown. A well kept secret. It’s “our place,” you could say. 
 
    Lana is over the moon with excitement when I tell her. 
 
    It’s nice now that the kids are old enough to be home without a sitter. We can just order them a pizza. Stick them in front of the television or video game console and we really don’t have to worry. 
 
    We leave our place around 6:30 and arrive at the restaurant at about 6:45. 
 
    We’re early, but they know us there and our table is ready when we arrive. 
 
    At dinner I hardly speak. 
 
    Lana talks a lot and I try to listen but every now and then I catch her eyes wandering around the dining room. 
 
    Maybe I’m paranoid, but I can’t help but envision her scanning the room for men she thinks might have really big dicks and fantasizing about what it would be like to have them filling her up instead of me. 
 
    As I play this dangerous game of mental chicken with myself, I take the fantasy too far and I lose.  
 
    I am now hard under the table and thinking about my wife getting fucked by other men. 
 
    Men with bigger dicks than mine. 
 
    And I’m where? In the corner watching? At home by myself? 
 
    I’m more confused now than ever and I should probably just talk to her but I can’t find the courage. So I keep my mouth shut and try to focus on her story about some asshole driver she encountered on the road while on her way home from yoga this morning. 
 
    After a few glasses of wine I finally relax and my mind wanders elsewhere but I’m still not very talkative and Lana has noticed. 
 
    “You’re pretty quiet tonight,” she says, sipping her wine.  
 
    I sip mine too and shrug. 
 
    “Just still recovering from last night,” I say.  
 
    My mind flashes back to the book club and the texts from Beth. I’m a little more relaxed now with the alcohol flowing through my body and I almost just come right out with it. 
 
    But as soon as I start to speak the waiter arrives at our table with two plates of pasta and we dig in. 
 
    By the time we finish, I’m afraid the moment has passed and we silently pay the check and leave. 
 
    We don’t speak much on the way home but that’s normal. 
 
    My favorite thing about us is that we don’t constantly try to fill the silence with idle small talk like some couples do. 
 
    It’s nice to have someone to enjoy the lulls with. 
 
    Only this time, the silence feels heavy. There’s pressure building up around us.  
 
    I don’t know if Lana senses it or not. But something has to give soon. 
 
    When we get back home the kids are parked right where we left them with an empty pizza box and an empty bottle of soda.  
 
    Lana and I watch them from the kitchen and have some limoncello. 
 
    After an hour or so, we tell them it’s time for bed and send them upstairs. 
 
    I make us a couple of cocktails for a nightcap once they’re gone and we head over to the couch and I turn on the fireplace. 
 
    I’m feeling pretty loose now and I can tell Lana is too because she slips off her dress and her heels and curls up onto the couch in a ball wearing nothing but her sexiest lingerie. She pats the cushion next to her and invites me to sit down. 
 
    I do. 
 
    She puts her drink down on a coaster on the coffee table and starts to nibble on my ear. My dick is instantly at attention. Even before she starts running her hand over the outside of my pants. 
 
    I close my eyes and exhale sharply, reveling in the tingling sensation going down my spine. I feel her hand reach inside my waistband and grab a handful of my cock. 
 
    She’s very gentle as she starts stroking me, still nibbling on my ear. 
 
    “Somebody’s extra excited today,” she whispers in my ear. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I whisper back. 
 
    “I’ve never felt you this hard before, David. What’s got you so worked up?” 
 
    I shrug my shoulders. But I know. And it makes me sick to my stomach. 
 
    I’m thinking about the list again. 
 
    But before I can say anything else she has my pants pulled down around my ankles. My shirt is still on and she’s on top of me, straddling my legs and humping her pelvis against my crotch. 
 
    I can feel the smooth silk and lace of her panties brushing up against my cock and I almost cum right then and there but I manage to keep it together.  
 
    The desensitizing effect of the alcohol is probably helping more than anything. 
 
    Without another word said, she slides her panties to the side and slips the head of my dick inside her. 
 
    She’s as wet as I’ve ever felt her and soon she has me all the way inside down to the base of my shaft and she just holds it there. 
 
    Lana stares deep into my eyes, grabbing the hair on the back of my head and running her fingers through it and she gently rocks her hips back and forth, with downward pressure on my cock. 
 
    It feels amazing. 
 
    She closes her eyes and brings me into her mouth for a soft, wet, deep, kiss and begins to ride me. 
 
    “Oh fuck yes,” she whispers, leaning back from our kiss and really getting into it now. “You feel so good baby.” 
 
    “You feel amazing,” I say in response. Trying not to cum too soon. 
 
    All I can think about, besides how amazing this feels, is what she is thinking about right now. 
 
    Is she pretending someone else is railing her right now? 
 
    Is she dreaming of big dicked studs who aren’t me? 
 
    Is she satisfied or is this all an act? 
 
    She’s right on the edge of an orgasm when I lose all control and explode inside her. Lana cums hard as I unleash a torrent of seed deep inside her womb and she collapses on the couch next to me. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    We’re up in bed, post-sex. Still reveling in each other. I made us another night cap and we’re sipping together in bed. In silence, we toast to the amazing sex and each take a long, hard pull before placing them back down on our respective night stands. 
 
    But I can’t get it out of my head and I just have to know. 
 
    I’m not sure I’m ready for the answer but the words are flying before I have time to consider the consequences. 
 
    “Are you happy with my dick?”

  

 
   
    IV 
 
    Lana is on the bed next to me gasping for air. I asked my question just after she’d taken a long pull on her drink and clearly, it caught her by surprise. She’s coughing, choking, gasping for air. I pat her on the back a few times. 
 
    “My god, are you ok?” I ask over and over again. She nods her head in the affirmative each time I ask, but I keep asking anyway. I’m probably being annoying, but I don’t care.  
 
    Finally, she regains her composure.  
 
    She takes another cautious sip of her drink, clears her throat and manages to say, “What did you just ask me?” 
 
    Her voice is soft and a little horse from all the coughing. She hasn’t quite regained the full, robustness of her vocals yet and she sounds like she just woke up or came down with a bad case of the flu. 
 
    I patiently repeat myself. She heard it. I see no reason why I should beat around the bush.  
 
    “Are you happy with my dick?” 
 
    She laughs. It’s an indignant laugh. One that’s meant to convey a sense of how dare you or perhaps more charitably, you can’t be serious. 
 
    But I am serious, and don’t call me Shirley. 
 
    She studies my face for a moment and I don’t back down. I stare back, unblinking. 
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    Ok, enough games. I’ve had enough to drink tonight that I’m in a mood to just let it fly. Sure, I might regret it tomorrow, but right now I don’t give a shit. 
 
    “I found your list.” 
 
    She starts to protest, genuinely confused, and then it dawns on her. She knows exactly what I’m talking about and her face falls. 
 
    “Shit,” she mutters and looks away from me, unable to make eye contact. 
 
    “Yeah, shit,” I say. I fold my hands in my lap and wait patiently for her to turn her gaze back to me and say something. 
 
    Only that moment never comes.  
 
    After a minute, maybe more, Lana gets up out of bed. She puts a big t-shirt on that covers her body half way down to her thighs and leaves the room. 
 
    Without saying a word. 
 
    She just leaves. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    My heart is beating out of my chest as I run a hand over the place in our bed where my wife had just been sitting next to me seconds ago. 
 
    It’s warm to the touch, but cooling fast. 
 
    Did I make a mistake? Should I go to her? 
 
    I am racked with indecision. 
 
    Finally, I swing my feet to the side and push myself up out of bed and slowly walk down the hallway and descend the stairs. I do all this as quietly as I can in nothing but my boxer briefs. The last thing I need right now is for one or both of the kids to wake up and ask what’s going on. 
 
    I turn the corner from the foyer and enter the kitchen.  
 
    The lights are low, dimmed to their lowest level, giving the whole place an eerie, but comfortable glow.  
 
    I see the back of Lana’s head, her auburn hair falling over the back of the couch. As I approach, she’s dead still. Her head is tilted down like she’s reading something and I know it instantly.  
 
    The list.  
 
    My heart begins to flutter at the mere thought of the list and once again, blood rushes into my shaft and that same series of jump cuts begins playing in my mind. Only this time, I feel like I want to take them further, see where they lead.  
 
    But the film is cut short.  
 
    “David?” 
 
    Lana’s voice. Soft and horse. It snaps me out of it.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” she whispers. And that’s all she can manage to get out before she begins to cry. 
 
    The list burns up in my mind, gone, at least for a time, and there is only the woman I love. 
 
    I rush over to her and put my arm around her. 
 
    “Shh, it’s ok,” I whisper. “It’s ok.” 
 
    She looks up at me with small droplets dripping down her cheeks. 
 
    “No, no. It’s not ok.” 
 
    “It is, really. I don’t care about the list. Forget all about it.” 
 
    She shakes her head and steadies herself, regaining some composure. 
 
    “I’m not sorry about the list, David.” 
 
    I stare back at her, dumbfounded and completely unready for what’s about to come out of her mouth next. 
 
    “I’m sorry about the answer to your question.” 
 
    My gut caves in on itself. I’d almost totally forgotten about the question I asked that caused this whole mess and before I have time to think, I’m asking it again. 
 
    “Are you satisfied with my dick?” 
 
    Lana locks her eyes on me, a single tear now streaks down the left side of her face as she tries to stiffen her upper lip. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    I’m crushed. Smashed. Broken into a million tiny pieces. 
 
    But the one thing that isn’t broken, apparently, is my cock. Because it’s hard as a rock and ready to go.  
 
    I’m heartbroken and for some reason, I’ve never been this turned on in my entire life.  
 
    Go figure. 
 
    And there’s nowhere to hide. I’m wearing nothing but my boxer briefs and I’m exposed. The crotch pitches itself like one of those easy popup tents and I can’t do a damn thing to stop it. 
 
    Lana’s eyes go wide almost immediately. She places a hand over her mouth and just stares at my erection. 
 
    Her eyes are dry now and wide with a surprised curiosity and I think I heard her let out a soft gasp. 
 
    She looks right at me and smiles and says, “Oh my, David.” 
 
    Her left hand reaches for my bulging cock and rests softly on the head as if she’s testing to see if it’s real. 
 
    It is. 
 
    And she slowly starts stroking me. 
 
    I don’t want her to and I hate myself for it. But I lose all control. It feels so good.  
 
    So, I don’t stop her.

  

 
   
    V 
 
    “You’re so hard,” she whispers in my ear. “Again.” 
 
    “I know,” I whisper back. And I understand the implication of the word again and how she said it. 
 
    I’m rarely, if ever, able to get an erection this quickly after I just came. Back in college? Sure, sometimes. But even then it was a stretch.  
 
    But this? This was completely unprecedented in my old age and I think both of us were amazed by the sight of it, though we never really said it out loud. 
 
    Lana moves closer to me on the couch and starts to nibble on my ear again. 
 
    “Why do you think that is?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I say, lying through my teeth. 
 
    She squeezes my cock a little harder. 
 
    “Oh, I think you do, baby. I think you do.” 
 
    I swallow hard and shake my head in the negative, hoping she’ll drop the subject and just get on with it. But she’s relentless. 
 
    “Really?”  
 
    She pulls my boxer briefs off and grips the flesh of my cock now, stroking a little faster than before.  
 
    “Because I’m starting to put it all together. You were really hard earlier. Harder and bigger than I’d ever felt you and now...this.” 
 
    She nods down towards my lap and we both turn our gazes to my engorge penis. She’s right, it's slightly bigger than normal from all the excitement and she has me dead to rights. 
 
    “It’s the list, isn’t it?” 
 
    I shake my head no again. 
 
    “Really? So...the thought of me with another man - a bigger man - isn’t turning you on right now? You’re not thinking about me getting fucked hard by someone else?” 
 
    I close my eyes tight and gulp hard. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whisper. 
 
    “Fuck what?” she asks. 
 
    “Fuck, that’s so hot hearing you say that.” 
 
    Just like that. It is that easy. And I can finally relax a little.  
 
    It was hot. I don’t know why I kept denying it to myself.  
 
    Lana smiles a wicked smile and climbs on top of me again. 
 
    “Good,” she says, taking my chin in her hand and guiding my mouth towards her for a kiss as she slides her wet slit down onto my cock for the second time in less than an hour.  
 
    “Because I really, really need a big dick inside me.” 
 
    She starts grinding her hips again, working herself up into a frenzy. But this time, something is different. I almost don’t recognize her. 
 
    “I mean, your dick’s nice and all but I’ve just been feeling…” 
 
    She stops short and begins to cum on my dick. It’s a powerful, leg-shaking orgasm. Possibly the most powerful one I’ve ever seen her have. 
 
    “Fuck, this is so hot,” she whispers and starts sloppily kissing me, biting my bottom lip and licking the sides of my face like she simply can’t get enough. 
 
    “Is this turning you on baby? Hearing my talk about another man’s dick? Getting fucked so good?” 
 
    I nod vigorously. It’s so hot I can’t even speak. I can barely focus enough to nod my head.  
 
    “What would you do while he fucks me?”  
 
    I shrug my shoulders. I really hadn’t considered it. 
 
    “I want you to watch me,” she whispers. “I want you to sit and watch me get fucked. Stroke your cock while another man stretches this little married pussy out.” 
 
    I’m finished. I can’t hold it any longer. Those last few sentences she blurted out are so hot, my head is completely overwhelmed with dopamine and adrenaline and I bust hard and deep inside her. 
 
    She cums too and then collapses on the couch next to me.  
 
    For a moment I worry we’ve been too loud and I freeze. The only thing I hear is my wife’s breath and the beating of my heart inside my chest. Nothing else. 
 
    All is quiet.  
 
    “Fuck baby. That was amazing,” she whispers. Pulling the big t-shirt back on over her body. 
 
    I pull back on my boxer briefs and we each start to come down from the high. 
 
    It’s a strange feeling. I don’t think either of us fully comprehends what just happened or what it might mean. 
 
    Lana turns to me, a sobriety returning to her eyes, and she asks me, “So, what do we do now?” 
 
    I pause for a moment. I open my mouth and stop.  
 
    And then, once again, before I really have time to consider what I’m saying, the words are coming out of my mouth. It’s almost like someone else is speaking when I hear them come out.  
 
    “Well, isn’t it obvious?” I place my hand on her knee. “We need to find you someone with a big dick to fuck your brains out.” 
 
    The shock of my words hit us both like a punch in the gut and we just sit there in silence, letting the gravity of the moment wash over us.
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    I 
 
    The silence is deafening. Lana’s mouth hang’s wide open as if she simply cannot believe what I just said. I don’t blame her because...neither can I. 
 
    But it’s out there now. I verbalized it and sent it out into the wild. 
 
    And in this moment I already know it: I’ve lost all control of where things go from here. The horse is out of the barn now, if you will. 
 
    Sure, I can close the door...but the barn remains empty either way. 
 
    Before I can attempt any damage control or hedge my bet, Lana is talking. 
 
    “Seriously? Did you seriously just say that to me?” 
 
    But she isn’t mad. If anything she’s happy, intrigued, and perhaps a little turned on. She turns towards me and studies my face. 
 
    I nod in the affirmative because despite all the screams of protest coming from somewhere inside the intellectual part of my brain, I believe I am serious. Deathly so. 
 
    She puts a hand on my knee. 
 
    “Say it again.” 
 
    I wince because this is going to hurt, having to say it again. But nonetheless, I do it. 
 
    “We need to find you someone with a big dick to come and fuck your brains out.” 
 
    She gasps lightly and puts her thumbnail in her mouth and bites it gently. Her eyes are on fire.  
 
    “Fuck, that’s so hot hearing you say that.” 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    “Don’t make me say it again.” 
 
    She kicks at me playfully with her left foot, still chewing on her nail. 
 
    “Aww, what’s the matter? It’s nothing to be embarrassed about.” 
 
    She pushes herself up onto her knees and she sinks down into the cushion a little bit as she wraps her arms around my neck. 
 
    “I think it's sexy that you have the confidence to…” she stops short. “Would you really let me do something like that?” 
 
    I balk at the question and she lets go of my neck. 
 
    “Sorry, I didn’t mean to - I’m not trying to put you on the spot, it's just you were so turned on and it seemed like…” 
 
    “Like I’d really enjoy it?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Well, I mean I don’t know...obviously I think it’d be hot but could I really go through with it?” 
 
    I shrug my shoulders. 
 
    “Yeah,” she says again, biting on her index nail this time. 
 
    There’s an awkward tension in the air and it finally dawns on me to ask. 
 
    “Could you really go through with it...I mean like, for real?” 
 
    “Yes, definitely.” 
 
    She says it just like that. No hesitation. Straight punch to the gut. 
 
    But I’m turned on. Insanely so. My cock bulges and stretches to accommodate the torrent of blood rushing to fill every bit of available space as my wife’s words twist my mind into a pretzel of doubt, excitement, and lust.  
 
    Simply put, hearing her say that just hurts so damn good. 
 
    And I have no idea why. 
 
    But like I said before, horses and barns and all that. 
 
    No going back now. 
 
    “Wow, that was a quick answer.” 
 
    I say it with a quick, wry smile that lets her know I’m not mad even though deep down, I kind of am...somewhere. It’s just hard to locate that anger and hold onto it. It is wholly overwhelmed by the intense feeling of horniness and lust that is coursing through my veins. 
 
    It is completely outside of my control. I both love and hate the feeling this realization gives me.  
 
    She looks down at my cock and gasps and we’re at each other again in an instant. Licking, kissing, caressing, fucking like two wild animals. 
 
    Neither of us can get enough of this new drug we’ve just discovered and we carry on this way all night until the sun starts to come up through the windows above the fireplace. 
 
    The dirty things she whispers in my ear, and I in hers, send constant shivers up and down my spine. My skin is broken out in gooseflesh and my dick hasn’t been soft for what feels like an eternity. 
 
    And I love it. 
 
    Before the kids wake up, we scurry upstairs stifling giggles as if we’re two high school kids sneaking around, hands constantly intertwined. 
 
    We make love one more time, this time it's deep, passionate, and silent. But it speaks volumes.  
 
    Finally, around 7 A.M., we pass out in each other’s arms and sleep deeply for about three and a half hours.

  

 
   
    II 
 
    I snap awake first and bolt upright. Lana stirs and looks up at me. Before I have a chance to finish thinking my thought, Lana seems to sense it and rebuffs me.  
 
    “You weren’t dreaming. That really happened last night.” 
 
    Boom, there it is. Not even a moment to think and hope that maybe, just maybe it was all a dream. I am both sick to my stomach and utterly relieved. The part of me that wanted it to be a dream is losing to the part that didn’t. And while the part that didn’t want it to be true may in fact be the smaller part, it sure screams the loudest and it is the proverbial vocal minority that has hijacked the discourse and is now running the show and there are no signs of it slowing down anytime soon. 
 
    It’s full speed ahead, damn the torpedoes, onward and upward...all that rah, rah crap. 
 
    And I am powerless to stop it. 
 
    “By the look on your face I can’t tell if you’re upset or relieved,” Lana says as she sits up and runs a finger down my chest, between my sagging pecs.  
 
    “Well, that makes two of us,” I say. 
 
    “Talk to me, what’s on your mind?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I don’t know what I’m thinking. I hardly understand what happened last night...I just…” 
 
    “Need some time?”  
 
    “No, no it’s not that.” 
 
    “Look, David. It’s just a silly fantasy. That’s all. We don’t have to do it. It’s just hot to ask if you’re serious and pretend that we are. You know, within the fantasy. Anything said in the heat of the moment isn’t real, it’s all just roleplay. At least, that’s how I look at it so...no pressure. I don’t actually expect you to go out and find me some big-dicked stud on the internet or something to come fuck my brains out.” 
 
    Again, the duality of relief and disappointment consumes me. But I am surprised at just how disappointed I am to hear these words coming out of her mouth. 
 
    I swallow hard. 
 
    “I understand that, and it makes sense. And I appreciate you saying that.” 
 
    I chew on my thoughts for a moment longer before continuing. 
 
    “It’s probably better that it stays a fantasy anyway. Don’t you think? I mean...bringing another man into our marriage?” 
 
    Lana stares off into space. I try to read her face and I think I see what I’m looking for: a hint of disappointment. She was hoping, somewhere deep down, as I was, that I’d be serious. Serious in real life, outside the heat of the moment. 
 
    Serious while erect and in the throes of passion and serious while flacid and sober are two completely different things. The latter carries much more weight than the former.  
 
    Before either of us has a chance to say anything else, Lana throws the sheet off herself and starts to get dressed. 
 
    “We should go make breakfast. I think the kids are up.” 
 
    I smile and nod and follow her lead.  
 
    But that vocal minority inside of me is screaming its head off and I know I won’t be able to keep it silent for that much longer.

  

 
   
    III 
 
    Later that afternoon, Lana is out running errands with the boys and I’m home alone. Over the previous few hours, breakfast and some routine chores around the house served to keep my mind distracted and free from all the conflicting feelings and emotions running around inside me.  
 
    But now I’m alone with my thoughts and those feelings and emotions come rushing back with a vengeance. 
 
    I cannot escape them. 
 
    And they consume me. 
 
    So, I do the only thing I can think to do. I head to the internet. 
 
    I pull up a private browser and pause and think. I type the first relevant phrase that pops into my head. 
 
    Wife having sex with other men. 
 
    I don’t get great results. Some articles about infidelity and how to find out if your wife is cheating on you. 
 
    So I amend the search terms. 
 
    I want my wife to have sex with other men. 
 
    Boom. Jackpot. 
 
    I’m thrown headfirst into the mother of all rabbit holes.  
 
    Apparently the feeling I have, of being so turned on by the thought of my wife getting plowed by some other dude, well, let’s just say I am not alone. 
 
    Not in the slightest. 
 
    I click deep down into various forums and threads and learn new terms like hotwife and cuckold, bull and alpha, beta and voyeur, stag and vixen...my head is spinning. 
 
    After the forums I head to a porn site. Something I haven’t done since college but I can’t stop myself.  
 
    I type hotwife into the search box and am transported into a world of sexual deviancy that I never dreamed existed and I am enthralled by it.  
 
    Hours pass by. 
 
    I don’t jerk off, though I am hard and horny as hell. I want to save that for when Lana gets home.  
 
    This is just research. Or perhaps more accurately confirmation. Confirmation of what I already know to be true: I want this. I want this bad.  
 
    I close out of everything and snap the laptop shut. Then I do another thing I seldom do any more: I head outside for a run and I go until my head is empty. Completely devoid of desire and emotion. 
 
    About three miles total in the August heat. It’s slow and arduous but it’s what I need right now. 
 
    When I get back, Lana is home on the couch reading a book. 
 
    “Go for a run?” she asks. “That’s not like you.” 
 
    “Just had a lot of energy I guess.” 
 
    “How was it?” 
 
    “Not bad. Where are the boys?” 
 
    “Swimming at Ryan’s, we have to pick them up… 
 
    “Around four?” I say, finishing her sentence. She looks up and smiles at me. She opens her mouth to say something but seems to think better of it and stops. I wait for a moment to see if she’ll reconsider but she doesn’t. 
 
    “I’m going to go up and take a shower,” I say, and I head up stairs with sweat dripping from every single pore in my body. 
 
    I take an ice cold shower. Yes, I am overheated from the run but that’s not why. I want to rid my body of all desire. I want to make an intellectual, measured choice before I open my mouth again. I don’t just want to be flacid and sober. I want to be shriveled and locked in. 
 
    By the end of the shower I can’t even think of getting an erection. I am not turned on. I am not horny. I desire nothing when it comes to the appetites of the flesh and so now I allow myself to seriously consider this thought: the thought of Lana having sex with someone else, not cheating on me, but sex with someone else that I not only consent to but that I actually watch happen right in front of my eyes like some eager spectator. 
 
    I picture her face. The curve of her hip. Her smile as someone else enters her and her eyes snap open and look directly at me...I think of someone else making her moan like I never could and it makes me feel warm and happy. 
 
    And after I meditate on these thoughts for a while as I change into some comfortable clothes, I have my answer. 
 
    It is a moment of pure, crystal clear clarity. Moments of which I’ve had very few in my life up to this point. 
 
    And I realize I know exactly what I want, independent of raw, carnal lust.  
 
    I am serious. Serious outside of the throes of passion and the heat of the moment.  
 
    Clean and refreshed, I walk back down the stairs to talk to Lana. 
 
    I walk without a shred of doubt in my mind about what I want and what I’m going to say to her. 
 
    “Lana,” I say. 
 
    She looks up from her book and smiles at me, it’s a wicked, sexy smile. 
 
    It’s almost as if she knows what I’m about to say, like she’s been waiting and hoping for this moment. Like when someone hands you a gift and just by the shape and the weight of it you know. It’s exactly what you were hoping they would get for you. 
 
    Her face says all this and more. 
 
    “Yes, David?” she says sweetly. 
 
    And then I start to speak - to give her the exact gift she was hoping I would give her and I know in that moment that our lives will be forever changed by what is about to come out of my mouth.

  

 
   
    IV 
 
    “I’m serious,” I say. 
 
    Lana looks at my crotch to see if there’s anything going on down there. 
 
    “Shriveled as a raisen,” I say with a smile. “I just ran three miles and took a cold shower. I freed myself and my mind from any desire or emotion and I realized I am serious.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes, turns out it’s not that abnormal either. Have you ever heard of a hotwife?” 
 
    Lana shakes her head no. 
 
    “Well, basically it’s a wife who sleeps with other men with her husband’s approval and even encouragement. Apparently there’s this whole lifestyle out there of married couples who do this kind of thing.” 
 
    “Huh, hotwife?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Has a nice ring to it, don’t you think?” 
 
    I nod in agreement. 
 
    “So, you want me to be a hotwife for you? You’re serious?” 
 
    “Yes,” I say, perhaps a little too eagerly. 
 
    She smiles. She knows I am not messing around, but still she hesitates. 
 
    “You know,” she says, turning her whole body toward me, “you still have to say it. I still have to hear you say it if we’re really, seriously going to do this.” 
 
    I grimace a bit. I knew this part was coming, but still in the cold light of day, with no alcohol or sex to lower my inhibitions, the words don’t come as easily. 
 
    I take a deep breath, and then I dive head first into the deep end of the pool. Only, it’s a deep end of which I have no knowledge of its depths and what, if any, dangers may lurk in the dark waters below.  
 
    And there’s no lifeguard on duty. 
 
    But I’ve already jumped and there’s no turning back now. It’s sink or swim time. 
 
    “I want to watch you get fucked…” 
 
    “By?” 
 
    “By...another man. Another man with a huge, thick cock.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Wow what?” 
 
    “You’re actually serious, aren’t you? I mean I still didn’t believe it but hearing you say it just now and watching your face, I can tell. You really mean it.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    Another deafening silence descends upon us for what feels like the tenth or eleventh time over the last thirty-six hours. 
 
    “Well, are you gonna say something?” 
 
    Lana looks at me with unsure eyes. 
 
    “What do you want me to say?” 
 
    “Something, anything. Yes? No? Maybe? Tell me what you’re feeling.” 
 
    She takes a deep breath. 
 
    “Conflicted. I guess, yeah. Conflicted. That’s how I’m feeling.” 
 
    “But earlier when I asked you...you, you didn’t hesitate.” 
 
    “Well, yeah but...I mean I didn’t really think this would happen. Not so quickly anyway. I thought it was just some hot fantasy we could roleplay in the bedroom sometimes and feel it out. I guess I don’t know that I could actually, you know...go through with it.” 
 
    Another punch in the gut, only this time it’s a different feeling: painful disappointment. And she can see it on my face. 
 
    “I’m sorry to disappoint you...I just, do you really think you could handle it, like for real? Watching another man up in my guts, making me feel things you never could, taking me to places I’ve never been before...sexually? Could you really watch that happen and enjoy it?” 
 
    I didn’t have to answer her. The bulge in my pants says it all and she sees it, she gives an impressed chuckle and finally closes her book and puts it down on the couch next to her. 
 
    “Well, I guess that’s a yes.” She beckons me closer with her index finger. “Come here.” 
 
    She leans over the back of the couch and pulls my pants down. Without using her hands she takes my hard cock into her soft mouth and begins sucking gently and sensually on my rod.  
 
    I close my eyes and let the sensations wash over me. I listen to her moan as she works up a lather of spit and saliva on my cock. 
 
    “Mmm, you want to watch me do this to someone else, David? Suck another man’s big, fat cock right in front of you?” 
 
    “Fuck, yes,” I whisper. 
 
    Before I know it, I’m ready to explode and say as much. 
 
    This only makes her more eager as she sucks harder and faster and soon I cum deep down her throat. 
 
    She pulls her mouth back and wipes some spit and cum off her lips with the back of her hand. 
 
    I look down and smile at her. 
 
    She smiles back at me. 
 
    “Ok,” she says. 
 
    “Ok, what?” 
 
    “Let’s do it. I’m in. Just this once. And I have some conditions.” 
 
    “Anything,” I say, “anything you want.”

  

 
   
    V 
 
    Her conditions are more than palatable and in fact they are conditions which I myself would have probably insisted upon anyway if she had not. We’ve always been very in sync like that, even, it appears, when it's something as deranged and deviant as this. 
 
    First thing is, I have to do all the work of finding someone. It has to be a total stranger; it cannot be someone we are even remotely acquainted with or have a chance of running into again in our daily lives.  
 
    Second thing, it is to be at a location at least two hours away to decrease the likelihood we run into anyone we know.  
 
    Third thing, after I’ve chosen someone, Lana has final say. Veto power if you will. And if she signs off, then we both agree and that’s that. 
 
    Fourth thing, condom is a must. 
 
    Fifth thing, perhaps even more important than a condom (just kidding), ripped with a six pack. 
 
    Sixth thing, packing some serious heat. She doesn’t tell me exactly what that means nor does she give me a minimum number so I am left to guess using my own equipment as a reference point.  
 
    Seventh thing, and this one made me feel warm and fuzzy, the chosen person is to show both us and our marriage the utmost respect and courtesy. Nothing is more important than us and the bond between us, they have to take that as seriously as we do otherwise we stop and everyone goes home. End of story. 
 
    Final thing, and this one was for me...for us I suppose more accurately, this will be the one and only time. No matter how much either of us likes it or wants to continue, it’s a one and done situation. And if at any point either of us gets uncomfortable and wants to back out, we each reserve the right to do so and the other person has to respect those wishes.  
 
    “Ok, so even if he’s balls deep in you, driving you wild, I can just say I want to stop and you’ll just what? Push him away and tell him to leave?” 
 
    There’s a slight moment of hesitation but Lana’s steels herself and nods. 
 
    “Yes, even then.” 
 
    I know it’s a lie but I don’t question it. In fact, the thought of her disobeying my wishes and continuing to fuck right in front of me sends a tingle down my spine and a jolt of electricity to my cock.  
 
    “Ok, then. Anything else?” 
 
    “I think that’s it...for now,” she says. “I’ll let you know if I think of anything else.” 
 
    I turn and start to head for the home office around the corner from our living room. 
 
    “Where are you going?” She calls after me. 
 
    “To get to work?” 
 
    “Work on what?” 
 
    I turn around and walk back towards her so I’m standing right behind her on the couch. I grip her shoulders in my hands and gently massage them. 
 
    She knows what I’ll be working on but she just wants to hear me say the words again and to be honest, I like saying it too even if it’s difficult to work up the courage. 
 
    It’s like jumping off the high dive, once you jump it’s quite a bit of fun and you’re glad you did it. But when you’re standing up there with your toes dangling over the edge and looking down at the drop, well, it’s always a bit difficult to find your legs and take the plunge. The thing is though, once you do it a few times and get the repetitions in quick succession, it gets easier and easier. 
 
    So, with a bit less hesitation than the previous time, I lean down and whisper in her ear. 
 
    “Finding you someone with a big, fat cock to come and fuck the shit out of you.” 
 
    She closes her eyes and lets out a soft moan. 
 
    “God, I love hearing you say that.” 
 
    “I know you do.” 
 
    I can almost feel her getting wet but there’s no time to waste. So I resist the urge to attack her once more and head back towards the office.  
 
    “Good luck,” she says and I hear her slip her hand in her pants. 
 
    As I walk to the office, I can hear the faint sloshing of her fingers going to work inside her wet slit.

  

 
   
    VI 
 
    It takes me the better part of a week. But after lots of research, messages and photos exchanged, weeding out the fakes and the phonies, I have narrowed it down to three guys. 
 
    There’s Ronnie, an ex-college soccer player who is in phenomenal shape with olive skin and the whitest teeth I’ve ever seen. He’s an investment banker and has two dogs. He lets me know in no uncertain terms, that he would love to be the one to stick it in my wife. He’s a bit crude at times and a bit of a bro, but I could see Lana going for someone like him. 
 
    Next, we have Chris. Tall, handsome, chiseled jawline. Looks like a cross between Thor and Aquaman. At nearly six-foot-four he is a mountain of muscle and machismo, covered in tattoos and piercings. He is some kind of model-slash-influencer online and despite the intimidating appearance, is actually the most polite and deferential of all the people I’ve dealt with and is, if I’m being honest, my personal favorite and the one I am kind of, sort of rooting for...weird as that is to say. 
 
    Finally, there’s Aaron. Six-foot-two, dark black skin, piercing eyes and a five o’clock shadow. He speaks three languages: Italian, Spanish, and French (in addition to English) and has visited more than fifty countries. He’s mysterious and a bit aloof when we talk, but he assures me he can take my wife to places she’s never been in her wildest dreams. At forty-years old, he’s a veteran in the “lifestyle” and has plenty of experience helping couples live out fantasies just like ours.  
 
    I gather my documents and photos and present each candidate to my wife. 
 
    “Aaron,” she says. Another response with little to no hesitation. 
 
    I raise an eyebrow. 
 
    “He’s so fucking sexy,” she says and closes her eyes.  
 
    It makes me hard as a rock. 
 
    “Final answer?” I ask. 
 
    “Hell yes,” she whispers. “Plus, I get to cross off two sexual fantasies with him.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, I didn’t write it down on my list but I’ve always wanted to fuck a black man. So…” 
 
    I didn’t think it was even possible but my cock gets even harder than it was seconds before and I want to pounce on top of her and rip her clothes off. 
 
    But I control myself since the kids are home and could come downstairs at any minute.  
 
    Lana notices my bulge and raises an eyebrow. 
 
    “I think we have a winner,” she says with a sly smile. 
 
    “I think you’re right.” 
 
    I tuck my boner up into my waistband and turn to head back to the office. 
 
    “I’ll make the arrangements,” I say. 
 
    “Good boy,” she whispers and once again I hear her slip a hand into her pants and gently go to work fingering her wet slit. 
 
    Lana may have chosen Aaron, but something tells me I better not cut ties with Ronnie and Chris just yet.  
 
    Who knows what might happen.

  

 
   
    VII 
 
    It doesn’t take me long to hear back from Aaron. He’s in. And within twenty-four hours, the necessary arrangements are made. 
 
    We’re going to a casino and resort a few hours away in a more secluded, mountainous region of our fine state. Rooms are booked. Reservations are made. The kids will be staying with a friend for the night and before I know it, we’re all set and the day is here. 
 
    On the ride up the interstate we’re both bursting with excitement and a palpable nervous energy. We don’t talk much, but it’s another one of those nice quiet lulls that we’re both more than okay with just letting happen rather than trying to fill the silence with idle small talk.  
 
    It takes us just over two hours and we only stop once to go to the bathroom on our way. A pretty efficient trip for us.  
 
    We check in at the front desk and head up to our suite. 
 
    The casino and resort is brand new, super luxe and it makes us feel super fancy. 
 
    Lana remarks on more than one occasion how impressed she is with me and that I’ve really outdone myself. 
 
    I tend to agree with her. 
 
    Once inside our suite, we unpack our belongings and start to get ready. 
 
    The plan is to have dinner at an upscale, five-star restaurant on the resort grounds and then meet up with Aaron afterwards to have some drinks and get to know each other before the night really begins. 
 
    As we get ready, I pop open a bottle of vodka and use some of the supplies we brought to make us a couple of vodka-tonics with lime to take the edge off and get the party started. 
 
    We clink glasses. 
 
    Both of our hands are trembling with excitement and anticipation as we each spill a little of the liquid over the side of our glass before taking the first sip. 
 
    “I can’t believe this is happening,” Lana says. 
 
    “That makes two of us.” 
 
    “You sure you still want to? I mean, we could always cancel and still have a nice night out together.” 
 
    “I know, and I made sure Aaron knows that as well, but...to be honest, the closer it gets to actually happening the more sure I become. I definitely still want to.” 
 
    She smiles as I help her put on her necklace in the mirror on the far side of the room. She’s wearing what I call her stunner dress and she looks more beautiful than ever. It’s red and shiny and accentuates her well-toned body in all the right ways. 
 
    “Good,” she says and kisses me on the cheek. “Because I feel the same way.” 
 
    She turns to face me. 
 
    “How do I look? Good enough to fuck?” 
 
    I am speechless. 
 
    “He’s going to lose his mind when he sees you,” I say. 
 
    We kiss and hug each other tightly.  
 
    I place my hand on the door as we get ready to leave. 
 
    “Wait,” Lana says. And my heart sinks. She is going to back out. She’s got cold feet. Deep down, somewhere part of me knew this would happen. 
 
    But before I can parse my feelings, she takes things in a slightly different direction. 
 
    “Look, I just want to make sure we’re ready and we make this really special because...don’t forget, this is our one and only time.” 
 
    I catch her eyes and I sense what I think might be a little bit of fear. Of what? I can’t be sure. 
 
    “Right. I know,” I say. 
 
    “It has to be,” she says again, this time trying somewhat successfully to hide the fear from her eyes. 
 
    “Okay,” I say and reach out my hand towards her and she takes it as we walk out the door together. 
 
    We make our way downstairs and within about twenty minutes, arrive at the restaurant and are seated at the table. 
 
    I order a bottle of wine and we have some light appetizers and salads for dinner. 
 
    Neither of us says it out loud but we both know it, tonight is not a good night to load up on pasta and heavy, creamy sauces. 
 
    We need to be lean and light on our feet for what’s to come.  
 
    The wine goes down easy and we order a couple of after dinner cocktails instead of dessert. 
 
    I have a little buzz going on by the time we pay our check and get up to leave and I can tell Lana is feeling good. She’s in just the right spot to lower her inhibitions and loosen up a little, and so am I. 
 
    On the walk over to the bar where we are going to meet Aaron, I get a little handsy and slip my hand up her leg and feel around inside her. 
 
    She’s already soaking wet and isn’t wearing any panties. I pull her to the side and kiss her hard for a few moments. 
 
    We break it off when an older couple passes us in the hallway and we straighten ourselves out. 
 
    “God you’re so fucking sexy right now,” she says to me. All traces of fear seem to be gone, in fact it’s almost as if she’s shed her previous self and become an entirely different person. 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m so lucky you’re letting me do this. Letting us do this. I’ve never been more attracted to you than right now.” 
 
    “Funny, I was about to say the same thing to you.” 
 
    We round the corner and are now at the entrance to the bar. We enter and head over to the bar area and there he is. 
 
    Aaron. 
 
    He’s big and handsome and even more charming than in the photos. He’s wearing a gray suit with a black tie and he looks like he belongs on the cover of GQ. 
 
    Lana swoons when she sees him and rushes over ahead of me to greet him. She wraps her arms around his thick neck and gives him the most sensual kiss on the cheek I’ve ever seen. 
 
    And suddenly reality begins to set in. 
 
    This is no longer a fantasy that lives in our heads. 
 
    We’ve brought this thing to life and now it’s happening. 
 
    Suddenly my feet are getting a little cold and I’m no longer certain this is what I want. 
 
    But I swallow the feeling and push it deep down. 
 
    I follow in Lana’s wake and extend a hand towards Aaron. 
 
    “Nice to meet you in person.” 
 
    “You too David, your wife is even more beautiful than you described her. You’re one lucky man.” 
 
    “I think you’re the lucky one,” Lana says, placing an arm on his shoulder and leaning towards him. 
 
    “Should we order some shots and get to know one another?” Aaron asks. 
 
    “Absolutely,” I say. 
 
    The shots are ordered and downed in short order and soon another round follows and a third after that. 
 
    Lana and Aaron are really hitting it off. 
 
    Aside from a passing remark or acknowledgement, it’s like they’ve forgotten I’m there. 
 
    There’s a sickening feeling brewing in my stomach, but like with everything else before, I ignore it and press on anyway. 
 
    And before I know it, we’re paying the tab and heading back up to our suite...with Aaron and my wife holding hands the entire way as I lead us towards the point of no return. 
 
    I hesitate for a moment at the door, key card in hand, I look back at Lana who is lost in Aaron’s eyes and it kills me for a moment. 
 
    But that same twister of doubt and lust roars to life inside me and I swipe the key to unlock the door. 
 
    I open it and we cross the threshold into the great unknown, together.

  

 
   
    VIII 
 
    Like a smash cut, Lana and Aaron are standing together at the foot of the bed, arms wrapped around one another. I don’t remember anything after we opened the door and walked in but suddenly I find myself seated on a chair adjacent to them. My hands grasp the arm rests to the point that my knuckles are turning white. 
 
    I notice and try to release the tension from my body by taking a deep breath but then Lana leans in and kisses Aaron and I tense right up again. 
 
    It’s sloppy and wet, open mouth, lots of tongue and my dick rises to attention. 
 
    I watch as Aaron uses his massive hands to slip Lana’s red dress off her body so that it falls gently to the floor around her ankles, leaving her in nothing but her lingerie. 
 
    Soon, the lingerie is coming off too and Aaron is cupping her left breast with his right hand and tweaking her nipple ever so gently as he makes his way down her neck, planting a gentle, sensual kiss every inch or so until he makes it down to her tits and begins to suck on them. 
 
    Lana’s head drops back and she closes her eyes as she exhales. The contrast of Aaron’s dark, black skin against Lana’s is a powerful visual simulant and I can’t help but begin to pull on my rod from outside my pants. 
 
    As soon as I touch myself, Lana’s eyes snap open and we make eye contact for the first time since we entered the room and I am consumed with the most powerful set of emotions I have ever felt in my life. 
 
    Jealousy. Lust. Hurt. Desire. Pain. Love. Fear. Sadness. Euphoria.  
 
    It’s all there. And it is one potent sexual cocktail. I am drenched in dopamine and adrenaline.  
 
    “Should I suck his cock, baby?” she says to me. 
 
    My voice seems to seize up and though I want to speak, words won’t seem to form. I can only nod. 
 
    Lana smiles and drops to her knees in front of Aaron while he unbuttons his shirt. She reaches up and undoes the buckle on his belt and next the zipper. 
 
    Soon, his shirt is off and his pants are down around his ankles leaving him in nothing but briefs. Lana has those off in nano-seconds and his big, dark cock flops out and almost pokes her in the eye. 
 
    Lana giggles and marvels at his dick before she lifts a finger to touch it.  
 
    “Oh my god, look at this sexy black cock.” 
 
    “You like it?” Aaron says as he looks down at her obedient frame and smiles. Lana looks back up with a devilish grin on her face. 
 
    “I fucking love it,” she says as she takes his half-hard cock in her petite hand and starts to slowly stroke it to life. 
 
    Within seconds he’s fully hard and she’s stroking faster and faster. I watch her wedding ring as it ebbs and flows toward the base of his shaft and back toward his tip as she jerks him off. 
 
    “Holy shit,” Lana whispers. She holds her forearm up next to his cock for a comparison. “How big are you?” 
 
    “About eight inches,” Aaron says with a smile. Eight inches, not bad, I think to myself. But not huge by any means. If I had to guess, I’m a shade over six myself so he’s only got me by less than two inches. 
 
    But I recall the list and think that perhaps, to Lana, that less than two inches makes all the difference. 
 
    I notice what I think is faint disappointment on Lana’s face but before I can be sure it is gone and she is back to stroking his cock. Perhaps though, I think to myself, Aaron isn’t quite as big as she’d hoped for. 
 
    Either way, she has yet to put her mouth on it. She looks over again and it’s like she can read my mind. 
 
    “You ready to watch me suck this big, fat cock baby?” she says to me as she opens her mouth, almost unhinging her jaw, and takes Aaron into her wet maw.  
 
    She begins to suck and slurp as sensually as any pornstar I’ve ever seen but the difference is that Lana isn’t acting. She is losing herself in the suck and she starts to moan and finger herself as she slurps on his dark meat.  
 
    “Fuck, Lana. That feels so damn good. Head game is strong,” Aaron says as he gently places a hand on the back of her head and begins to face fuck her with grace and poise.  
 
    That’s the first time I feel it. A pang of regret and remorse and a sense of impending doom. 
 
    Hearing Aaron moan my wife’s name takes things to a place that perhaps I wasn’t quite ready to go and for a moment I consider putting an end to the whole thing by crying out stop!    
 
    But for some reason, I don’t and I let things continue as I take my cock out and begin to stroke myself to the sight of my wife sucking on a big, black cock right in front of me.  
 
    After a few moments, Lana opens her eyes and stares right at me with Aaron’s big dick still in her mouth and beckons me over with her index finger. 
 
    I obey and stand up and walk over to her. She takes her mouth off Aaron’s cock and starts blowing me while she jerks him off. 
 
    Aaron looks over at me and smiles, offering me a fist bump and weird as it seems, it makes me feel like the fucking man. I bump his fist and then look down as my wife works both our cocks with her greedy little mouth. 
 
    At one point, she puts us both in her mouth and the flesh of my cock brushes up against Aaron’s and while every instinct in my body is telling me I should recoil, it’s really fucking hot seeing my wife with two cocks in her mouth at the same time and so I stay there and let it happen. Crossing swords is an occupational hazard after all. 
 
    But things are getting too hot for me and I fear if I’m not careful, I might cum soon and ruin the fun. So I excuse myself and go back to sit in the chair as Aaron pulls Lana up off her knees. 
 
    While Aaron goes to his pants to fish out a condom, Lana walks over to me and sits on my lap so that her legs are draped over the front of my thighs and I can still touch my cock. 
 
    She nibbles on my ear and encourages me to jerk myself for her. 
 
    “God that’s so hot watching you stroke your cock. That’s it baby, jerk that cock for me while you watch me get fucked.  
 
    It feels so good. 
 
    “Good boy, nice and slow. Don’t cum yet.” 
 
    She leans in and kisses me hard. She is completely naked and on fire. 
 
    “You ready to do this, baby?” 
 
    I nod. 
 
    She looks deep into my eyes. 
 
    “You sure, you ready to watch Aaron fuck this tight, little married pussy with his big, black cock?” 
 
    I gulp. She’s torturing me and loving every minute of it. She knows how turned on I am and is reveling in it. 
 
    “Fuck yes,” I whisper.  
 
    Lana smiles and kisses me on the cheek. Then she walks over and lays down on the bed in front of Aaron, spreading her legs wide and inviting him to enter her. 
 
    He looms over her, condom on, and prepares to slide inside. 
 
    And for the second time, it hits me. That feeling of regret and remorse and I say it out loud. 
 
    “Stop. No more.” 
 
    But it comes out as barely a whisper and neither of them hear me.  
 
    I try to say it louder, but I can’t seem to raise my voice. 
 
    “Stop,” I whisper again.  
 
    And just when I think there’s no way she could hear me, Lana turns her head to the side and locks eyes with me. 
 
    “There’s no fucking way we’re stopping,” she says with a wicked smile. 
 
    Keeping her eyes on me to make sure I’m watching, she wraps her hand around his shaft and slides his big, black cock into her dripping wet pussy.

  

 
   
    IX 
 
    Time seems to stand still for that brief moment when Lana simply decided to go rogue and break part of her own last and most important condition. 
 
    All those emotions I was feeling earlier increase in intensity tenfold and I feel like I am as close as I’ll ever come to feeling what being on heroin must be like. 
 
    I love it. I hate it. I don’t ever want to feel it again and yet I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to live without it knowing that it exists and can be had.  
 
    I am on fire with lust and anger. Hurst and desire. I stand up, walk over to the bed and am harder and more turned on than I’ve ever been in my life. 
 
    Lana reaches out and grabs my cock as Aaron starts to pump his cock in and out of her. 
 
    I look down and watch as her slit swallows him whole with almost no resistance. A thick, creamy white resin is forming and coats the outside of the condom. 
 
    “You didn’t really mean that, did you, David?” 
 
    I shake my head no as she smiles, takes my cock into her mouth and starts to slurp. 
 
    Soon I can tell she’s about to cum as she breaks out into a full-body orgasm the likes of which I have never seen before. 
 
    “Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit,” she says over and over and over again. 
 
    Aaron pulls out to give her a breather but she begs him to keep going. 
 
    “No, no, no, don’t stop. Keep going. That shit feels good as fuck, give me that fat cock, please!” she begs. 
 
    Again, I get a quick urge to put a stop to the madness but I can’t even get a whisper out this time.  
 
    As Lana sucks my cock, I stare down at his dark shaft, wrapped in latex, going to work on her insides. I watch as she starts to cum again and I have a thought. 
 
    A wicked, dangerous one. 
 
    If we broke one condition, why not break another? 
 
    And just like that, she reads my mind again. 
 
    “You know what would be so hot, baby” she says to me and I already know what’s coming next because I feel it too, “if he fucked me bareback.” 
 
    I gulp. 
 
    “Don’t you think it’d be so hot to watch me take that big, sexy cock raw in my married pussy?” 
 
    I’ve lost all control at this point and am content to give in to every urge. Reason is out the window and I just nod. 
 
    Yes, yes it would be so fucking hot I think to myself.  
 
    Aaron pulls his cock out and Lana reaches down to remove the condom. It takes a bit of effort on her part but it comes off with a snap and suddenly there is nothing between the walls of Lana’s vagina and the skin of Aaron’s throbbing dick. 
 
    He reinserts himself inside my wife and she cums hard and loud within ten seconds. 
 
    “Oh my god, yes this is so much better. I’m taking that big, beautiful cock raw and I fucking love it,” she moans and writhes on the bed before me. 
 
    Now I watch the cream coating his thick, dark shaft as Lana goes back to sucking on my pink, fleshy rod. 
 
    I don’t have time to worry that Lana is not on the pill and that a random man is balls deep inside her. Any time the thought pops into my head, it just makes everything hotter. 
 
    I try to focus on my breathing as much as I can to keep my heart rate in check so I don’t bust before Aaron does. Something tells me I’ll be in for a bad time if that happens. 
 
    As I drift off into a sort of daydream, I snap out of it when I hear Aaron’s breath quicken as he pummels my wife deeper and harder making her squeal with delight. Soon he’s grunting and I don’t believe my ears but Lana is begging for him to cum. 
 
    “Fuck yes, baby. Give me that hot nut. Cum inside me please, give me your seed. Oh fuck yes! I feel it, so fucking warm. Give it to me, give me all of it.” 
 
    She shakes and writhes and moans and cums hard for what seems like a solid five minutes straight as Aaron slows down his thrust and eventually pulls out of her. 
 
    A whoosh of air comes out of Lana’s pussy. 
 
    She pushes herself up onto her elbows to look at her pussy just in time to see the torrent of white seed come flowing out of her and onto the sheets below. 
 
    “Fuck that’s so hot,” she whispers. 
 
    I am both mortified and insanely turned on. I cannot believe it just happened and yet, I am glad it did.  
 
    Lana turns to me and says, “come get your sloppy seconds baby.” 
 
    My body goes numb with excitement. I’d never planned for it, but now it’s obvious to me. I have to feel her. I have to be inside her. I have to deposit my load right alongside Aaron’s. It is my biological imperative. 
 
    I grunt and step forward and slide myself into her wet, warm cunt. I can feel the residue of Aaron’s load coating the walls of her pussy. She’s loose and relaxed and I wonder if she can even feel me. But I look at her face and it appears she can feel something alright. 
 
    Soon, she’s cumming again. 
 
    “God that’s so hot, fuck that well used pussy baby. Give me another load. I want more cum!” 
 
    Almost on command my dick begins to lurch and spew inside her as I can no longer hold the load that’s been building inside me for the better part of the last hour. 
 
    We come at the same time and I collapse on the bed next to her.  
 
    Aaron is changed back into his clothes and fully put together. He kisses Lana on the cheek and offers me another fist bump. 
 
    “That was a hell of a lot of fun. You guys give me a call if you ever want to do this again. You guys are good people.” 
 
    Again, I feel like the man. Aaron glides out of the room and leaves us there to revel in our deviance.  
 
    It’s getting late now and Lana is I believe what they call “dick-drunk.” She seems in a stupor, our two loads of cum still dripping down her legs, her pummeled pussy rising and falling with each breath seems to still quiver with the aftershocks of so very many orgasms in a one hour time span. 
 
    “Fuck that was amazing,” she says as she dips a finger into her cunt and pulls it out to lick and suck on all three of our juices mixed together. 
 
    “I’m going to the bathroom,” I say and kiss her on the cheek. 
 
    I clean myself up and take a piss. 
 
    By the time I get back out, Lana has curled up into bed and pulled the sheets over her head. She is sound asleep. 
 
    And then it hits me all at once. Unprotected sex with a stranger. He came inside her. Then I followed up and came inside her too. 
 
    What have we done? 
 
    What on earth was I thinking? 
 
    I curl up into bed beside her and have the most uneasy night of sleep I’ve ever had in my life. 
 
    By the time I finally manage to doze off, the sun is creeping up over the horizon and the first rays of morning spill through the shades. 
 
    I think I’m going to be sick. 
 
    

  

 
   
    X 
 
     I wake with a joly to find Lana sitting on the edge of the bed offering me a fresh cup of coffee with steam curling out of the mug. She has one too. 
 
    She is showered, dressed, and looks absolutely radiant. She is positively glowing. She smiles at me as I take the mug from her outstretched hand. 
 
    “Morning, sexy,” she says with a wink. 
 
    That’s when I lose it. 
 
    I sit upright and run a hand through my hair. I’m tempted to rip it out. 
 
    “What did we do?” 
 
    “Exactly what we wanted to do,” she says with a wry smile and takes a small sip. 
 
    “You’re not on the pill,” I say. 
 
    “It’s fine.” 
 
    “How can you be so sure?” 
 
    “I just am.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Just trust me, David. There’s nothing to worry about. I just know,” she says. 
 
    And I do trust her. For some reason, I find this reassuring. At least on that front. But I’m still not convinced it wasn’t a huge mistake. 
 
    “Don’t tell me you’re having second thoughts, regrets?” she asks, genuinely surprised. 
 
    “You broke our most important conditions!” 
 
    My voice is louder than I intended. 
 
    “So, I didn’t hear you complaining. In fact, it seemed to be just what you wanted, you dirty boy.” 
 
    I feel my cock jump a little and Lana notices. She raises an eyebrow as if to say I told you so. 
 
    “Well, still,” I say, trying to gather myself. 
 
    “You had fun didn’t you? I know I sure did,” she says.  
 
    She’s right. It was fun. I loved it, but now in that cold light of day I’m feeling confused and actually relieved. We had our one of fun. We lived out a big fantasy and we were still standing. At least now I could rest knowing what it was like. 
 
    “You’re right. It was fun. And I’m glad we did it. Just this once.” 
 
    Lana lets out a heavy sigh. 
 
    “Yeah, about that…” her voice trails off.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, you broke a condition too, you know. So that’s why I figured it’d be ok if I broke a few. And it’s also why I think I want to try this one more time...” 
 
    She’s smiling like the devil and I haven’t yet caught on to what she’s up to but my stomach is in my throat. 
 
    “What? What do you mean? I didn’t break any conditions. I did everything you asked for,” I say, exasperated and flabbergasted.  
 
    She shakes her head, tsk, tsk, tsk. 
 
    “Aaron wasn’t big enough.” 
 
    “Not big enough?!” 
 
    “Not nearly big enough,” she says, “he was only eight inches. I want double fucking digits.” 
 
    My body goes numb and my stomach drops. But my cock rises and is hard as a rock once more.  
 
    “Double digits?” 
 
    Lana grabs at my cock through the sheets and feels that it's hard. She smiles, satisfied.  
 
    “That’s right. And you’re going to find it for me, aren’t you?” 
 
    She squeezes a little too hard while she says this and I nod in agreement. 
 
    “Good boy,” she says and throws the sheets off me and starts sucking on my cock. 
 
    I’ve lost total control now and we may be careening towards a precipice but all I can think about is Lana getting fucked by an even bigger cock and all my doubts and trepidations dissipate and I realize one thing: this was never going to be a one time thing and we’re never going to be able to stop chasing this dragon. 
 
    I press her head down on my cock firmly and begin to thrust myself down her throat. 
 
    “Can’t wait to watch,” I say as I tilt my head back and get lost in her moans as she slurps up another one of my loads.
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    I 
 
    There’s no getting around it, we’ve crossed into uncharted territory and I don’t know if there’s any going back. Two weeks have passed since Lana decided to go off script with Aaron and through caution to the wind. 
 
    She can’t stop talking about how much we both enjoyed it. 
 
    Yes, I enjoyed it. 
 
    Guilty as charged.  
 
    But it wasn’t what we agreed to and part of me is still hurt by it even though the other part of me has been getting off to the memory whenever time allows. 
 
    I try to gently remind her of that when I can without turning it into a big blow up fight, but she always brushes my concerns off and cites how hard I was or how much I came as evidence that I’m overreacting or not that serious.  
 
    Simply put, things are a little weird between us now. The sex is great, out of this world great, but things are weird. Normal things, things that used to be so easy and so...normal are suddenly weird as all hell. 
 
    I don’t really know how to describe it, but that in-syncness I described earlier? It feels like it’s gone, or at least severely hampered by whatever is hanging around in the air around us. 
 
    It feels weak or something. 
 
    And another thing Lana can’t stop mentioning whenever she gets the chance is the directive she gave me the morning after her romp in the sheets with her first “big” cock. 
 
    Bigger. 
 
    Aaron wasn’t big enough. 
 
    “Have you found anyone yet?” she asks me over coffee.  
 
    It’s early on a Saturday and it’s just us. The boys are still sound asleep and this is our time. 
 
    Well, it used to be anyway. 
 
    “Uh, no not yet,” I stammer. 
 
    Which isn’t exactly true. I already found three guys. There was Aaron, but there was also Ronnie and Chris. I still have their contact information. All I need to do is reach out. 
 
    But what am I going to say? 
 
    Hello fellas, how big are your cocks? I can’t work with anything less than double digits. 
 
    I chuckle to myself and Lana looks at me sideways. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” 
 
    “Nothing, nothing. Just thought of something Jerry said last night at poker.” 
 
    I’m less hung over this time and Lana’s book club was cancelled last minute but I can’t help but think back to that seemingly innocent, routine Saturday morning when I stumbled about Lana’s now infamous list.  
 
    Then I have another thought. Yes, that’s exactly what I should do. I should reach out to Ronnie and Chris and ask them if they meet my wife’s lofty requirements. I want to see her with another man again, I think about it all the time. I start to get hard. 
 
    I don’t know why I can’t just get over what happened and keep having fun. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    Later that evening, the kids are out of the house and Lana and I are at each other like wild animals. We haven’t gone a single day without sex since that night with Aaron. Even last week when Lana got her period (phew), we still manage to squeeze it in every single day. 
 
    It seems like all one of us has to do is look at the other in a certain way with a look that says more than words ever could and we both just know. Let’s fuck it says. And we do. 
 
    “Fuck baby, I can’t stop thinking about the other night,” she says as I nestle my face between her breasts and lick and suck on any piece of flesh I can get my mouth on. 
 
    I come up for air. 
 
    “Me neither,” I say and dive back in. 
 
    “I know you can't,'' she says, ``you loved it. Didn’t you? You loved watching your wife get fucked right in front of you by that big, fat cock huh? Don’t you wanna see her take something a little bigger?” 
 
    I nod, head still between her breasts and get out a muffled mmhmm. 
 
    She’s whipping herself up into a frenzy. She loves reliving it and she especially loves hearing me say how much I enjoyed watching it.  
 
    Soon we’re fucking.  
 
    Raw. Passionate. Loud. Intense. 
 
    We both cum hard and fast and collapse next to each other in the bed, totally spent. 
 
    Well, at least I am. 
 
    Within a few moments, Lana is reaching for my cock trying to jerk some life back into it with a delicate stroke and some dirty talk in my ear. 
 
    “Don’t you wanna see me take a big cock again baby?” 
 
    I don’t answer but my cock is getting hard. She presses me. 
 
    “Come on, don’t you want to see me taking a big, thick dick in this tight pussy again? Have you found anyone yet for me, dirty boy?” 
 
    I finally snap. 
 
    For some reason, I can’t take it anymore. 
 
    “Enough!” I yell and jump out of bed so I’m standing on the opposite side from Lana. 
 
    Her eyes go wide with surprise and perhaps a little fear which causes me to feel a pang of guilt. I steady and lower my voice but I continue down the path I’ve already started on. 
 
    “Enough, Lana. Please. We need to talk about this. It was supposed to be a one time thing. I’m really confused and a little hurt...I just think…” 
 
    “Wow, David.” Lana is looking up at me with doughy eyes. Finally, for the first time in a few weeks, I see my sweet, innocent wife. Pre-list Lana and I melt. She’s still there. 
 
    “Honey, I’m so sorry,” she says. “I had no idea. I just...I thought you liked me doing that. I really did. I thought going off script like that would be hot and I was looking at you the whole time and you just seemed so turned on and that turned me on even more. So, I guess I just got caught up in the moment…I don’t know…” 
 
    I sit down on the bed next to her and she puts a hand on my knee. 
 
    “Look, we can stop. Right now. You don’t have to find anyone. You don’t have to do anything more than just be who you are. We can forget this whole thing.” 
 
    But I can hear it in her voice. It’s subtle, but it’s there...like she’s not totally sold on what she’s pitching me. She’s reluctant but saying it anyway, to make me feel better. 
 
    And to be honest, I’m having intense feelings of regret and remorse all of a sudden. Not about what we’ve done but about me opening my big mouth once again. What am I crazy? My wife was willing and excited about being my own personal porn star. Performing for my benefit and I selfishly make it all about me? 
 
    “No, I didn’t mean it like that. I just...I did love it...I just…” I’m stammering. I can’t find the words. I don’t know what I want to say. I just can’t right now. 
 
    I stand up and leave the bedroom and walk downstairs. I just leave her there and I lace up my sneakers and go for an evening run to clear my head. 
 
    I’m not sure what I’m doing exactly, I can faintly hear her voice, concerned and worried, calling after me down the hall but I ignore it. 
 
    I need to find that empty space again, past confusion, past doubt, past desire and emotion. 
 
    So I go out and I run. 
 
    It worked once before. Why not twice? 
 
    Only this time it’s not three, it’s six miles. Double what I did last time and while I think about how I just doubled the distance of my previously longest run in over a decade, the word sticks in my head. 
 
    Double. 
 
    Double digits. 
 
    Double trouble. 
 
    Double. 
 
    Double. Double. Double. 
 
    Double Digits. 
 
    Double teamed. 
 
    Double digits. Double team. 
 
    Double trouble. 
 
    Double double-digits! 
 
    “DOUBLE DOUBLE-DIGITS!” I scream out at the top of my lungs. My voice echoes across the neighborhood, off the stucco and vinyl siding and across the small valley below and into the trees. 
 
    I know what I want. 
 
    I know what I have to do. 
 
    And I think that maybe, just maybe, Lana is going to love it.

  

 
   
    II 
 
    Lana is in the kitchen crying. And I feel like the biggest asshole in the world as I try to console her.  
 
    God, what a dick I am. 
 
    I am as responsible, if not more so, for everything that happened. And I need to take ownership of my part. We are a team.  
 
    That clarity I was searching for is back, but my wife’s sobs are throwing me off my A-game so the first thing I need to do is get her to calm down and own up to my mistakes. 
 
    That’s item one. 
 
    Item two will be a little trickier, especially after this whole crying episode. But item two is to get her to erase everything I just said about being unsure and hurt and want to stop from her head.  
 
    I was talking crazy. 
 
    Temporary insanity. 
 
    I didn’t mean it. Not a word. 
 
    And I tell her as much. 
 
    “Really?” she says. She’s finally stopped crying and is wiping the last of her tears from her eyes. 
 
    “Really,” I say. “What you did for me, for us last night, I had no right to say those things. I just let my fear and insecurity get the best of me. I enjoyed the hell out of seeing you so confident and in control. It was realy, really fucking sexy. I know we’ve been having a lot of sex, but in between I gotta be honest, I’ve been jerking off to the memories like a horny jack rabbit.” 
 
    She looks up at me and smiles. 
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    “Seriously,” I say. 
 
    “That’s pretty hot,” she says. 
 
    “I have an idea…” I say. 
 
    “I’m listening,” Lana says as she reaches for my pants and pulls my cock out.

  

 
   
    III 
 
    I worry she might bite my cock off mid-suck when I tell her I can’t let her in on what I have planned just yet. But I make lots of promises and pinky-swears that it will be a great surprise.  
 
    Eventually, I am able to calm her down and convince her that I do indeed have a big surprise planned that will be well worth the wait. 
 
    But I know the clock is ticking. 
 
    So after she finishes blowing me and swallows my load, I go back to the forums...where I found Aaron. And Ronnie. And Chris. Remember those guys? 
 
    Ronnie is the investment banker. An ex-college soccer player with a Mediterranean complexion and some of the most dazzling pearly whites you’ve ever seen. He’s in phenomenal shape and I think physically, he’s someone Lana would love even though he’s a bit of douche. 
 
    But there’s one other important factor: is he packing double-digit heat? I fire off a message and while I wait for a replay, I compose a similar message to Chris. 
 
    Chris was my personal favorite. The Norse god. With a sprinkling of Aquaman thrown in for good measure. He loves dogs and his rippled, hard muscles are covered in tattoos but I think he might be the nicest person of all time based on my limited interactions with him. I think he would be a soft, tender lover and if he happens to be packing the double-digit heat we’re looking for, that might not be such a bad thing. 
 
    I fire off the message and cross my fingers. 
 
    As I wait for replies, my mind drifts off to the memory of Aaron pummeling away at Lana’s insides, coming deep in her womb, all with me sitting right there. 
 
    I get hard again even though I just came in Lana’s mouth less than an hour ago. This hotwife stuff is seriously like sexual steroids. Sometimes I think I spend more time flaccid than hard these days. 
 
    As I start to jerk off in the desk chair, careful to listen for any footsteps that might lead to me being caught with my pants down, I hear a ding. Then another ding. 
 
    Two new messages. 
 
    I open them up. I brace myself for some gross dick pics but to my surprise they both simply responded with text, even Ronnie. 
 
    They are both well-endowed it seems. We’ve hit the jackpot. 
 
    Ronnie is a little over ten inches and “wide as a coke can.” (His words, not mine). 
 
    And Chris is even longer at nearly eleven-and-a-half inches but much thinner. Of course, he put it all much more delicately than did Ronnie but no surprise there. 
 
    I stretch my arms over my head and interlace my fingers and crack my knuckles as I reach the top of my movement. 
 
    Time to close the deal, I think to myself. 
 
    I open up a group chat and fill them each in on the plan and see if they are cool with a little MFM threesome action and I send them a few pics of Lana to remind them just how hot she is and they each write back nearly instantaneously. 
 
    “I’m down, bro if you are,” writes Ronnie. 
 
    “I think it would be a magnificent, very sexy experience. In,” writes Chris. 
 
    I spend the next hour or so making the necessary arrangements and when it’s all settled and planned I send them the details, dates, and times.  
 
    The plan - the big surprise - is set and in motion. 
 
    I can’t wait to tell Lana. I run into the kitchen but she’s no longer there. 
 
    Then I check the garage, knock on the bathroom door, and look in the basement gym downstairs. I check the backyard just to make sure she isn’t out there stealing my chores and then I rush upstairs to find her soaking in a bubble bath. 
 
    “How about a threesome?” I blurt out. 
 
    “What?” she says, hearing me but not quite comprehending what I’m saying.  
 
    “Sorry, let me start over.” 
 
    “Ok.” 
 
    “I found the guy. Well, guys actually.” 
 
    “I don’t follow,” she says, but she’s leaning forward and smiling in eager anticipation of me elaborating further. 
 
    “Remember the other two guys? The ones you chose Aaron over?” 
 
    She nods. 
 
    “Yeah, they were hot.” 
 
    “Well, sure. But not only that, it turns out they both are packing the double-digit cocks you’re looking for.” 
 
    Lana slaps at the water playfully. 
 
    “You mean I had a two-in-three chance and I chose the one single digit?” 
 
    “Hey, I didn’t hear you complaining when he was inside you.” 
 
    She laughs and thinks for a beat. 
 
    “So, I have to choose one of them and then what, you’ll join in?” 
 
    “Actually, no. I wasn’t talking about me. I was thinking maybe you don’t have to choose.” 
 
    “Double double-digits?” she asks.  
 
    And just like that, our minds are back in sync. It’s like I can feel the grooves clicking back into place. The wheels getting back on the tracks. All that stuff. 
 
    We’re back. 
 
    “Yes, exactly,” I say with a smile.  
 
    Oh, we’re so back.

  

 
   
    IV 
 
    The day has arrived. It’s time for the big show, the main event. 
 
    Even though we’ve done this once before, I am still nervous as all hell. Perhaps even more so than last time. 
 
    We are at the same hotel but I’ve sprung for a luxury suite this time with two bedrooms and a main living area complete with a kitchen, a large table, small bar, and some leather couches and a medium-sized, flat-screen TV. 
 
    It’s not quite a penthouse overlooking the Vegas Strip, but it’ll do just fine for our purposes tonight.  
 
    Lana is ready. 
 
    She watched a silly makeup tutorial online on how to do your makeup like an adult film star and while I was initially skeptical, she looks incredible. 
 
    Not that she didn’t already, there’s just something about it that feels so slutty and nasty in all the best ways and I can barely keep my hands off her. 
 
    Her auburn hair is curled lightly and falls down to touch the tops of her shoulders and she is wearing a tight, cream colored dress that is a little too short (in a good way) but we aren’t going out anywhere and as she keeps reminding me, she won’t be wearing it for much longer.  
 
    Beneath the dress is nothing. 
 
    No bra, no panties. 
 
    Just one eager, tight pussy ready to have a threesome with two random guys from the internet while a less well-endowed husband watches in the corner.  
 
    “What time are they supposed to be here?” Lana asks as she’s fixing a loose piece of hair and adjusting her dress in the mirror. Putting on those last final touches before her well-hung studs arrive. 
 
    I check my watch. 
 
    “Should be here any minute,” I say. 
 
    There’s two bottles of wine on the counter in the kitchen. Plus one bottle of bourbon and a bottle of vodka. 
 
    Lana says no beer because, “who wants to be bloated and belching during a threesome?” 
 
    To which I say, “fair point.” 
 
    “Drink?” I ask as I grab a bottle of wine and uncork it.  
 
    “Yes, please.” 
 
    I pour us two glasses of cabernet and we retreat to the couch and sit down. 
 
    We clink glasses and take long, deep pulls and place our glasses down on the coffee table.  
 
    I check my watch. They’re a little late but not a huge deal.  
 
    “You sure you’re still good with this? It’s not too late to, you know.” 
 
    “No. I’m fine. I’m good. Nervous, but it’s nervous excitement. I swear.” 
 
    “Good, because I’m so wet right now and ready to be fucked..” 
 
    I raise my eyebrows as my cock stiffens. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Feel,” she says, opening her legs revealing her freshly shaved pussy between her pantiless thighs. 
 
    I reach down and slip one finger in, then two, as Lana arches her back and closes her eyes, letting out a soft moan. 
 
    “Mmm, yeah that’s right baby. Get me ready for those big, fat cocks.” 
 
    I start to slip a third finger in when there’s a sharp knock on the door that startles both of us. I quickly pull my fingers out, stand up, and tuck my raging hard on up into my waistband. 
 
    I peer out the peephole and see Ronnie standing outside. He’s wearing a blazer and jeans, fresh cut hair, faded on the sides, and very tan. I open the door to greet him and usher him inside. 
 
    “Lana, this is Ronnie. Ronnie, this is my wife Lana.” 
 
    Lana reaches out her hand for him to shake it, but he grabs her by the waist and pulls her in tightly against his body for a hug and he goes right in for a kiss.  
 
    Not a small peck on the cheek kind of kiss, but a deep, full, open lip, lots of tongue kind of kiss. 
 
    Lana’s body stiffens in resistance at the shock of it all but I see her relax and start kissing him right back. She reaches up and brushes her hand against the stubble of his chin and then pulls back but not away from his embrace. 
 
    “Mmm, nice to meet you Ronnie,” she says and looks to me for approval. I think in my head it was a little rude but hey, we’re basically here to shoot a porno so what the hell. Why labor under false pretenses when you can just cut to the chase? 
 
    So, I just smile and nod. 
 
    “Jesus Christ, look at the ass on you,” Ronnie says, grabbing a handful of her left cheek with his massive paw. Lana blushes but I can tell she is loving it. She places a hand on his chest and runs her finger down between his pecs. 
 
    “Can I get you anything to drink, Ronnie?” I ask, breaking the spell.  
 
    “Absolutely, you got any vodka?” 
 
    “Coming right up,” I say and head over to pour him one. “Lana?” 
 
    “I’m ok for now,” she says without breaking eye contact with Ronnie who still has his arm around her. They are totally vibing just like I knew they would.  
 
    “So, when’s the other guy getting here, what’s his name, Chris?” 
 
    “Yeah, Chris. He should be here any minute I think.” 
 
    “Alright, hey wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world if he didn’t show up, huh? Well, maybe for you,” he says to Lana, “you wouldn’t get two dicks. But you’d get me all to yourself and that might be the best way to have me.” 
 
    “Mmm, Ronnie,” she says with a laugh. 
 
    Just then there’s a knock on the door and they finally break off their embrace. I rush over to answer it and there’s Chris. The hulking mass of a man, wearing a tight white shirt and black jeans. Tattoos cover his neck and creep up past his ears almost into his hairline.  
 
    Did I mention he looks like a cross between Thor and Aquaman? I did? Well, seriously. You have to see it. It’s incredible.  
 
    I shake hands with him as he flashes that million dollar smile. 
 
    “Hi Chris,” Lana says and rushes over to him. She wraps both arms around his neck and kisses him softly on the lips before he can say a word. “Nice to meet you. I’m Lana.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you Lana,” he says. 
 
    I watch Ronnie’s face to see if there might be any territorial aggression or jealousy emanating from him but there isn’t. He seems relaxed and kind of into it, just like I am. And I start to realize I may have picked a perfect, dynamic duo. 
 
    Ronnie is going to be a great combination of nasty and aggressive and Chris will bring gentle passion and attention to detail. 
 
    Together this is going to make for one explosive and potent sexual cocktail of lust and discovery. 
 
    Why didn’t we start doing this sooner? 
 
    Oh right, because I’m a boob. 
 
    “Chris, this is Lana. Lana, Chris,” I say and step out of the way so that they can greet each other. Chris takes her hand and kisses it.  
 
    “You are absolutely beautiful, Lana. Pleasure to meet you.” 
 
    To which my wife simply giggles, she’s struck speechless. 
 
    Anyone else and it would be corny as hell, but with this guy? He just nails it and I can tell it makes Lana weak in the knees. 
 
    Chris turns to me, and shakes my hand firmly but not trying to crush my bones and thanks me for the invitation. 
 
    “And you must be Ronnie,” he says, offering his hand to Ronnie. They shake and it’s very amicable. There seems to be an unspoken mutual respect between them and I don’t think we’ll run into any issues. Both said they’ve done this kind of thing before and it seems they are at ease and ready to get started. 
 
    “Let’s all do a shot!” Lana says, to which we all enthusiastically agree. 
 
    I pour us a round. Vodka shots for everyone.  
 
    We toast to the night ahead, knock ‘em back and then pour some wine to sip on while we get acquainted and lower our inhibitions a little bit. 
 
    Things move over to the couches. 
 
    Lana sits in the middle of one with Ronnie and Chris on either side of her and I sit alone on the couch opposite them and for the most part, I simply observe as Lana goes to work flirting with them and setting the mood.  
 
    As I watch her, my dick throbs and my heat warms, and I realize she’s perfect in every way and I am deeply, madly in love with this woman. No matter what, I could never not love her and this just makes that feeling intensify and grow ever stronger. 
 
    I don’t know what came over me earlier in the day, but I was crazy to have any doubts. 
 
    While I think my deep thoughts, Lana pulls down the top of her dress and offers her breasts to the two eager gentlemen we just met.  
 
    They each grab one and begin to lick and suck on her nipples and we are off to the races once again.

  

 
   
    V 
 
    Lana’s eyes roll back in her head as she tilts her head back and up towards the sky. Ronnie is still slurping on her right breast with a hand between her legs, while Chris has taken off his shirt and is working the left side of Lana’s neck while she rubs on his cock from outside his pants. 
 
    She is panting and gasping at regular intervals and for a moment I think it might all be too much for her and she’ll pass out from the sensory overload. 
 
    But that doesn’t happen. 
 
    Instead, her head snaps back up and to attention and she starts to take control.  
 
    “Alright boys, stand up. Stand up. I can’t take it anymore. Let me see those dicks.” 
 
    Ronnie and Chris both look at her then each other as if to say, don’t gotta tell me twice. They both stand up, unbuckle their belts and drop-trou. 
 
    Lana stays seated on the couch between them as she gazes in amazement at the bulging dicks, hidden by boxers, that flank her on both sides. 
 
    “Holy shit,” she says with a laugh. Then she reaches up and, at the same time, rips each of their boxers down and unleashes the beasts hidden beneath. 
 
    Ronnie and Chris’s cocks flop out on display as Lana gently takes each in her hands and slowly caresses them with a light, cautious touch. 
 
    “Oh. my. God.” 
 
    “You like, baby?” Ronnie says with a smile. And he’s right. He is as thick as a coke can. Chris is long and thin but no less impressive. 
 
    Lana looks at me and smiles. 
 
    “Baby, you’ve outdone yourself.” 
 
    “Do they meet your standard this time?” 
 
    She nods enthusiastically. 
 
    “I’m just glad you’re happy. Enjoy,” I say as I take out my cock and begin to lightly stroke it to the sight of my wife holding not one, but two eleven inch cocks. One in each of her tiny, manicured hands. Her left hand is wrapped around Chris’s fleshy pole and I see her wedding ring shimmering in the light as it moves up and down the shaft.  
 
    They are each rock hard now as she slowly starts to suck them off, switching back and forth between each dick in intervals of about ten seconds or so. 
 
    Both Ronnie and Chris cup her breasts and tweak her nipples while she sucks and strokes them. 
 
    From time to time someone moans softly, but it is mostly quiet.  
 
    The calm before the storm. 
 
    My wife looks like a true-blue pornstar right now and I feel so hard my cock aches. 
 
    But I control my breathing and focus on the show so that I don’t make myself come too quickly.  
 
    “God damn, Lana you suck it so good,” Chris says, “I could watch you suck my dick all.” 
 
    She pops her mouth off his cock and looks up at the both of them and smiles. 
 
    “Which one of you boys wants to fuck me first?” 
 
    Ronnie grins and pulls her up on her feet. 
 
    “Bend the fuck over, slut,” he says and smachs her ass hard. Lana swoons and kisses him hard on the mouth before bending over and offering herself to him, doing just what she is told.  
 
    Chris sits down on the couch beneath her head so she can suck him off while Ronnie pounds her from behind. 
 
    “Just go slow, don’t hurt me with that --” 
 
    Before she can finish, Ronnie grunts and shoves himself inside. All the way inside. 
 
    “Don’t tell me how to fuck you, I’m gonna give it to you the way I want. Got it?” 
 
    “Fuck yes,” Lana says as her body tenses and then relaxes, opening up to accommodate his girth. 
 
    “Suck his dick,” Ronnie says and pushes the back of her head down into Chris’s lap. 
 
    Lana opens her mouth as Chris starts to fuck her face in rhythm with Ronnie’s thrusting from behind. 
 
    Soon, Lana is cumming hard and loud. She has a double-digit cock deep in her pussy, just like she wanted, and as an added bonus, another halfway down her throat. 
 
    My sweet, innocent wife in a devil’s threesome with two of the biggest cocks you’ve ever seen. So, I guess she’s not so innocent anymore and for some reason, I fucking love that.

  

 
   
    VI 
 
    Ronnie is making Lana scream and squirt. Something I’ve never seen before but she screams loudly each time and laughs at the overwhelming power of the sensation going through her body. 
 
    I’ve lost count at this point but I think she is up to five or six gushes and finally Chris has seen enough. 
 
    “Alright, baby. My turn.”  
 
    He stands up as Ronnie pumps a few more times in and out before pulling out of Lana’s stretched and dripping cunt. She slaps her ass hard and then sits down on the couch where Chris just was and exhales heavily as he does it. 
 
    “God damn, I’ve never seen a woman squirt so much he says,” then looks over to me, “She do this all the time?” 
 
    But before I can answer, Lana does it for me. 
 
    “Oh no, he could never. Come to think of it, I don’t think anyone ever has.” 
 
    She leans down and kisses Ronnie while playing with the head of his cock. While she does this, Chris decides to kill some time and bends over and puts his face between her legs and starts licking her freshly fucked pussy. 
 
    After a little while, he stops and sits down on the couch. He reaches up and softly pulls Lana onto his lap so that she is straddling his legs.  
 
    They make out for a while as Ronnie watches and jerks off. Now there’s two of us watching my wife perform and for the first time I feel a little jealous. This is my show pal, get back in there and entertain me. 
 
    But I don’t say that out loud. 
 
    “I want you to climb on top and ride my dick nice and slow, baby,” Chris whispers. “I want you to make yourself feel so good with this big dick, you understand me?”  
 
    Lana whimpers and nods as Chris nibbles on her ears, neck, and nipples. 
 
    She lowers herself down onto him and gasps. 
 
    “Fuck that’s deep,” she says, exhalling as she lowers herself all the way down to the base of his shaft.  
 
    It takes some getting used to but soon she is riding him up and down, up and down going faster and faster as her pussy coats his shaft in creamy white resin. 
 
    Soon she is cumming, and cumming, and cumming.  
 
    Again, she squirts a few times. 
 
    Finally, Ronnie joins back in. He stands up on the couch and shoves his cock in Lana’s face. 
 
    “Suck my dick, bitch,” he says.  
 
    “Yes, baby, anything you want,” she says and starts to suck him off while she bounces up and down on Chris’s cock. 
 
    The Eiffel Tower come to life.  
 
    Lana has a few more orgasms and just when I think everyone is getting ready to wrap things up, things take a turn I didn’t expect. 
 
    “You gonna let us inside that tight asshole of yours, or what?” Ronnie says nonchalantly. Like asking what time dinner is going to be served. 
 
    Lana looks down at Chris. 
 
    “I’m good, not really an anal guy.” 
 
    “That’s the best part,” Ronnie says with a sly smile. 
 
    “I’ve never done that before, I’m not sure I could…” Lana says. 
 
    “Trust me, baby. You can and you’ll absolutely love it. It’ll change your world.” 
 
    It all happens fast. 
 
    No one, including me, has stuck their dick inside Lana’s asshole before. She’s never done anal. Always scared to try. And believe me, I tried often to get her to reconsider in our younger days, but after a while I just gave up. 
 
    That’s why my head starts to spin when she looks up and says, sweetly, “Ok, just don’t hurt me with that thing. Go slow and if I say stop, you have to stop.” 
 
    Ronnie smiles. 
 
    “For this, I promise. I’ll be gentle. And I also promise you’re gonna come harder than you ever have in your life.” 
 
    Wait, what? 
 
    Did Lana just say that? 
 
    Before I can object or call a timeout or anything, Ronnie has his dick lubed up and he’s positioned himself behind Lana who is still riding Chris, but more slowly now. 
 
    “Ready, baby?” 
 
    Lana looks back, a little nervous, maybe even scared but there’s also a look in her eyes that says she fully wants it.  
 
    And she nods as she watches behind her to see Ronnie slowly shoving his massive, soda can cock into her tight asshole. 
 
    She reaches down to the couch and grabs fistfulls of fabric and buries her head inside Chris’s neck and gently bites down to muffle a scream. 
 
    Then she pops back up, eyes wide, and starts to ride them both like a wild woman. 
 
    I have never seen anything like it. 
 
    She looks like a woman possessed and in her element. She is in another world. Another plane of existence. A level of pleasure and intensity that I can simply not, not even in my wildest dreams, comprehend.  
 
    Soon she is coming. Like really, really cumming. Unlike the other times. This is other-worldly. She shrieks and screams and moans and writhes and shakes and smiles.  
 
    “That’s it baby, let it out. Enjoy it,” Ronnie says as he grabs a handful of her hair and pulls her head back to stick his tongue into her open mouth and kiss her.  
 
    “Fuck, this feels so fucking good, oh my god. Fuck.” 
 
    I see Chris beneath her beginning to tense up and start to unload inside her. 
 
    “I’m gonna come,” he says. 
 
    Which only makes Lana thrust harder. “Give it to me,” she says, “give me that hot nut, come inside me. That’s it, ohh yes I feel it. So warm and delicious.” 
 
    Chris moans and groans as Lana milks every last drop out of him with her pussy. 
 
    Then she looks back at Ronnie who is ready to explode too. 
 
    “Where do you want it baby?” he asks. A perfect gentleman.  
 
    “On my face,” she whispers.  
 
    “Get down on your knees then,” he says and pulls out. 
 
    Lana hops off Chris’s lap and drops to her knees on the floor in front of Ronnie and opens her mouth, sticking her tongue out like she’s at the doctor’s for a check up.  
 
    “Ahh,” she says. 
 
    And Ronnie sprays her tongue and face with a massive load of thick white jizz that she cannot get enough of. She grabs his cock and sucks on the tip while jerking the shaft, coaxing the last drops into her greedy mouth. 
 
    “Mmm, thank you,” she says and kisses the head of his cock. She turns around and does the same to Chris’s cock. 
 
    “No, thank you. That was phenomenal.” 
 
    “Yeah, really incredible.” 
 
    They both turn to me. 
 
    “You are one lucky man to be married to this woman,” Ronnie says with a smile. 
 
    “Thanks for sharing,” Chris says. 
 
    I nod and smile back. 
 
    They quickly get dressed and leave. They each kiss Lana on the cheek and say their goodbyes, but within ten minutes of nutting, they are each gone. Like ghosts in the night. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    For a moment, I wonder if we’ll ever see them again, but a moment is all I have before Lana is on top of me, sliding my cock inside her freshly-fucked, and full of cum pussy. 
 
    “Mmm, did you like that baby?” 
 
    “Yes,” I whisper. 
 
    “How does that pussy feel?” 
 
    “Wet and warm.” 
 
    “You like fucking me with another man’s cum inside me?” 
 
    “Fuck. Yes, I do.” 
 
    “Kiss me,” she says. 
 
    And I obey. 
 
    The taste is bitter and acrid. She swallowed all of Ronnie’s cum, but there’s still some drying on her face and I can taste it on her breath, but honestly it drives me wild.  
 
    I don’t know how to explain it but I guess you just have to experience it for yourself.  
 
    Or not. Do whatever feels right. 
 
    “How do you feel this time?” Lana asks and leans back as she rocks her hips on my cock. 
 
    I’m so close to coming, I can barely focus, but I try to give an honest answer. 
 
    “Better. Great, actually. That was so hot,” I say. And I’m telling the truth. 
 
    “Really?” Her face lights up with excitement and she kisses me again and rides me faster and harder. 
 
    Soon I bust a nut deep inside her. 
 
    We revel in the moment for a few minutes on the couch before we take showers and open another bottle of wine.  
 
    We cuddle in bed for a while, mostly in silence just enjoying being in each other’s arms. Then we make love. Soft, slow, tender, love. 
 
    Then we fuck. Like wild animals.  
 
    We repeat the cycle into the deep hours of the night and pass out, totally spent.  
 
    Before I close my eyes, I whisper I love you into the dark. 
 
    And I hear Lana reply, I love big dicks...and I love you even more in reply. 
 
    We laugh and live happily ever after.  
 
    Seriously, we really do. 
 
      
 
    THE END

  

 
   
    Story 4:

A Dream? Or Something...More?
(A Hotwife Vignette)

  

 
   
    "Did you always have this fantasy, Bobby?" Emma asked me, point blank. "About me and Deon?" 
 
    I hesitated for just a second. What could I say now? The cat was already out of the bag, milk already spilled, horse well out of the barn. I wished I could take it back. 
 
    But I couldn't. I wanted to watch my wife fuck my best friend Deon. And in a drunken stupor on the balcony of our private villa overlooking the Pacific ocean and the beach below, I'd been fool enough to tell her. 
 
    I looked down at my feet, shuffling them on the white tile of the balcony floor. 
 
    "Always?" I asked sheepishly. "I don't know about always...but I guess lately. I don't know. I think it'd be hot." 
 
    What she said next I wasn't prepared for. 
 
    "I think it'd be really hot too," she said. 
 
    It was like a punch in the gut. Hardly any hesitation. Had she already had this fantasy? Was she attracted to Deon? 
 
    I had a million questions. But I couldn't keep the thoughts in my head straight because my dick was so hard and I’d had more than a few glasses of wine already. 
 
    And then my mind flashed back to that dream I kept having. 
 
    I looked over at the bed just feet away from us. Deon was standing up and rubbing his hard, black cock against my wife's ass cheek. Emma, in her birthday suit and heels, was soon on her knees, sucking on Deon while he stroked the base of his cock, feeding it to her. 
 
    Smash cut to Emma standing by the tub with a huge, throbbing dick in one hand and a beer in the other. Her head was tilted back and her mouth hung open, inviting me to come over and join the fun. 
 
    But I was paralyzed. Too afraid to move. 
 
    Then her voice snapped me out of my fantasy. 
 
    "Hello? Earth to Bobby?" 
 
    I swallowed hard and muttered an apology. 
 
    Deon was in the villa next to us. One of our buddies from college was getting married and that's why we were there. 
 
    As I looked into Emma's eyes, it occurred to me in that moment that we were both drunk enough to play with fire. Drunk enough that we might not even get burnt...or at least we might not feel the pain. 
 
    "I could text him right now," I said. "He could be here in thirty seconds." 
 
    "Seriously?" Emma asked, biting her bottom lip. "You really wanna do this?" 
 
    Without answering her question, I took out my phone and fired off a text to Deon. 
 
    "Go put on your sluttiest bikini and some sexy high heels," I said. 
 
    Emma giggled as I slapped her ass and sent her inside to get changed. 
 
    We were really going to do it. I was about to watch my wife seduce my best friend. 
 
    I knew Deon wouldn't be able to resist and with my blessing, I knew I was only minutes away from watching my wife take a big, juicy, black cock for the first time. 
 
    Just then, there was a knock on the door. 
 
    And I went to open it. 
 
    It was Deon, he looked slightly confused but I waved him in and shut the door quietly behind him. 
 
    "What's up?" he asked. 
 
    But before I could answer, Emma emerged from the bathroom wearing a sexy two-piece bikini with a thong bottom and sexy stripper heels that glimmered in the overhead light. 
 
    "Whoa," Deon said in a hushed voice. "What's going on?" 
 
    "My wife's really horny," I said. "Isn't that right Emma?" 
 
    She bit her bottom lip and nodded, pausing with her hands on her hips in front of Deon's tall, dark figure. Her breasts popped out just a little bit more than usual and her nipples were perfectly perky and full. Just seeing that made me hard. 
 
    He stood there for a moment, tongue hanging out and lips twisted in a wicked grin. 
 
    Emma was standing in the doorway, her cleavage and toned stomach showing and she walked towards us stopping near the bed. 
 
    She approached us slowly, breathing deep with lust. I could tell she was ready to pounce. 
 
    It all happened so quickly and without a word spoken. 
 
    Soon Deon had wrapped his fingers around her waist and pulled her close to him, kissing her. 
 
    Then he led Emma over to the bed and laid her down so her tummy was facing him. He reached into his shorts and pulled out his big, black, throbbing cock. 
 
    He pulled her bikini bottom to the side and slapped his member against her pelvis. 
 
    Emma practically bucked her hips, gasping as she felt the warm, dark head of his dick pushing against her pussy. 
 
    I sat down on the bed next to her and watched with fiendish excitement and lust as Deon prepared to enter my wife. 
 
    Emma let out a little yelp and writhed around on the bed a little bit. He pulled her bikini top down further and reached up to cup her tits together in his hands and pressed his lips to her right nipple and began to lick and suck and she reached down and wrapped her tiny fingers around his giant cock. 
 
    I didn't know how she was going to be able to fit a dick so big inside her, but I was excited to find out. 
 
    They started kissing as Deon ran his hand over her pussy and she bit her bottom lip in lust. Then she came up for air and placed her hands on her hips and leaned forward to kiss Deon again. 
 
    He pulled her waist down until her midsection was almost touching his crotch and pushed her hips forward. 
 
    I could see her pussy getting wetter as she leaned forward to kiss him again. It was so hot watching my wife get kissed and sucked on by another man. 
 
    Then Deon pulled himself up onto the bed so that he was straddling her midsection, his fully erect cock pointed towards her eager mouth. 
 
    Emma opened wide and grabbed Deon by the ass to pull him closer to her so she could lick and slurp on his thick, black rod. 
 
    "Fuck my face," she whispered just before he jammed himself down her throat. 
 
    I took my hard dick out and began to jerk off. The scene was so hot. 
 
    Emma worked the head of his cock with her tongue to get him nice and warm and began to gobble him up. 
 
    Deon reached down and slipped two long fingers into her wet cunt and began to make her moan and gasp and whimper. 
 
    Then she reached up over her head and grabbed my dick and slowly began to stroke it for me. I could feel it pulsating and was ready to shoot my load right then and there. 
 
    Emma pulled his cock out of her mouth and looked up and smiled at me. 
 
    "You ready?" she asked. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    I sure was. 
 
    "Let me suck you off," she said, her voice dripping with lust. 
 
    She rolled over onto all fours and took me into her mouth as she offered her pussy to Deon so he could enter from behind. 
 
    Emma was stretched out across the bed, so open and vulnerable, as his cock slid inside her and took her breath away. She made little moaning sounds at first, but soon spit my cock out of her mouth so she could wail and moan as the first earth-shattering orgasm washed over her body from Deon's big, fat cock reaching places I never could. 
 
    When the first orgasm was over, Emma was panting hard and shaking. I looked over at the other side of the bed and saw Deon standing there with a huge grin on his face. 
 
    "You like watching me fuck your wife?" 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    "Wish you wouldda told me that sooner," he said with a laugh. "Cause this pussy is absolutely bomb." 
 
    "It's all yours tonight, man" I said with a smile. 
 
    He led Emma over to the love seat next to the bed, sat down, and pulled her into his lap as he slid his massive, throbbing cock into her pussy in one swift motion. 
 
    She moaned with pleasure and began to bounce her hips and gyrate her pelvis in rhythm with his thrusting cock. 
 
    Deon began to slow up and thrust himself deeper and deeper, back and forth inside her, bringing her to another level of pleasure. 
 
    Emma let out a loud yell and clenched her pussy lips shut. 
 
    She began to buck her hips and grind her ass up and down on his massive dick, grinding her pussy into his body. 
 
    I walked over to them to get a better view and stood within a few inches of my wife, watching her ride my best friend's cock. 
 
    Emma reached out and grabbed my cock and pulled me closer so I could feel her breath on my skin. She was getting close. 
 
    Emma began to rock her hips back and forth and began to grind her pelvis harder and harder on Deon's cock. 
 
    I couldn’t believe what was happening. 
 
    “Oh my god, I’m gonna come so hard,” Emma said. 
 
    She reached down and began to suck on my cock while Deon began to pound her pussy harder and harder bringing her to yet another orgasm. She moaned loudly and bit down ever so gently on my cock as the force of the orgasm overtook her body. 
 
    I could no longer hold it in and came suddenly and explosively inside her mouth. 
 
    I came harder than I’d ever come before and for a second I was sure I was going to pass out. 
 
    The torrent of my seed spilled from the corners of her mouth, dripping down her face and tits, and tits all over her sexy body. 
 
    She sucked in a huge breath as she swallowed what remained in her mouth. 
 
    “Holy shit,” she said. 
 
    She looked over at me and smiled. 
 
    “I think somebody was having a little too much fun,” she said. 
 
    We both laughed. 
 
    “I sure was,” I said. 
 
    I got up and wiped my dick clean, and gave my wife a big, wet kiss. I could taste my own seed on her breath and soon my dick was half hard again. 
 
    “Keep fucking him," I said and sat down on the couch next to Deon. "I'll be hard again soon." 
 
    "Fuck, that's so hot," Emma said. "You really like watching this, don't you?" 
 
    "Yes," I whispered, stroking my cock back to life as Emma began grinding her pussy on Deon's big, black cock once again. And once again, I could see she was close to orgasm for a third time. 
 
    "I love watching you stroke your cock while I get fucked," Emma said. 
 
    Then she began moaning louder and louder as Deon long stroked her pussy, getting as deep as he possibly could. 
 
    I began to get hard again as well and watched as Emma fucked Deon back harder and harder, thrusting her hips back and forth on his cock while he pounded away. 
 
    Emma was going to come. She was going to come hard and loud, and it was going to be so, so hot. 
 
    I could feel it coming on. 
 
    Then Emma exploded again in yet another leg-shaking, chill-inducing orgasm. She pulled herself off of Deon and sat at the edge of the bed and pulled him into her arms. 
 
    She started to slowly caress his bulge against her chest with her hands and began to slowly, deliberately stroke it up and down with her fingernail, teasing him with the gesture and letting him know she was enjoying this. 
 
    And not only enjoying, she was loving it. 
 
    I felt a weird, split second of jealousy in the pit of my stomach. But I pushed it away. 
 
    I continued to furiously jack off as Emma blew him to completion right in front of me. She swallowed every drop of his load then came over to me and begged me to cum on her tits. 
 
    I was almost there, I felt it within me. I needed that feeling, that rush, that special, powerful, intense feeling Emma’s body gave off while she played with Deon's big, black cock. I was absorbing it into myself to build my orgasm to its ultimate potential. 
 
    “Yes baby, I want you to cum on my tits.” she whispered into my ear. “I need it. This is so hot, I love it.” 
 
    She was fingering herself now. 
 
    "I need that too baby,” I said, stroking my cock harder and harder at Emma as she buried her face into my chest. “I want to watch you get what you came for,” I whispered. “I want to hear you cum as I blow my load all over your tits.” 
 
    As I blew my second load out of the head of my cock and onto her breasts, she came hard, juices dripping down her fingers. 
 
    By the time I came to my senses, Deon was gone and we were in bed together, wrapped in each other's arms. 
 
    We never spoke a word of it ever again. 
 
    And to this day, I'm not a hundred percent sure it wasn't all some perverted dream. 
 
    But I'm afraid to ask. I find that half of me hopes it was and half of me, perhaps the louder half, hopes it really happened. 
 
    Fingers crossed. 
 
      
 
    THE END

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Story 5:
Hunting Whales in the City of Sin
(A Hotwife Vignette)

  

 
   
    Our marriage was falling apart and I was ready to do something desperate. We were in Vegas for our ten year anniversary and my wife had always hinted that she used to be a real size queen back in college. 
 
    Those talks always seemed to come with the tacit implication that my dick was not anywhere near as big as she was used to. But also that I should feel good because that meant I had a winning personality and good sense of humor. 
 
    Oh joy. What a consolation prize. 
 
    But I was desperate and so I made a deal with her. 
 
    While we were in Vegas we could play a game. She could flirt with whoever she wanted and if she thought he had a big dick, she could fuck him. No strings attached. But if we got back to the room and his dick was the same or smaller than mine he had to go. She had three chances. After that the game was over. 
 
    But she wasn't worried at all, she told me. She had a finely tuned radar for big dicks. She was sure of it. 
 
    So I said okay. 
 
    And there we were in Vegas, walking down the strip towards the MGM when she spotted her first target. 
 
    "I bet he has a huge cock," she said, pointing to a young, tan college-aged guy with a tight white t-shirt, ripped jeans, and bulging muscles. 
 
    “No chance,” I said. “Bet he had shriveled balls and a choad.” 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “Nope. He’s packing some serious heat. I can sense the BDE from here.” 
 
    “BDE?” 
 
    “Big dick energy.” 
 
    “What is that, like an aura or something?” 
 
    “You could say that,” she said letting out a heavy sigh, “they just tend to have a way about them. It’s hard to describe, you just have to kind of...feel it.” 
 
    I sensed the double meaning in that last sentence but decided to simply roll my eyes and shrug. 
 
    Anyway, long story short, I watched from a far as my wife of ten years bounced over to Mr. Muscles, chatted him up, touched his arm, lingered a little too long with a finger on his chest, laughed at what I assumed were his attempts at humor, and after about seven minutes, she took his arm in hers and led him straight back over to where I was standing. 
 
    “You sure you’re cool with this?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Really? You’re sure?” my wife asked, clearly not really believing me and waiting for me to scream stop at any moment. 
 
    “Yes, really. Let’s go.” 
 
    Before I knew it we were up in our suite at the Mirage and my wife was seated on a chair in the living area. Mr. Muscles was standing before her as she reached up and undid his belt buckle. 
 
    Down went the zipper, slowly, slowly, slowly as my wife’s tiny fingers struggled to unclench the metal teeth. 
 
    She pulled his jeans down so they were below his knees and then off came the briefs. 
 
    Out flopped the biggest dick I’d ever seen. And it wasn’t even hard yet.  
 
    “Shit,” I muttered under my breath. 
 
    My wife gasped in awe and excitement. 
 
    “I win,” she said. “Told ya so. First try too.” 
 
    She was being playful but I could tell she was enjoying being able to say those words. 
 
    “What are you guys talking about?” Mr. Muscles asked, looking back and forth between us, genuinely confused. 
 
    “We had a bet.” 
 
    “A bet?” 
 
    “Yeah, I could pick the guy and if he had a big dick, I got to do whatever I wanted while he watched and if he didn’t, well we’d send him packing without even a handjob,” my wife said. 
 
    “That’d be a real shame,” he said, smiling down at my wife. “So, I assume I get to stay, but uh...do I get more than a handjob?” 
 
    My wife smiled and reached up to grab his cock. She wrapped her tiny fingers around his thick shaft and they didn’t even make it all the way around. 
 
    “Oh you definitely get to stay,” she said, slowly jerking some life into his cock, “and yes, definitely more than a handjob. You’re going to fuck the shit out of me in front of my husband.” 
 
    I gulped hard and felt my own cock stiffen. 
 
    I had no idea how hot it would be to watch my wife be a slut right in front of me with another man but I was instantly hooked and wondering why in the hell we didn’t try something like this sooner. 
 
    “You sure you’re ok with this, baby?” she said, looking over at me, her hand still wrapped around the massive pink and tan cock of Mr. Muscles. 
 
    “Hey, a bet’s a bet.” 
 
    “Good man,” said Mr. Muscles. 
 
    My wife opened her mouth and began to suck him silly.  
 
    After a while, I couldn’t help myself as I sat down on the chair next to them and took my own cock out. I slowly stroked it for a while before either of them noticed. 
 
    My wife let out an audible gasp when she saw me. 
 
    “Ohmygod, babe! That’s so sexy! You really like watching me suck his cock?” 
 
    I nodded and stroked harder as she squealed with delight. 
 
    “Damn, I wish we would have done this sooner then.” 
 
    “I was thinking the same thing.” 
 
    Mr. Muscles pulled my wife off the chair after she sucked him a little while longer and took her place on it. 
 
    “Ride my dick,” he said, “show your husband what a good little slut you are.” 
 
    “Mmm, yes sir,” my wife said, biting her bottom lip and sliding her panties to the side so she could simply mount him and slip his dick right inside her wet slit.  
 
    “Oh fuck yes,” she hissed. “That’s exactly what I’ve been missing. That good fucking, thick cock.” 
 
    She locked eyes with me as she said it and I’ll never forget it. It’s hard to describe, to borrow a phrase, you just have to feel it I guess. But it was a strange, erotic mix of jealousy, love, hurt, lust, envy, and desire. It was an explosive combination to say the least. 
 
    She came over and over right in front of me.  
 
    And when it was over, we kicked Mr. Muscles out to the curb and went back down to the strip to hunt some more.  
 
    Over the course of our stay, my wife batted a thousand. She went seven-for-seven on big dick picks.  
 
    And our deal has stood ever since. Vegas or elsewhere, she can pick ‘em and if she’s right...well, a bet’s a bet after all. 
 
    She hasn’t been wrong once and I don’t anticipate her ever being wrong in the future. 
 
    And that’s more than ok with me. 
 
    In fact, I hope she never gets one wrong. Not once. Not ever. 
 
    This thing we have going on is just too much fun. 
 
      
 
    THE END 

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Story 6:
Lighting the Fire with a Different Flame
(A Hotwife Vignette)

  

 
   
    Once upon a time, there was a married couple named Jim and Megan. After about seven years of marriage, things were starting to get stale in the bedroom as they often do. 
 
    To put it mildly, the sex was simply not that great. And so Jim had an idea. He wasn't sure where he got it from, maybe the kind of porn he tended to gravitate towards put it in his head. But one day, when they were laying in bed together, Jim asked Megan a question. 
 
    "What if I could give you everything we have right now, but with better sex?" Jim asked. 
 
    Megan nodded and smiled. 
 
    "That would be great," she said. 
 
    "Would it fix things between us?" Jim asked. 
 
    "I think it would, yes," Megan said. 
 
    Jim smiled and got up from the bed and walked out of the room. 
 
    "Where are you going?" Megan called after him. But he was already in the hallway and couldn't hear her. 
 
    Moments later, Jim returned with another man standing next to him and Megan's stomach did a backflip. 
 
    It was her ex-boyfriend from college, Lonny. A linebacker and former NFL player before he blew his knees out. 
 
    "Jim, what the hell is going on?" Megan asked. 
 
    "I remember you told me how big Lonny's dick was and how great it felt to be so full of cock. Do you remember that? It was before we started dating. When we were just friends. You said you didn't think you could ever be with a small-dicked guy again. You needed it really big. That's what you said, remember?" 
 
    Megan nodded nervously. She did remember. She remembered all too well. 
 
    "Well, the sex isn't so great between us and I tracked Lonny down online. It was easy, you see? And it turned out he just moved back into the area from Los Angeles. Isn't that right, Lonny?" 
 
    Lonny nodded silently. 
 
    Megan was already fingering herself below the sheets unbeknownst to Jim. She couldn't help it. She was following the path Jim was leading her down and she knew with absolute certainty where it led and the thought of having that big, beautiful, black cock back inside her tight, wet pussy was driving her crazy. 
 
    "Well, I reached out to Lonny to see if he remembered you and he said, 'boy do I.' Or something like that and so now he's here to fuck your brains out while I watch and jerk off in the corner. I think this is what will save our marriage, strange as it sounds," Jim said. 
 
    Lonny was already advancing towards Megan who'd thrown the sheet off the bed and was now visibly fingering herself in front of both of them. 
 
    "Mmm, fuck. I think you're right, baby. I like where your head's at. Come here, Lonny, you big stud. How I've missed that cock of yours." 
 
    Jim watched Lonny as he walked over to the bed, Lonny's already huge cock seemed to grow another four or five inches by the time he reached Megan and he was hard as fuck. 
 
    "You know what I like, Lonny," she said with a smile, eyeing his boner. "Oh, God," she moaned, reaching up to touch his throbbing member. 
 
    "Okay, now just get this fat dick inside me. Fuck, it's going to feel so good to get a proper fucking once again, after all these years with Mr. Smallcock over there." Megan made a motion with her thumb over to the corner of the room where Jim now stood, with his trousers down around his ankles, furiously jacking off his dick, which now looked wholly and pathetically inadequate with Lonny in the room. 
 
    Lonny smiled and leaned in to kiss her. 
 
    “You sure you’re ready for this, Jim?” Lonny said as he pulled away from a wet and sloppy kiss. 
 
    “It’s the only way,” Jim said, nodding in affirmation. 
 
    Lonny shrugged and went back to work. 
 
    He ripped the sheets off Megan who still had two fingers deep inside herself. Jim could hear them sloshing around inside her wet, hot cunt as Lonny bent down and sucked hard on her left nipple.  
 
    “It’s the only way,” Jim whispered once more into the dimly lit night for no one but himself to hear. 
 
    He couldn’t believe how hard he was and how turned on he was to watch his wife of seven years fall right back into her old routines with her former, big-dicked lover right in front of him. 
 
    Soon, Megan was on all fours in their marital bed, as Lonny stood just by its side, letting her suck his big, black dick like a greedy little slut.  
 
    Lonny grabbed the back of her head and gently but forcefully pressed her down towards the base of his shaft until she was deepthroating the whole thing.  
 
    For a moment, Jim worried he was going to choke her. But Megan’s eyes went wide and she smiled - at least, as much as she could smile with a giant dick in her mouth - and then she quickly pulled back, releasing Lonny from her mouth and gasping with satisfaction as she reached up and stroked his cock that was now glistening with her spit and saliva. 
 
    “Fuck, that felt good. I miss having a big, fat cock rammed down my throat like that. Do it again,” she said, looking up at him and planting a gentle kiss on the head of this throbbing pole. 
 
    Lonny was all too happy to oblige. 
 
    They repeated this ritual several times until Megan was worked up into a complete and utter frenzy and was begging loudly and insistently, for Lonny to shove his big, black cock deep inside her tight, married pussy. 
 
    And she said it just like that, with an extra emphasis on married. She looked directly at Jim when she said it and he almost blew his load right on the spot. 
 
    Then Megan remained on all fours, but turned the other way so that her ass was now facing Lonny’s pointed cock. She was panting and shaking and pleading with him to “fuck her silly.” 
 
    Lonny stepped up behind her and rubbed the head of his cock against the entrance to her pussy, sending shivers down her spine and causing a fresh supply of blood and adrenaline to course throughout Jim’s dougy, pasty body as he stroked furiously in the corner.  
 
    Megan gripped the sheets tight in her hands in anticipation of stretching that was to come. She looked over to Jim and smiled. She felt a little bad for him, but he seemed to be enjoying himself and she sure was, so she said fuck it, and slid her wet pussy lips back and around Lonny’s pulsing shaft and was transported back in time. 
 
    She was a tight and toned college slut once again and she loved the feeling of power it gave her. It was like her pussy never forgot how to take big dick and had simply just been waiting, all this time, to have one again. 
 
    Soon, she was stretched properly and wet enough to take the whole thing. 
 
    “Oh fuck, it feels so good to have you back inside me. Did you miss this pretty little pussy, baby?” she said, looking back at Lonny, leaning up to make out with him while he pounded her. 
 
    “You know I did,” he said, wrapping one of his massive, tree trunk arms gently around her neck and pulling her towards his mouth for a deep, open-mouthed kiss. 
 
    Soon, Megan was cumming hard and loud. Not once, not twice, not thrice, but four times in a span of about fifteen minutes.  
 
    After the second one, she had completely forgotten Jim was even in the room. Hell, she might have even forgotten she was married for a few minutes. 
 
    But when the rush of pleasure from the fourth orgasm receded like a wave at low tide, she snapped out of it and was back in the present moment long enough to call Jim over. 
 
    With his pants around his ankles, he obeyed. 
 
    When he reached the edge of the bed, Megan reached up and flicked the head of his cock lightly with her thumb and index finger. 
 
    “Wow, this is making you so hard isn’t it?” 
 
    Jim looked down at her and nodded. 
 
    “I think you were right honey...this is going to save our marriage. This is really working for me...the only thing is…” 
 
    Her voice trailed off as Lonny pressed deeper and up against her cervix. 
 
    Jim waved his hand at her. 
 
    “Don’t worry honey, I already know what you’re gonna say. You’re going to want to do this again, and again, and again. And that’s ok with me. As long as you let me watch whenever I want.” 
 
    Megan let out an icy laugh and the sound sent a shiver down Jim’s spine. 
 
    “Oh, I’m gonna get this dick whenever and however I want it. That’s a given. That wasn’t what I was going to say.” 
 
    She gripped the sheets tighter and closed her eyes while Lonny brought her to the edge of a fifth orgasm. 
 
    “Well, what were you gonna say then honey?” Jim asked, his nervous eyes pleading with her.  
 
    “The only thing is…” she said, eyes still shut tight, her breath intensifying as her moans grew louder and louder. “The only thing is, I’m never gonna fuck you again. What I said to you, back when we were just friends? I was right and I should have listened to myself. I can’t fuck a small dick ever again. This big, black cock is just too fucking good.” 
 
    Megan started to cum again as she kept whispering to Jim. 
 
    “So...we can stay married. We can be together. But you don’t eve get to fuck me again. Oh...and you have to watch. You don’t get a choice.” 
 
    Jim was still stroking his cock and as much as her words hurt him, they turned him on even more at the same time. 
 
    He didn’t see any other option. 
 
    “So, what do you say?” Megan asked, her eyes finally snapping open, staring deep into Jim’s sould. And in that moment she knew, she owned him and he would let her do whatever she pleased. 
 
    “It’s the only way,” Jim whispered.  
 
    Megan could tell he was going to cum, so she decided to throw him a bone and she opened her mouth and took his dick in it, sucking down his hot load while Lonny pounded her harder and faster. 
 
    She could tell she was going to love this new arrangement between them. 
 
    And it did save the marriage and they did live happily ever after in a way...at least Megan sure did. 
 
      
 
    THE END

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Story 7:
Nurse Becky’s Hotwife Adventures

  

 
   
    Prologue 
 
      
 
    The men of Wanton City were under attack  
 
    from an evil and vicious foe...  
 
    they just didn’t know it yet. 
 
    And there was only one special woman,  
 
    whose magic touch and perfect grip,  
 
    could restore order and build them back up 
 
     into the men they used to be...  
 
    only she didn’t know it yet either. 
 
    But all would be revealed soon.

  

 
   
    Chapter One 
 
    Nurse Becky was on her knees beneath the old oak desk servicing her boss who also happened to be her husband, Dr. Jack Fox. It was one of her favorite places to be. In fact, any place in which she could position herself to please her husband was one of her favorite places to be. 
 
    He was very near climax when the intercom buzzed and broke his focus. She looked up at him and smiled. 
 
    “I can wait,” she said. 
 
    Dr. Jack exhaled and shook his head, trying to switch his focus from his beautiful blonde wife between his legs to the monitor setup on his desk which showed, among other things, various security camera feeds both inside the building and out. He pressed a key to bring up the street view from just above the front door. 
 
    There was a man standing outside in the pouring, freezing rain. His breath floated up above his head in thick plumes as he waited there. Dr. Jack watched him for a moment before the man reached up and pressed the button again. 
 
    The intercom buzzed once more. 
 
    Dr. Jack looked down at his wife who was still on her knees beneath the old oak desk waiting patiently to receive his load. She smiled at him and blew him a kiss. 
 
    He looked back to his desk and pressed the intercom button. 
 
    “Can I help you?” he said. 
 
    A garbled voice came in over the other end, the pouring rain making it all but impossible to hear what the man was saying. 
 
    They hadn’t had a patient in over a month and were very close to having to file for bankruptcy. They’d opened the practice to help treat men with E.D. and sexual performance problems in the area but it appeared that in Wanton City, not many men were having issues in the bedroom. At least, not enough to keep their practice afloat. 
 
    But all that was about to change. 
 
    “I’m sorry, come again?” 
 
    Nurse Becky giggled beneath the old oak desk as she reached up and grabbed Dr. Jack’s manhood. 
 
    “You haven’t even come once yet,” she said in a hushed whisper. 
 
    Dr. Jack placed one finger over his mouth to shush her. This caused her to pout and frown. 
 
    Again, a garbled voice came in over the other end. 
 
    Frustrated, Dr. Jack stood up and offered a hand to Nurse Becky. 
 
    She gave him another pouty face, but eventually relented and took it. He pulled her out from beneath the desk and onto her feet, bringing her close to his body. 
 
    “Go and see what he wants,” he said to her and kissed her on the cheek and gently slapped her ass which made her squeal with delight. 
 
    “Ok, daddy,” she said sweetly.  
 
    Nurse Becky bounced out of the room and Dr. Jack watched her perfect figure disappear from his office and out into the hallway. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    Nurse Becky shut the door gently behind her as she entered the hallway. After a few paces, she stopped short and looked down at her outfit. She’d completely forgotten she was still wearing her slutty-nurse Halloween costume from a few years ago. She’d put it on at her husband’s request.  
 
    Since business was slow, her and Dr. Jack had taken to using the office as their own personal sex palace. A place to try out all kinds of different deviant fantasies and roleplay with each other. They were a sex therapy practice after all - why not practice some sex in their downtime they figured. 
 
    Nurse Becky debated going back to change into more professional clothes but then giggled to herself. Whoever this guy was, he would probably like it. She could even flirt with him a little. Dr. Jack absolutely loved it when she flirted with other men. They often roleplayed the idea of her taking another lover outside of their marriage when things got really hot and heavy in the bedroom, but so far, it had been nothing more than just that - a fantasy. 
 
    A girl could dream though. And Nurse Becky dreamt of other men and their cocks quite a bit. 
 
    Thinking about how naughty it would be to cheat on her loving husband with his encouragement and support made her wet between the legs as she bounced down the hallway hoping all the while that the man waiting outside the door was hot and someone she could flirt with a little and then maybe...who knew? 
 
    At the very least, she knew she’d be able to use the idea later to finally extract that load from her husband’s balls. 
 
    When she reached the end of the hallway, she looked up at the small camera mounted in the corner and blew a kiss. She knew Dr. Jack was at his desk, watching. 
 
    He loved to watch her and she loved to be watched. 
 
    She walked down the steps quickly, skipping a few here and there in her excitement, and arrived at the front door. She opened it up and stuck her head out into the pouring rain. 
 
    But there was no one there. 
 
    Nurse Becky frowned and started to close the door. 
 
    “Wait!”  
 
    A voice came from her left, cutting through the rain. 
 
    “Is this Dr. Jack Fox’s practice?” 
 
    Nurse Becky smiled at the young man. He couldn’t be a day past twenty-five and he looked absolutely adorable in his rain-soaked henley that clung to his chest revealing well-toned pecs and a six-pack of abs just below. 
 
    “Why yes, yes it is. How may we help you?” 
 
    The young man seemed to really see Nurse Becky for the first time and realized what she was wearing. He looked like he was about to say something but then thought better of it. 
 
    “I’m having problems,” he said sheepishly. 
 
    “What kind of problems?” 
 
    “Well, you know. In bed. With my girlfriend. Well, she’s not my girlfriend anymore after - I just, I thought...Sorry for wasting your time...I just thought --” 
 
    “Aww, poor baby. Don’t be sorry. You’ve come to the right place. We can help you.” 
 
    Nurse Becky reached out and took the young man under her arm and ushered him inside.  
 
    She led him upstairs to one of the examination rooms. 
 
    “You can have a seat here and the doctor will be right with you,” she said. 
 
    “But I’m soaking wet,” he said. 
 
    “Me too,” she said loud enough for him to hear, but she wasn’t talking about her clothes. 
 
    “What was that?” he said, not believing his ears. 
 
    Nurse Becky just let out a bubbly giggle.  
 
    “Oh nothing, sorry. Hmmm, let me see what I can find,” she looked around and rummaged through some cabinets full of medical supplies. 
 
    “Here, how about this -” she handed him a towel and a disposable hospital gown. Why they had them in the first place she hadn’t a clue but the young man accepted them graciously and without comment. 
 
    Nurse Becky stood there as the young man peeled off the shirt that was plastered to his torso and she bit her bottom lip with lust as she raked her eyes over his chest and abs. They were even more impressive now that his shirt was off.  
 
    The young man began to unbutton his jeans when he looked up and realized that Nurse Becky was still standing there, watching him. 
 
    He blushed and cleared his throat.  
 
    “Oh, right. Sorry, honey. I’ll go get the doctor now.” 
 
    Nurse Becky turned to leave, but stopped and turned back around. 
 
    “What’s your name, sweetie?” 
 
    The young man turned scarlet red and rushed to cover up his manhood, but it was too late, Nurse Becky had gotten an eyeful and she liked - no loved - what she saw. 
 
    “Uhh, Ken...Kenny. Kenny Jones.” 
 
    “Ok, big boy,” she said with a wink, then she finally let herself out of the room and closed the door behind her as she bounced back down the hallway to her husband’s office. 
 
    A river of juices was now dripping down her legs.

  

 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
    Of course, Nurse Becky knew that her husband would be watching the whole time...and listening. Keen observation was the key to being a good doctor and her husband was nothing if not a good doctor.  
 
    She paused outside the door to his office and had a wicked thought. But she decided to keep it to herself for the time being.  
 
    Nurse Becky opened the door and walked in. 
 
    “He’s in room 2C,” she said, even though Dr. Jack no doubt already knew that. 
 
    “I didn’t hear him say what was wrong,” Dr. Jack replied. 
 
    “No, he told me before I let him in. He’s having trouble performing, rising to the occasion you could say,” she said with that same bubbly giggle, “his girlfriend broke up with him.” 
 
    “That’s regrettable,” Dr. Jack said, scratching his chin. 
 
    “I know, the poor thing. Could you imagine not getting any sex? I couldn’t. We have to help him,” she said. 
 
    “And we will, darling. We will,” Dr. Jack said. 
 
    “Did you see his penis?” she said with a gasp. 
 
    “I did. Impressive. Did you like it?” he asked with a wry smile. 
 
    Not only did Nurse Becky love sex, she loved dick. Cocks, penises, members, rods, poles, johnsons, and more. She was obsessed with all things phallic. She found them amusing, charming, sexy, scary, gross, delicious, and utterly fascinating all at the same time. 
 
    It’s been said that men think of sex every seven seconds on average. Nurse Becky thought about cock twice as often, roughly every three and a half seconds. 
 
    Nurse Becky bit her bottom lip and fiddled with her skirt. 
 
    “Mmm, you know I liked it, daddy.” 
 
    Dr. Jack loved it when she called him daddy.  
 
    “Alright, I’ll go see what we can do,” Dr. Jack said and began to walk out of the room. 
 
    Nurse Becky gently grabbed his arm and tried to stop him. 
 
    “Hey, wait a minute...you owe me a load, remember?” 
 
    Dr. Jack felt his dick rehardening in his pants as he thought back to the lovely blowjob Nurse Becky had just been giving him under the old oak desk and how close he was to unleashing a torrent of hot seed down her slutty little throat. 
 
    But he kept himself in check. 
 
    He brushed her arm away and gave her a peck on the cheek. 
 
    “Patients come first,” he said. 
 
    “Sounds good to me, daddy,” she said playfully.  
 
    Dr. Jack raised his eyebrows. 
 
    “I won’t be long,” he said. 
 
    After he closed the door, Nurse Becky sat down at the old oak desk and watched their new patient in room 2C on the security monitor. 
 
    As she kicked back and waited for Dr. Jack to arrive in the room, she thought of cock. Specifically, she thought about that young man’s cock and how it was in serious need of fixing. She closed her eyes and plunged her fingers into the river that was still flowing between her legs. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    Dr. Jack knocked lightly on the door to room 2C and waited for a reply. “Come in,” a muffled voice said from inside. Dr. Jack opened the door and let himself in. 
 
    “Mr. Jones,” he said, taking a seat on a stool across from the young man who sat on the examination table, wearing the disposable gown Nurse Becky had given him. 
 
    “You can call me Kenny,” he said with an embarrassed smile. 
 
    “Now, now. No reason to be ashamed. You came to the right place, Kenny.” 
 
    Kenny nodded in appreciation of the kind words as Dr. Jack took out a blank notebook and began scribbling things down. 
 
    “I’d like to ask you a few questions, get some background, and then we can discuss treatment options. Sound good?” 
 
    “Yep, sounds good,” Kenny said. 
 
    “Excellent. Now, tell me. When did this all begin?” 
 
    “Well, that’s just it Doc,” Kenny said, “it just started a couple of weeks ago.” 
 
    “Mmhmm,” Dr. Jack said, scribbling away as Kenny spoke. 
 
    “One minute I was fine, and the next minute…” 
 
    Kenny snapped his fingers. 
 
    “And how many times would you say this happened over the course of the last few weeks?” 
 
    “I don’t know, a dozen?” 
 
    “Mmmhmm,” Dr. Jack pulled out a prescription notepad and began scratching something on it. When he was finished, he ripped it off and handed the sheet to Kenny. “Look, Kenny. There’s nothing to worry about here. You’re young, healthy, attractive. My guess is you’re just suffering from a bit of performance anxiety. That’s all. Nothing a little blue steel won’t cure. Pop a couple of those and you’ll be right as rain.” 
 
    Kenny stared down at the prescription slip in his hand then looked back up at Dr. Jack Fox. 
 
    “I already tried that,” he said and hung his head. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, the first time it happened it was embarrassing and my girlfriend was upset but nothing like, you know, nothing irreparable. We thought it was like you said, performance anxiety or something, maybe I had too much to drink that night, whatever. But then it happened again. And again. And again. So finally, I didn’t know what else to do, I mean this girl is smoking hot Doc, it made no sense and I didn’t want to lose her.” 
 
    “Mmhmm,” he said, scratching his chin and listening to every word with an intensity Kenny had never seen before. Dr. Jack nodded, prompting Kenny to continue. 
 
    “Well, I went online to one of those places. Answered a few questions and boom, few days later I had a box of little blue pills show up at my door. So I figured I’d just pop one and that night, after we went out to dinner, we’d go back to her place and I’d be able to you know…” 
 
    “Rise to the occasion?” 
 
    “Exactly, and she’d be none the wiser. I wouldn’t have to tell her and my confidence would be back, her confidence would be back and we’d be good.” 
 
    “Only that’s not what happened?” Dr. Jack said. 
 
    Kenny nodded and continued. 
 
    “We were making out and she was kissing my neck, ripping my clothes off, everything that would normally get me rock hard and ready to go within seconds and I just couldn’t…” 
 
    “Then what happened?” 
 
    “Then she broke up with me. She grabbed a handful of flacid bubble gum and just lost it. She told me she never wants to see me again.” 
 
    Dr. Jack Fox couldn’t understand. Perhaps therapy, lots of it, would be what this young man would need now...or, there was an alternative treatment he’d always wanted to try. But he wasn’t sure if the time was right. 
 
    He wasn’t sure of anything. He needed to consult with his wife, Nurse Becky would know what to do. 
 
    Dr. Jack stood up. 
 
    “I’m going to have my nurse come in and run some tests and then we’ll take it from there. I want to make sure everything is alright physically before we start with anything up here,” he said and pointed to his head. “I have some cutting edge treatments in mind but I want to rule out anything obvious before we head down that path.” 
 
    “Ok Doc, whatever you say. I’m willing to try anything at this point,” he said. 
 
    “I’m sure you are,” Dr. Jack said and left the room.

  

 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
    Nurse Becky had just finished rubbing one out in the chair at the old oak desk when Dr. Jack returned to the office, a little flustered. 
 
    “What’s wrong, daddy?” she said, sitting up and straightening out her ruffled slutty-nurse costume. 
 
    Dr. Jack thought long and hard before he said anything at all. He knew that once the words were spoken, he could not unspeak them. 
 
    And thus, he had to make sure whatever he said was measured, thoughtful, and prepared for any eventuality that might arise. 
 
    But the more he thought about it, the harder he got and thus, the harder it became to be measured and thoughtful.  
 
    Eventually, he had no choice but to allow his dick to do the thinking for him. 
 
    “Honey,” he said, “I believe the time has come.” 
 
    Nurse Becky squealed once more with delight and clapped her hands over her mouth to keep the volume down. She was brimming with excitement. 
 
    “Oh I’m so glad you think so, daddy. I was thinking the same thing,” she said, her voice suddenly turning very sultry. 
 
    “I figured you might be,” Dr. Jack said. 
 
    “After I saw that cock,” she gasped, “well, I just couldn’t get it out of my head.” 
 
    “Is that right? You want his cock?” 
 
    “Mmhmm, does that turn you on? Thinking about me, fixing that young man’s cock in 2C...while you watch right here and stroke that big, fat cock for me?” 
 
    Nurse Becky was on her feet now and walking towards Dr. Jack. When she reached the spot where he stood, she plunged her hand into his waistband and grabbed a handful of hard cock. 
 
    “Mmm,” she said, licking her lips, “I want to help Kenny get this hard. I wanna be a good, slutty, little nurse for him. Poor baby.” 
 
    Dr. Jack closed his eyes and exhaled, reveling in his wife’s dirty talk. 
 
    Nurse Becky dropped to her knees once more before him and began to unbuckle his belt. 
 
    But Dr. Jack reached down and stopped her. He pulled her back onto her feet and kissed her hard. He was on fire with lust, but they had a patient in need. 
 
    “Patients come first, remember?” 
 
    Nurse Becky let out another delightful squeal. She wanted her husband’s load more than anything as she had been trying to extract it for nearly an hour now but the anticipation and the waiting made it even hotter. 
 
    And the thought of extracting another load from another man while her husband watched in another room in secret, well...let’s just say the dam that had been controlling the flow of that river had now broken and a torrent of juices was running down her thighs. 
 
    She leaned in and whispered in his ear. 
 
    “I can’t believe we’re finally going to do this,” she said, biting her bottom lip. 
 
    “Me neither,” Dr. Jack replied. 
 
    And with that, he sent her out of the room with another firm slap on the ass and a look of adoration and encouragement. 
 
    When she was gone, he settled into the chair at the old oak desk, which was still warm from her body and smelled of sex. 
 
    He unbuckled his belt, took out his cock and waited, staring intently at the monitor setup, waiting for his slutty-nurse wife to begin treating their patient. 
 
    He knew it would work, he just wasn’t prepared for how well.

  

 
   
    Chapter Four 
 
    Nurse Becky had so many filthy ideas and fantasies that would soon become reality running through her head as she bounced once more down the hallway and towards room 2C where Kenny would be waiting for her. 
 
    She knew he wouldn’t be expecting what was about to happen, but once he understood it was all part of the plan, he would welcome it with open arms. She was going to fix that cock of his if it was the last thing she did. 
 
    All he needed was a spark to get that fire burning again and Nurse Becky was nothing if not a sexual spark plug. She prided herself on it and she was so happy to finally be able to put her skills to good use outside of her marriage. 
 
    She loved Dr. Jack with all her heart, but she knew and made it perfectly clear that eventually, one cock would probably not be enough to satisfy her needs.  
 
    And she was glad that after a few years of marriage, she was finally getting to be the little slut she always wanted to be and she was doubly glad that her husband was going to watch her do it. 
 
    She paused outside the door to 2C, knocked and quickly opened the door, before waiting for a response, in the hopes that she might once again catch an eyeful of that big meaty cock between Kenny’s legs. 
 
    But unfortunately, to no avail. 
 
    She pouted and frowned as she entered, Kenny looked up and smiled nervously. 
 
    “Hello, uhh..” 
 
    “You can call me Nurse Becky,” she said as she shut the door behind her and dimmed the lights. 
 
    “Uhh, okay?” Kenny said, unsure of what was happening. 
 
    Nurse Becky sat down on the rolling stool next to the examination table and pulled on some latex gloves with a snap. 
 
    Nurse Becky picked up his wrist and checked for a pulse. Once she found it, she checked her watch and counted off the beats. 
 
    Perfectly normal and healthy, but perhaps a little fast...and Nurse Becky thought she probably knew why. 
 
    She took out her stethoscope and listened to his heart beating, again normal but a little fast and fluttering. She was showing quite a bit of cleavage after all and she was making sure that Kenny got a good eyefull. 
 
    Nurse Becky also kept a watchful eye on his cock for movement, but so far not even a twitch. But she was undeterred because, well in truth, she hadn’t even gotten started yet. 
 
    “Lay back for me, Kenny?” she said as adjusted her slutty-nurse costume. 
 
    Kenny did as he was told and lay back. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said and Kenny stared up at the ceiling. 
 
    Nurse Becky removed her stethoscope and other instruments and placed them on the counter across the room before wheeling back over to Kenny’s side. 
 
    “Okay, now, just relax. Nurse Becky is going to take good care of you, ok?” 
 
    Kenny nodded as his body tensed up just a bit as Nurse Becky’s hand crept under his gown, just above his right knee and slowly made its way towards his growing where it gently began to feel around, inspecting everything it came in contact with and sending shivers down his spine. 
 
    Eventually it settled lighty on his shaft and he felt the cool grip of her tiny fingers wrap around his manhood and tug. 
 
    “Hmm, everything feels good there,” Nurse Becky whispered. Her mouth was suddenly right next to his ear, her warm breath tickled his lobe and her cinnamon breath wafted towards his nose. 
 
    Kenny cleared his throat and adjusted himself. 
 
    “Shh,” she said. “Just relax, baby. I know what I’m doing.” 
 
    Nurse Becky moved her hand from his shaft to his balls and gently caressed them, massaging them almost, in her hands. 
 
    “Mmmhmm, good,” she said, still whispering right in his ear. 
 
    Then she moved back to the shaft and gripped it a little tighter. Slowly, she began to tug on it, and then it got faster and there was no mistaking it. 
 
    She was starting to jerk him off. 
 
    Kenny sat up on his elbows. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he said, but she could see he was enjoying it. 
 
    “I’m sorry Kenny, you just have such a beautiful cock, I couldn’t help myself,” she whispered in his ear. 
 
    And for the first time, she felt a little blood rushing into his shaft.  
 
    “I just love cock so much,” she said, nibbling on his ear now, “when I see one this beautiful well...I have to have it.” 
 
    “What about Dr. Jack, is this?” 
 
    “It was his idea,” Nurse Becky said with a giggle. 
 
    “What...I don’t understand?” 
 
    “You don’t have to understand, you don’t have to do anything. Just sit back, relax, and let Nurse Becky make you all better.” 
 
    Kenny was in no position to look a gift horse in the mouth. After what happened with his girlfriend, no ex-girlfriend, he was in desperate need of a rebound and if he couldn’t get it up for this smoking hot nurse who was begging for his cock...then he figured he was beyond saving. 
 
    So, he gave in and went with the flow. He did everything Nurse Becky told him to, and then some. 
 
    “Kenny, I wanna take your cock out now so I can see it, okay?” she said. 
 
    He nodded and sat up as she began to remove the gown, slipping it up over his head and throwing it on to the ground. 
 
    “Oh my god,” she gasped and squealed with delight. “Look at that, Kenny.” 
 
    Kenny looked down between his legs and felt salvation. He wasn’t fully hard just yet, but he was getting there. He was about half hard and getting harder as Nurse Becky slowly tugged and jerked and offered him words of encouragement about his beautiful, delicious looking cock that she wanted oh so badly. 
 
    “Wow,” he whispered and lay back down, letting Nurse Becky continue to work her magic. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    Dr. Jack had never been more turned on, or proud, in his entire life. It was working. It was actually working. She was giving him the spark that perhaps years of intense therapy would have taken to create. No drug in the world could work magic like those hands of hers, he always knew it. He always knew she had something special about her. Something more. 
 
    He slowly stroked himself as he watched his wife stroke another man’s cock on the screen that sat atop the old oak desk. 
 
    “That’s it Becky, good girl. You need that cock, don’t you?” he whispered. ”Fuck, that’s so hot.” 
 
    He had to be careful to not get too excited. Not because he would regret everything once he came or because he wouldn’t be able to get hard again, he would not and he would. But because he knew Becky would be mad at him if he blew a load before she had a chance to extract it. The next load to come out of his swollen balls belonged to her and her alone and he would have to wait until she returned to unleash it. 
 
    For the time being he would just have to sit back and enjoy while controlling himself. The treatment was working. They were getting to live out their number one fantasy and helping a young man in need in the process. 
 
    They may be going out of business soon, but this had been the best day since they opened and Dr. Jack supposed that if they only helped this one man get back out there with a newfound confidence...well then at least they did something positive in their time in Wonton City. 
 
    If it didn’t work out, he supposed they could always take their act on the road somewhere else. This new treatment was indeed cutting edge and very, very exciting.

  

 
   
    Chapter Five 
 
    Nurse Becky squirted a very generous amount of lube into her latex-covered hands and onto the head of Kenny’s ever-growing cock. 
 
    “Sorry if that’s a little cold,” she said, rubbing her hands together to warm them up. Thick globs of lube slipped through her fingers and onto the floor below. But she wasn’t concerned. They weren’t going to be the only thick globs that squirted through her fingers today. She squealed and giggled to herself at the thought of Kenny’s cock getting harder and harder and harder until it exploded in a volcanic eruption of thick white cum, covering her hands and fingers in thick white globs of sexy, delicious goo.  
 
    “Mmm,” she said and licked her lips as she let the fantasy of Kenny’s cock cumming everywhere while she stroked it hard and fast play through her head. 
 
    “How does that feel, Kenny?” she said as she wrapped both her hands around his cock and tightened her grip just a little more as she pumped faster. 
 
    “Really nice,” he said in a hushed whisper. 
 
    “You have such a beautiful cock, you know? Big and thick and juicy. You have nothing to be anxious about, baby, you should be sharing this with all the girls.” 
 
    More blood was flowing in now. If she had to guess, Nurse Becky would have said Kenny was about eighty to eighty-five percent hard at this point. 
 
    “Didn’t your girlfriend - sorry, ex-girlfriend - do this for you?” 
 
    “No, I mean she tried. She just...it just wouldn’t…” 
 
    Kenny could barely focus on forming words.  
 
    “Well, it looks like it would for me. Guess I’m just a lucky girl. Mmm, you like how I stroke that dick baby?” 
 
    Nurse Becky was asking the question aloud as much for her husband as she was for Kenny. She knew Dr. Jack would be watching, and she loved being watched. She wanted to make sure she put on a good performance so she could play this role for her husband again and again. 
 
    “Fuck, it’s getting so hard,” Kenny said as Nurse Becky worked both hands eagerly up and down his fleshy pink shaft. “I can’t believe it.” 
 
    “That’s it baby, let all the blood rush right in for me. Let me milk that cock for you, there’s probably so much cum in those balls isn’t there?” 
 
    Kenny nodded vigorously. 
 
    “How can I make you cum baby? I wanna milk you till you cum, tell me what you want to hear.” 
 
    “Tell me how much you love my cock,” Kenny said, “I love hearing you talk like that,” he whispered. 
 
    “Mmm, I do love your cock Kenny. So big and meaty and sexy in my tiny little hands. How about this,” she said as she stopped momentarily and removed her latex gloves. “I want to really feel your skin and I want you to really feel my tiny hands as they jerk your big, fat cock. How does that feel?” 
 
    “Feels so good, so soft and…” 
 
    “So nice isn't it? That’s it, oooh I can feel that cum rising up the shaft. Don’t be afraid, shoot it baby, shoot it all over my hands, that’s it, let me milk every last drop out of you.” 
 
    Nurse Becky was whipping herself up into a fiendish frenzy as she stroked Kenny’s young hard cock. 
 
    “Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna…” 
 
    Kenny sat bolt upright as his body tensed and shook beneath the power of his eruption. 
 
    “Oh yeah, that’s so hot, mmm look at all that cum squirting out of there, that’s it baby. Give it all to me, keep draining those balls.” 
 
    Kenny’s cock spewed shot after shot after shot of thick white cum into the air and over the sides of the head and down the shaft, coating Nurse Becky’s tiny little hands with thick white resin.  
 
    He came so much she could no longer even see her wedding ring. 
 
    “Mmm,” she said as she licked some off her hands to taste the young man’s potent seed. “Sweet and salty and delicious.” 
 
    There was now cum all over Kenny’s lap, all over the floor, and all over Nurse Becky’s hands. 
 
    “I’m such a sticky, slutty mess,” she said, lapping up more cum from her fingers. “I love it. Thank you Kenny.” 
 
    “No, thank you, Nurse Becky. I can’t believe it, I don’t know what to say…” 
 
    Nurse Becky just smiled and kissed him on the cheek.  
 
    “I told you we could help you.” 
 
    Then she looked up and blew a kiss to the camera in the corner of the room and for the first time Kenny realized, with shock and horror, that there was one in the room. 
 
    Nurse Becky saw his face and giggled. 
 
    “Oh don’t worry, honey. This was all his idea - well, maybe not all his. But he loves to watch. He’s a good doctor.” 
 
    She blew another kiss and she was now anxious to get out of the room and back to the office where she could resume her position between his legs beneath the old oak desk and extract his load. The load she’d been after all day. 
 
    “Alright, why don’t you get yourself cleaned up and then the doctor will be back to conduct some follow up tests, ok?” 
 
    Kenny nodded as he slowly came back to his senses, a look of thankful bewilderment in eyes. 
 
    “Ok, sounds good,” 
 
    Nurse Becky let herself out of the room and bounced down the hallway to see her husband, still licking Kenny’s cum off her fingers all the while.

  

 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
    Dr. Jack was hard as a rock and ready to go when Nurse Becky walked into his office, licking the last few drops of Kenny’s young, viral seed from the tips of her fingers. Dr. Jack took his bulging cock in his hand and stroked it for her. Nurse Becky loved to watch him play with it and he loved playing with it for her.  
 
    “Mmm, stroke that cock for me. Did you enjoy the show, big boy?” 
 
    Dr. Jack nodded silently in the affirmative.  
 
    “Good,” Nurse Becky said with a smile. “Now, I think you owe me a load. Patients come first and our only patient is good and drained. Time for you to join him, don’t you think?” 
 
    Dr. Jack swiped some papers off the side of his desk to clear a space for Nurse Becky’s supple, tight body. 
 
    “Come here you filthy little slut,” he said with a grin. 
 
    Nurse Becky squealed and giggled with the utmost delight and hopped up on the desk and spread her legs for him. 
 
    “Give it to me good and hard, daddy,” she said loudly. 
 
    Soon, Dr. Jack was plunging the bulbous head of his engorged cock deep inside the river that was flowing between Nurse Becky’s legs and within seconds she was cumming fast, hard, and loud. 
 
    Oh so very loud. 
 
    Nurse Becky had finally been with another man while her husband watched and while the idea had always aroused her, even she was surprised at how much it turned her the fuck on. She’d never been this sex-crazed in her life and she loved the feeling that was taking over her entire being. 
 
    “Fuck that feels so good, I’ve never felt you this hard before. Did you like watching me milk his cock, honey?” 
 
    Dr. Jack simply grunted as he thrust himself into her. He wasn’t long, but he was thick and he always stretched her walls in just the right way and she loved when he pounded her hard and fast. And she knew just what to say to get him going. 
 
    She reached up and wrapped an arm around his neck and pulled his ear closer to her wet mouth and whispered sweet, nasty things. 
 
    “You know, it was nice making his big, hard cock cum with my hands while you watched...but I think next time...well, next time I’d like to make a big, hard cock cum with my mouth…” 
 
    Dr. Jack grunted louder and thrusted harder. 
 
    “Or maybe even make it cum with my tight, wet pussy…” she hissed in his ear. 
 
    Soon Dr. Jack was panting, tensing, convulsing even as he finally pulled out and commanded Nurse Becky to get down on her knees next to the old oak desk. 
 
    “Mmm, yes sir,” she said, dropping to her knees and flipping her hair over her shoulders to give him a clean, unencumbered shot at her face. She stuck out her tongue and said ahh. 
 
    Dr. Jack sprayed thick globs of jizz in and around her mouth and she moaned and played with her still wet pussy. 
 
    “Thank you, daddy,” she said, scooping every drop up with her finger and into her eager little mouth. She used her tongue to swish it around her mouth and push it out so he could see what a good little cum slut she was. 
 
    Then she swallowed it whole with a greedy gulp.  
 
    “Good girl,” Dr. Jack said and patted her on the head.  
 
    Dr. Jack zipped up his pants and sat down at the desk. 
 
    He let out a soft gasp. Then moved the mouse and clicked something to enlarge the frame. 
 
    “Come here, my love,” he said to Nurse Becky (she loved it when he called her that), “you’re never going to believe this.” 
 
    “What is it, daddy?” Nurse Becky said, taking a seat on his lap. 
 
    She looked at the monitor and gasped too. She couldn’t believe her eyes.

  

 
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
    It was Kenny on the monitor, still pantless. And his cock was even bigger and harder than before. He was sitting there in awe, just staring at his own engorged cock like it was a perfect stranger to him. 
 
    Dr. Jack watched the young man and had a similar look on his face, a mix between wonder and bemusement. 
 
    He looked at his watch. 
 
    “That refractory time is unbelievable. You made him cum less than ten minutes ago and there he is, harder than before and ready to go again.” 
 
    Dr. Jack sat back in his chair and scratched his chin. 
 
    “Hmmm,” he said. 
 
    Nurse Becky studied his face and could see his wheels turning. 
 
    “What are you thinking baby?” 
 
    “I’m thinking you go make that big, hard cock cum again…” he said in a low whisper. 
 
    “Mmm, with my mouth or my pussy?” she asked. 
 
    “Why not both?” he replied. “Why not both?” 
 
    Nurse Becky, for what seemed like the millionth time today, squealed and giggled with delight as she bounced back out of the room and down the hall to see Kenny and his big, hard cock. 
 
    What a fun day she was having. The best one she could remember.  
 
    Little did she know this day was only the beginning and soon, she would be having many more like it. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    Nurse Becky quietly opened the door and then closed it behind her. Kenny looked up, his cock still out, and his face turned a bright shade of red. 
 
    “I’m sorry it’s just...I can’t believe it. I mean, you...you fixed me. You really - I mean I don’t know how...but, but…” 
 
    “Shhh,” Nurse Becky said, holding a finger up to her mouth. The young man was stammering now and as far as she was concerned he had nothing to be embarrassed about. Far from it.  
 
    “Just lay back please,” she said. 
 
    Kenny nodded his head and began to try to tuck his erection away. 
 
    “No, no. Keep that cock out. Matter of fact, take it all off. I think I want you completely naked for this next round.” 
 
    Kenny nodded once more, removed his gown and laid back so that his raging boner was sticking straight up into the air. Pointed high in the sky like a proud monument. 
 
    Nurse Becky walked slowly over to him and then got down on her knees, in much the same position as she was before beneath the old oak desk, only now it was a much younger man with a much bigger cock whose legs she found herself between. 
 
    Without a word spoken, she popped her mouth open and began to slurp on Kenny’s cock. 
 
    “Oh my god, that feels so good,” Kenny whispered. “You’re amazing Nurse Becky. Just amazing.” 
 
    “Thnk yew bb,” she said with a mouthful of his hard dick. Then she began to jack him off as she sucked, working up a nice lather of spit on his shaft. As she was sucking him off, she looked up into the camera in the corner of the room and smiled with the cock still in her mouth. She held her stare for a few moments and then winked. 
 
    That ought to drive daddy wild. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    And it did drive Dr. Jack wild. When she winked at him, he could no longer hold it anymore and he began to furiously cum all over himself. 
 
    By the time he was cleaned up and back at the desk watching the monitor, Nurse Beck was climbing on top of Kenny as he lay back on the examination table, she was getting ready to mount him and ride him like a wild stallion. 
 
    She straddled his waist line, her knees bent, panties pulled to the side as her wet pussy hovered just over the head of his cock. She gripped his shaft in her right and began to rub it against her clit as she grinded her hips down against it. 
 
    Again, she looked up and smiled and this time blew a kiss to the camera. 
 
    Dr. Jack felt a surge of blood rush to his cock and he was hard once again. 
 
    He looked down and gasped. 
 
    “Unbelievable,” he whispered. 
 
    Then he sat back down, cock in hand and prepared to enjoy the rest of the show.

  

 
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Nurse Becky had butterflies in her stomach. For the first time in what felt like ever, she was going to be taking a man who was not her husband inside her and riding him like there was no tomorrow. 
 
    But she didn’t hesitate. Not even for a second. She’d been wanting some big random dick for some time now and she was finally going to get it.  
 
    She slid herself down onto Kenny’s erect pole and felt a shiver go down her spine as her pussy opened up to accommodate his girth. She had to pause about halfway because he was so big and she thought for a brief moment that perhaps that was all her tight, little pussy was going to be able to take. 
 
    But she took a deep breath and tried to push just a little further and inch by inch she lowered herself all the way down until Kenny was deep inside her guts. 
 
    “Fuck it’s in my stomach, it’s in my stomach,” she whispered. 
 
    “You’re so wet,” Kenny whispered. 
 
    “That’s what that big dick does to me, Kenny. You have such a big, sexy cock. I love it,” she moaned and rocked back and forth on his dick, working up a nice lather of juices so she could begin to ride it hard and fast. 
 
    “God, yes ride my dick like a fucking slut,” Kenny said, finally breaking through his polite veneer.  
 
    “Ooo yes, I like that. Talk dirty to me, baby. Tell me what a slut I am,” she said as she looked back and up at the camera so that her husband could get a great view of just how happy Kenny’s cock was making her. 
 
    Kenny obliged and treated her like a filthy little thing and whispered all kinds of dirty things in her ear as he pounded away at her insides and made her cum once, twice, three times all in about a ten minute span. 
 
    But Kenny hadn’t quite gotten his stamina back and soon he could no longer hold closed the floodgates. 
 
    “Fuck, I’m gonna cum…” 
 
    “Cum baby, cum for me,” Nurse Beck said as she hopped off his pulsating cock and got back onto her knees to receive another hot load of jizz from Kenny’s young, sexy cock. 
 
    “Mmm,” she said as she sprayed her face with another torrent of hot seed. “Thank you, Kenny.” 
 
    For a moment, no one spoke as Nurse Becky once again licked and scooped the cum into her eager little mouth. 
 
    “What should I do now?” Kenny asked. 
 
    Nurse Becky stood up, gave him a quick peck on the cheek. 
 
    “I think you should get yourself cleaned up and get dressed and get out of here. You’re all better baby. And call that ex-girlfriend of yours...or don’t. With a cock like that, why limit yourself?” 
 
    She walked away, leaving him speechless. When she got to the door she turned and blew him a kiss. 
 
    “And if you ever find yourself having problems again, please don’t hesitate to come back. Door’s always open. And so are my legs,” she said with an excited giggle. She squealed again with delight and then let herself out the door, bouncing back down the hallway for round two with her husband.

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    Nurse Becky and Dr. Jack fucked each other’s brains out for the rest of the day and deep into the night after Kenny left.  
 
    Neither of them could get enough of reliving the experience they’d just had.  
 
    The high was unlike anything either of them had ever felt before and they were instantly hooked on this new drug. 
 
    They couldn’t wait to do it again. 
 
    And as it would turn out, they wouldn’t have to. 
 
    Because word got around quickly in Wanton City. By the very next morning, they had a line of potential new patients waiting outside their door. 
 
    And Nurse Becky could not wait to help them.  
 
    Every last one of them. 
 
    And Dr. Jack could not wait to watch her do it. 
 
      
 
    THE END

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Story 8:

Last Day Blues

  

 
   
    Chapter One 
 
    We were in a tropical paradise in the middle of the Caribbean sea. Each of us held an ice cold drink in our hand. The weather was perfect and the breeze was just right. The palm trees danced above our heads against a beautiful blue sky and below us, our feet rested on soft, white sand as we gazed out at impossibly clear water that gently lapped at the shoreline and stretched out as far as the eye could see to meet the horizon beyond. 
 
    But despite all this, we were miserable. It was the last day of our vacation. And we didn’t give a damn about how beautiful or perfect it was.  
 
    In fact, that only made it worse. 
 
    You know how it is. It doesn’t matter where or how you vacation. That last day is always torture. You’re ready to go the hell home. Except really, you’re not. You’re only ready because you know it’s the last day and you just want to get the horrible thing over with so you can get back and move on with your real life.  
 
    If you had another few days or weeks, hell even a few months, no chance you’d be ready to leave. It makes you kind of sick with a side of melancholy. I call it the last day blues. And we both had it bad. 
 
    Even the alcohol wasn’t doing much to help. I can’t speak for Reya, my wife, but I know my mood wasn’t the only thing that was blue. We’d managed to get away from the kids for an entire week. Just us. With nothing to do but enjoy each other’s company for the first time in I don’t know how long and we basically squandered it. 
 
    Two times.  
 
    Two measly times. 
 
    In a week. 
 
    That was how many times we had sex. 
 
    I’d booked the trip with visions of a raucous and debaucherous sex-cation where we’d be going at each other multiple times per day, hardly ever leaving the room except to grab some drinks on the beach or by the pool for an hour or two at a time before scampering back off to make sweet, passionate, wild love to each other as often as we wanted. 
 
    And what did we do instead? 
 
    Ate too much pasta. Drank too much beer and wine. Overdid it on the snacks and left ourselves feeling lethargic, bloated, and decidedly unsexy. Most nights we just passed out early. 
 
    And currently I was feeling the harsh sting of remorse. Opportunity squandered. Potential wasted. 
 
    Like sand through our fingers. 
 
    Now, it was time to go home.  
 
    And you know honestly?  
 
    If we hadn’t met Joss on our final sunset walk along an empty beach, that’s exactly what would’ve happened.  
 
    But we did and it didn’t. And that’s what this little story is all about.

  

 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
    The weather was perfect until it wasn’t. A mid-afternoon thunderstorm rumbled across the sea and was set to make landfall, right on our little slice of paradise, around two o’clock in the afternoon. 
 
    Of course, we’d had great weather all week. So, it only stood to reason that on our last day, things would take a turn and the weather would decide to reflect our mood. Dark and brooding with slices of sunshine occasionally splitting through. A flash here and a flash there. 
 
    So, we did the only thing we could think of. We retreated to our resort suite, like all the others on the beach, and opened a bottle of good red wine. Actually, it was excellent red wine. 
 
    We didn’t say much, but I was studying Reya up and down as she opened the bottle and poured forth its contents into our glasses. She looked trim and tan and vibrant. The week’s worth of heavy dinners, heavy boozing, and light activity had done nothing to diminish her beauty or bloat her stomach. 
 
    Me on the other hand? I looked like I’d gained somewhere between ten and twenty pounds and all of it in my gut. 
 
    But in looking at her I also sensed that maybe she was thinking the same things I was thinking. About the opportunities we’d squandered and why it seemed to be so damned hard to connect on a physical level after all these years together. 
 
    To be honest, it had been hard like that for the previous handful of years. Occasional sex, but nothing too great and certainly nothing approaching regular.  
 
    We’d hit that rut. 
 
    I’d tried every way I could think of to get us out of it but without much success. 
 
    There was one night… 
 
    Maybe a year or two before our trip. I was ten pounds lighter and Reya was, well she was Reya. Tight, toned, sexy and brimming with energy. 
 
    We’d gotten a hotel room in the city to celebrate our wedding anniversary and went out on the town. We had a good time. Not too good if you know what I mean, but just right, we hit that sweet spot and I don’t know. I guess I was willing to reveal some of my deepest, darkest fantasies to her, finally, after what felt like a lifetime of keeping them secret. 
 
    And so, while we were making out on the bed and I was fingering her and kissing her neck, I whispered one of them in her ear. 
 
    I told her, point blank, how much I’d enjoy seeing her with another man. Putting on a show for me, as it were, and getting herself fucked senseless in the process. I maybe mentioned something about how much bigger his dick would be and all of that. 
 
    I wasn’t sure how she’d take it, but I guess she’d hit that sweet spot too, just like I had, because much to my surprise, she not only kept making out with me, but she instantly became wetter and more aggressive as she nibbled on my ear and whispered about how hot the idea made her. 
 
    We fucked like wild teenagers that night and well into the early hours of the morning. But in the cold light of day, sober and with nowhere to hide, I felt ashamed and embarrassed and seldom, if ever, broached the subject again. 
 
    I had planned to revisit the idea on our vacation, I just needed a few pops in me and a little liquid courage would do the trick. Or so I assumed. But the opportunity never really presented itself, or perhaps more accurately, I never went looking for it and well, it’s like I already said. 
 
    I guess maybe the reason I was feeling so blue was because I knew I’d blown a golden opportunity to reignite that flame. 
 
    “What are you thinking about,” Reya said, eyeing me as she handed me a generous portion of the excellent red wine. 
 
    I took the glass and almost spilled my guts. 
 
    Almost. 
 
    But I balked and changed course at the last moment. 
 
    “Just how sad I am to be leaving, I feel like...I don’t know…” my voice trailed off. “Cheers,” I said, holding up my glass. 
 
    We clinked and took large sips before heading out onto the balcony to watch the storm blow in over the ocean.

  

 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
    “So, you were saying…” Reya said as we took our seats on the small balcony overlooking the ocean in the distance. 
 
    “Hmm?” I said. 
 
    “I asked you what you were thinking about and you started to explain but then it just seemed like you stopped mid thought. I felt like you had something more you wanted to say, something you wanted to get off your chest.” 
 
    And that was it. She always nailed me like that. Despite not being able to connect physically over the past few years, we never lost that emotional or spiritual connection - a mind meld - whatever you want to call it. We were always in sync and we could always tell what the other was thinking. 
 
    Well, okay. Maybe it was more her than me that was able to pick up on those unseen brain waves between us, but you get my point. 
 
    I was never a good liar and I sucked at telling stories. So, she had me boxed into a corner. I could try and make something up or brush it off and say it was no big deal, but like I said, she already had me nailed. She’d see right through any act or defense I tried to throw up. 
 
    Better to just come clean. 
 
    So, finally, I spilled my guts. 
 
    I told her everything. Well, not everything exactly. I left out the part about wanting to revisit the fantasy of watching her with another man. But I told her about how I was hoping to have a lot more sex on our trip and that I was disappointed and felt like we’d wasted a golden opportunity. 
 
    When I finished spilling, I took a heavy sigh. 
 
    Then she said something very unexpected. 
 
    “Yeah, I know what you mean. I feel the same way…” 
 
    And that was it. No one said another word for what felt like a solid minute. We just let it hang in the air around us as the thunderstorm approached the shoreline. 
 
    I wasn’t prepared for that kind of response but it knocked the wind out of my chest. I mean I knew my wife enjoyed sex, but I guess I assumed I was the only one who was always thinking about it and I was certain, without ever giving it much thought, that I probably thought about sex and craved sex a thousand times more than she ever could. 
 
    But I guess we never really talked about those things, at least not in those kinds of terms. 
 
    And boy, was I about to find out how wrong I was. I was way off base. My wife, I would come to learn was a sex fiend. It was I who paled in comparison to her. 
 
    But more on that later. 
 
    “You do?” I asked, a hopeful expression overtaking my face. 
 
    “Yeah, I mean…you know honestly...I…” she stopped short and took a big sip of her wine and gazed out at the ocean. 
 
    “You what?” I said, prompting her to continue. 
 
    She laughed nervously and took another big swig of wine. 
 
    “Gonna need more wine to get this out,” she said, laughing nervously again. 
 
    “What is it?” I asked, my hopefully expression fading to worry. 
 
    “No it’s just that, well I’d kind of hoped…” 
 
    “Hoped what?” 
 
    “Well, do you remember a few years ago? That fantasy of yours you brought up?” 
 
    I gripped the armrest of the chair so hard my knuckles turned white as my stomach did backflips and all the air seemed to leave me at once. Gobsmacked I believe is an apt description. 
 
    I gulped. 
 
    “Yeah, I think so…” 
 
    What was she getting at? What was she hoping? 
 
    “Well, I don’t know that was so hot, you know?” 
 
    I nodded, straightening up in my chair. Blood began to rush to my cock and despite my best efforts, I could not stem the tide. My boat was beginning to float.  
 
    She sighed and continued. 
 
    “I guess I was just hoping, like you said, that we’d have lots of sex and that maybe, I don’t know, maybe one of those times, if you know, the moment was right, you’d like, bring it up again or something...I don’t know. Sorry, I’m being stupid, this is silly.” 
 
    And that was that. My cock was firm and hard and a tent had formed in the crotch of my pants. Just thinking back to that night and the way Reya had embraced the fantasy was making me flush with excitement. Knowing that she hadn’t forgotten it altogether and was actively hoping to explore it again was almost too much to handle, but I did my best. 
 
    I reached out and grabbed her hand and took it softly in mine. 
 
    “I don’t think you’re being stupid or silly.” 
 
    She looked up at me and smiled and squeezed my hand back. 
 
    “You don’t?” she asked, smiling hopefully. 
 
    “No, of course not.” I said.  
 
    And then finally, I took that leap. 
 
    I pulled her hand towards me and placed it gently down on my crotch. This drew a soft gasp from my unsuspecting wife and a light giggle. She touched it hesitantly at first and then more confidently as she gripped it tighter and explored up and down. 
 
    “See?” I said. 
 
    “Wow, you’re really hard. Like, really hard.” 
 
    Reya was still exploring my boner when I stood up and took her by the hand. 
 
    “We still have time to capitalize on that opportunity, you know? Just because it’s the last day, well...it doesn’t mean we have to throw in the towel just yet.” 
 
    Reya flashed her devil-may-care grin and finished the rest of her wine before standing up. I pulled her so quickly towards the bedroom, she may have even dropped the glass and let it shatter on the balcony. I can’t be sure. But I have a vague recollection of hearing the crashing noise of the thin glass on concrete and not giving a damn about any of it.

  

 
   
    Chapter Four 
 
    “Tell me again,” she whispered as I lay her down on the bed in the master suite and slowly, but expertly removed her damp two-piece bikini from her tan, tight, and toned body. I slipped my swim trunks down around my ankles and kicked them into the corner of the room. 
 
    My cock flopped out with a springy, thwong and slap as she reached up to caress it with her hand and I leaned down to kiss her. 
 
    “Tell you what?” I asked, teasing her just a little.  
 
    “About how much you want to watch me…” 
 
    “What do I want to watch you do?” I asked, playing along. 
 
    “Oh, you know you dirty boy,” she said between kisses. 
 
    “I think I do,” I said, cupping her right breast firmly in my hand and making her gasp a little.  
 
    “Then say it,” she commanded. 
 
    “I want to watch you...watch you get fucked. By another man,” I said. 
 
    “Fuck yes,” she whispered in my ear as I slipped one and then two fingers into her wet, hot cunt. It was already dripping wet and I could feel her resin coating my fingers in a thick, white goo and my cock instantly tightened so much that I thought the skin might bust from the pressure. 
 
    This was really working for her and the thought of her being so into this fantasy of mine was sending me into overdrive. 
 
    I began fingering her slowly, exploring every inch of her crevice with care and attention. There was no piece of velvety flesh that my digits ignored. I was deep inside her, tickling away softly and sweetly. Then I slipped in a third finger and felt her stretch to accommodate the girth. 
 
    My cock lurched and almost spit forth the seed from my balls before I even had a chance to know what was happening but I managed to take a deep breath and steady myself right as Reya reached down and wrapped her tiny fingers around my cock. 
 
    I wasn’t huge, but I wasn’t small either. Maybe a shade above average in the length department. But I had it where it counted. I was thick and hefty and it drove Reya wild.  
 
    “Mmm, I missed this fat cock of yours, baby. He feels extra hard for me today,” she said, biting my bottom lip as she lay back and closed her eyes, gripping my cock tighter while I loosened her pussy lips with my three fingers. 
 
    For a moment I thought about slipping the pinky in and making it four, but I thought better of it. Instead, I used it to gently tickle her asshole, which drove her wild. 
 
    “I love how hard this makes you,” she whispered. 
 
    “And I love how wet it makes you,” I said, looking down at her on the bed. I could tell she was already on the edge of an orgasm and we hadn’t even gotten to the good part yet. 
 
    “Fuck yes it does. Thinking of you watching me with another man’s cock inside me just drives me freaking wild.” 
 
    Her eyes snapped open and she stared straight at me. 
 
    “Can we really do it someday?” she asked.  
 
    Her direct and earnest question knocked me out of the moment for a bit and almost took the air right out of me. 
 
    But then I remembered it was all just a fantasy. We’d been clear about that, hadn’t we? What was the harm in playing along? 
 
    “We can do it whenever you want, baby, you just say the word,” I said, fingering her faster and bringing her to orgasm for the first time. 
 
    She screamed as she came on my fingers then pulled me into the bed with her. 
 
    Usually, it took some time for her to open up to the thickness of my shaft, but my dick practically fell right into her. She was so wet from all the foreplay. 
 
    “Oh my,” she whispered in my ear. “You’re so hard, I’ve never felt you this deep in me before. I wish there was another cock here for me to suck on while you fuck the shit out me,” she said with a smile. 
 
    I didn’t know what to say back. I was so turned on by the direction she was taking things that I could hardly draw a measured breath let alone articulate a thought. So I leaned down and kissed her. It was hard and sloppy and filled with raw lust. 
 
    Our teeth clashed as our tongues lapped greedily at each other. It was like they were trying to slither deep into the other’s throat and stay there. 
 
    We kissed for what felt like five solid minutes with nothing but the wet sound of our lips smacking together and the sloshing sound of my dick piercing her wet, hot slit. It was pure perfection. The greatest symphony I’d ever heard. 
 
    I pounded ferociously at her, trying to burrow deep into her womb and deposit my seed. 
 
    Soon, she was coming loud and hard and I was screaming, deeply and from my very loins, a low, primal, and guttural yell as I unleashed myself inside her, a sticky, thick, and delicious river of jizz oozing forth from the head of my cock, which she gladly accepted and absorbed into herself with greed and lust. 
 
    I collapsed in a heap next to her on the bed, my cock slowly deflating as each of us took deep, labored breaths, our hearts pumping and thumping in tandem with one another. 
 
    Reya looked over at me and smiled. 
 
    “God, that was so fucking hot.” 
 
    “Yeah it was,” I said. 
 
    “Ready for round two?” she asked with a smile. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know about that...maybe in a little while.” 
 
    She looked down at my cock which was now half-hard and raised her eyebrows as if to say, challenge accepted. 
 
    “Really? So, if I say, started talking dirty to you about another man with a cock even bigger than yours going to work on my insides while you sat there and watched...that wouldn’t get you going again?” 
 
    My cock lurched. 
 
    “Mmm, I thought so,” she said, reaching out and caressing my shaft. Slowly stroking the life back into my cock. 
 
    “You love it don’t you? Thinking about your sluttly little wife being a filthy whore for another man?” 
 
    I nodded vigorously as the blood rushed back down to fill my pole. I couldn’t believe how hard I was getting so soon after ejaculation. I was never able to recover so quickly. Even when I was eighteen years old and just breathing the air made me horny and hard, I still needed a good fifteen to twenty minutes. Maybe twelve at my absolute peak. 
 
    This was what? Ninety seconds? It was incredible. 
 
    “Yes, I do,” I whispered. 
 
    Soon, Reya was swinging her leg over my lap and mounting me. She slipped my thick shaft back inside and I felt the warmth of her pussy juices mixed with my semen lubricating my shaft.  
 
    It wasn’t long before she came again and it wasn’t long after that that I deposited yet another load deep inside her. 
 
    We repeated that process another two times over the next hour or so and by the time we were spent, the thunder storm had cleared and we’d both forgotten all about it being our last day of vacation or about feeling blue and sad and ready to go home.  
 
    We still had the whole evening and night ahead of us and the weather was back to being pretty perfect. 
 
    “So, what do you want to do now?” Reya asked, running her index finger down my chest between my pecs. 
 
    I don’t know why I said what I said next, but something seemed to take over me in that moment and concoct an answer for me. 
 
    “Let’s take a walk on the beach,” I said. 
 
    We got dressed back into our almost-dry-now swimsuits and that’s exactly what we did.

  

 
   
    Chapter Five 
 
    The beach was still deserted. It felt like we’d stepped into some alternate universe where Reya and I were the only two humans left on the planet. It was both eerie and beautiful and we walked for what felt like miles, hands intertwined, and not really saying much to each other but simply just enjoying being in the other one’s presence while at the same time in the presence of so much wonder and natural beauty. 
 
    It was quite an intoxicating combination when mixed with the glorious after effects of so much great, intense sex. 
 
    “I’m really sad to be leaving,” Reya finally said. 
 
    “Me too,” I said. “Though I’m less sad than I was about two hours ago.” 
 
    Reya looked over and smiled. 
 
    “Me too,” she said. 
 
    Then she pinched my arm. 
 
    “There’s no reason we can’t keep this up when we get back home.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything back because deep down we both knew it wasn’t true. Sure, we wanted it to be true. But it just wouldn’t be the same. Those old hang ups would be there waiting for us when we got back. Our inhibitions would be back up, perhaps taller than ever. And we would fall back into that old familiar groove, that same routine. 
 
    There was nothing you could do about it. It was just life.  
 
    And I believed all that for another fifteen or twenty minutes as we walked along that lonely, beautiful, and empty beach towards some unknown destination. I really believed that was the way it had to be. 
 
    It wasn’t right or wrong, it just was what it was as the saying goes. 
 
    But then we finally ran into someone.  
 
    His name was Joss and he blew our notion of what could and could not be completely and totally out of the water. 
 
    And our lives would never be the same again.

  

 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
    It was just before sun down when a hulking mass of a man appeared on the horizon, walking in our direction. It was the first human figure we’d see, save our own, in over an hour. If I had to guess I’d say he was well over six-foot-two, perhaps even approaching six-foot-four. 
 
    He was jacked with dark chestnut skin and a bald head. His name was Joss and he hailed from the island of St. Martin. But that was something we would come to know later on. 
 
    As we got closer to him and were within conversational distance, I could see my wife’s jaw drop - or more like felt it, sensed it using my peripheral vision and some kind of telepathy maybe - and I felt her body tense up.  
 
    Simply put, it was immediately obvious that she was attracted to him. Perhaps she wasn’t saying it verbally but her body language left no doubt. An idea popped into my head just then, fleeting and quick, and I didn’t seriously entertain it because, well, what were the odds it would all work out perfectly? 
 
    It was then that he stopped just short of us and waved. He started to speak and it became clearer and clearer with each word out of his handsome mouth, that the odds were in fact pretty damn good that it would all work out perfectly. 
 
    “Excuse me, sorry to bother you, good people,” he said. I was picking up a slight trace of an accent but only on certain words.  
 
    “Oh, no problem at all,” my wife Reya perked up. Which was odd because she seldom liked to talk to strangers and whenever anyone stopped us to ask directions or make idle small talk, the duty of responding usually fell to me and me alone as Reya would only smile and chime in occasionally.  
 
    But all of sudden she was taking charge.  
 
    “I appear to have gotten lost. I went out for a swim and I,” he turned and looked behind him at the ocean and the empty beach that seemed to stretch on for miles and miles, “well I’m looking for Oceanside, the resort. Can you tell me if I am heading in the right direction?” 
 
    “Oceanside?” I blurted out stupidly even though I had heard the man crystal clear. 
 
    “That’s right, Oceanside.” 
 
    Reya giggled with delight. 
 
    “Yep. You’re heading in the right direction. That’s actually where we’re coming from. We’re staying there too.” 
 
    The man lowered his sunglasses and stared intently, with smiling eyes, at my wife and then over at me.  
 
    “You’re kidding? I can’t believe it. What luck. I don’t recognize you, did you just arrive today?” 
 
    “No, we’ve been here all week. Today is our last day.” 
 
    The man frowned. 
 
    “I cannot believe I haven’t seen you. Such a beautiful woman. I’m sure I would have seen you and remembered such a pretty face.” 
 
    Reya blushed and I was suddenly hot and flush with a feeling of not-quite-jealousy. But before I had a chance to be mad, the man realized his mistake. He turned to me and reached out his hand. 
 
    “How stupid of me. There I go again, putting my foot in my mouth. I don’t mean to be inappropriate. I hope I did not insult you, it’s just, you have a very beautiful wife is all I mean to say. I’m Joss,” he said. 
 
    “Not at all. No offense taken and I happen to agree, thank you very much. She is beautiful, isn’t she? I’m Jeff and this is my wife, Reya.” 
 
    Joss let go of my hand and took Reya’s outstretched one. 
 
    “Ahh, Reya, a beautiful name too. Did you know in Spanish, it means Queen?” 
 
    He bent down and kissed her hand. But it wasn’t cheesy and it wasn’t inappropriate. Somehow, he was able to pull it off in a charming and respectful way and I could tell Reya was smitten with him. 
 
    “Yes, I did know that,” she said with another giggle. I could see she was blushing. 
 
    Joss smiled and looked at me. 
 
    “Well, I hope he treats you like one,” he said with a wry smile. 
 
    Reya turned to me and smiled, seeming to just then remember I was standing there. 
 
    “Oh he does,” she said, her voice seeming to drop an octave or two and turning suddenly sultry and dripping with innuendo. “There’s no request he’d deny me. When I see something I like, I get it. Isn’t that right honey?” 
 
    It seemed that my wife was maybe having the same ideas floating around in her head that I was and I wondered if perhaps Joss was picking up on what was happening as well.  
 
    “That’s right, baby,” I said. “Say, Joss, we were just getting ready to turn around and head back anyway. What do you say the three of us head back together and grab a drink?” 
 
    Reya’s face lit up and she smiled at me. 
 
    “That would be most wonderful, my friend,” Joss said. And the three of us began walking in the direction of our resort to kickoff a night we wouldn’t soon forget.

  

 
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
    I couldn’t believe it was actually happening. We just seemed to have an understanding, unspoken and unmistakable, between the three of us. Reya seemed like she was starting to glow all of a sudden and I kept having to fight off the rush of blood to my penis as I suppose perhaps I was glowing too in some way that I could not see.  
 
    But whatever energy we were putting out there in the universe, Joss was effortlessly, it seemed, picking right up on it and going with the flow.  
 
    We pulled up some seats at the lobby bar and I ordered us a round of tequila shots, with extra limes. 
 
    The tequila went down easier than normal for me and I took it as yet another sign that things were perhaps unfolding just as they should - as the universe had intended them to unfold.  
 
    But then, for some reason or another, perhaps it was another unseen force acting on my psyche or maybe it was just acid reflux from the tequila and lime, I got a funny feeling that perhaps I was misreading things.  
 
    What if, what if it was all in my head? What if this was just a platonic, random meeting of a husband and wife and a perfect stranger who happened to be staying in the same hotel as them? 
 
    What if, after a drink or two, he simply bid us goodnight and went upstairs to take a bath and enjoy a good book? 
 
    What if Reya wasn’t even considering the idea of Joss being the man to fulfill the wild fantasy we’d just played out in their bedroom a few short hours ago? 
 
    What if I was the only one of the three of us picking up the signs and signals and foolishly assigning meaning to things that were meaningless? 
 
    A cold fright went down my spine and chilled my entire body as I watched Reya talk with Joss mere feet away from me. 
 
    I’d zoned out and had no idea what they might be talking about but it seemed to me that she was flirting with him and that he was flirting right back. Then she touched his arm as she laughed at a joke - or something like a joke - I don’t recall what was said. 
 
    I was laser focused on my wife’s small, tan hand lingering on Joss’s dark, muscled forearm for what, in any other circumstance, would have been far too long and certainly not appropriate but now seemed perfectly rational, normal, and so...exciting. 
 
    My body began to warm again as I watched her body language intently.  
 
    Then, before I had time to continue the tortuous debate raging on inside my head, Reya turned to me and left no doubt whatsoever. 
 
    “Honey, I’m saying the word. This. Let’s do it.” 
 
    And I knew exactly what she meant. I had told her just hours ago that all she needed to do was say the word and it would be so. At the time, I believed it was only a fantasy but after what had just been said and what transpired on the beach between us, there was no doubt. It was not just a fantasy. Reya wanted this to happen. And I had to be honest with myself, so did I. 
 
    “Now?” I said, my insides twisting up into a ball of tight, nervous energy in a flash. 
 
    “Yes,” she turned to Joss and winked. “Now.” 
 
    Joss looked a little confused, perhaps experiencing the same conflicting emotions I was just a moment ago, but then Reya turned to him and did as she had done for me and erased all doubt. 
 
    “Joss, would you like to come upstairs with us? To our room, for a night cap and maybe…” she trailed off and leaned over to whisper in his ear.  
 
    A smile curled across his lips as he locked eyes with me. I gave a slight nod to indicate my assent to whatever Reya had said (without hearing it I still thought I had a pretty good idea of the broad strokes) and with that, the three of us made our way across the lobby, into the elevator, and up to our suite.

  

 
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. But it was true. I wouldn’t have ever thought it was possible if I hadn’t seen it with my own two eyes. But I had. And now my body was coursing with sexual energy and anticipation as we raced down the hallway towards our suite. 
 
    Just fifteen seconds before that mad dash, we had been in the elevator alone - just the three of us. And my wife did something so deliciously slutty and unexpected that I felt I must have been dreaming.  
 
    As soon as the doors dinged shut, she was all over Joss. Rubbing her hands eagerly on his crotch, feeling around for his dick. 
 
    “Hurry up, take it out,” she whispered as she kissed his lips gently. “I want to suck it a little before we get out.” 
 
    Joss quickly looked at me to make sure I was still alright with everything and again I gave him a silent nod, a smile stretching from ear to ear on my face.  
 
    Reya dropped to her knees and Joss pulled out his cock. It was dark and veiny and at least two or three inches bigger than mine and every bit as thick.  
 
    I watched the elevator buttons light up to acknowledge the floors as we passed each one and grew slightly nervous that we would suddenly stop and an unsuspecting family or something would be scarred for life. Perhaps we’d be kicked out with nowhere to sleep, maybe we’d even be arrested. Certainly, this couldn’t be legal. 
 
    “Hurry up,” I whispered nervously. Reya looked back at me and smiled as she opened her mouth and began to suck on Joss’s half-hard cock. She never broke eye contact with me as she did it and I felt as if I’d died and went to heaven. It was hotter than I could have ever imagined it would be and I didn’t feel the least bit scared, jealous, or regretful about what was happening. 
 
    My wife was a goddess and she looked damn good with that hefty piece of dark meat in her mouth. It made me love and want her all the more and I couldn’t wait to see what other surprises she had in store for me when we got back to the room. 
 
    That was when the elevator had dinged and stopped abruptly. We were on the fifteenth floor, our floor. 
 
    In the split second between the elevator stopping and the doors opening, Joss managed to tuck himself back in and Reya leapt to her feet and brushed her hair away from her eyes. 
 
    I expected someone or some group of people standing in the hallway, maybe even some police or security who had seen the whole lewd act on camera and were there to kick us out and arrest us. 
 
    But the hallway was empty. The three of us stepped out and laughed as we walked swiftly down the hall towards our room. It felt like we’d just gotten away with something. Probably, because we had. 
 
    I took out my keycard and held it up to the sensor on the door. Before the door even closed behind us, Reya and Joss were all over each other once more. 
 
    And by the time it clicked shut behind us, Reya was standing naked in the living area as Joss sucked on her left breast and she reached down into his trunks to pull out his massive cock once more so that the show could finally begin. 
 
    And begin it did.

  

 
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
    I stood in the entryway frozen in place. I swallowed hard as I groped around my pants, trying to find my wallet so that I could put the keycard back in its proper place. 
 
    After a while, I gave up and simply tossed the keycard into the air without giving much of a damn where it ended up. 
 
    Reya and Joss were making out hard now, still standing in the living area with the dim lights casting a sensual glow across their toned bodies. Joss was shirtless now and Reya was working feverishly to get him out of his trunks so that he would be completely naked as she was. 
 
    After a few moments, Reya broke off the kiss and turned towards me. She beckoned me over with one finger and I obeyed. Like a tractor-beam of hotness, she pulled me into her orbit and I was powerless to resist. 
 
    “Kiss me,” she whispered as she grabbed me by the collar of my t-shirt and brought me to her lips. We shared a long, wet, passionate kiss and I could feel Joss’s eyes on us. I had never been watched by anyone before, at least not to my knowledge, and it gave me such a strange and powerful sensation that I felt like I was having some kind of out-of-body experience. 
 
    Reya broke off the kiss and wrapped an arm around each of our necks and held the three of us in some sort of literal love-triangle, or perhaps a devil’s-triangle, who knows? 
 
    Joss was naked now and had taken himself in his hand and was lightly stroking his dark shaft. 
 
    Reya bit her bottom lip. 
 
    “God, this is so fucking hot,” she said, arms still wrapped around our necks. We were all standing so close together I could feel everyone’s hot and heavy panting as we ramped things up for the main event. 
 
    “Take your pants off,” she said to me, “and stroke your cock like Joss.” 
 
    I did as I was told and began to lightly take myself in my hand, imitating the rhythm and cadence of Joss to my right. 
 
    Reya let go of us then and stood in front of us and began to play with herself as we played with ourselves. I could hear how wet she was as she slipped one, two, then three fingers inside herself. Her eyes darted back and forth between Joss’s long, dark member, and my pink meaty one. 
 
    I could see the hunger in her eyes, the pure carnal lust oozing from every pore. She was in charge and she knew it. She was going to use us like the pieces of meat that we were and I loved seeing her like that. 
 
    “Ready to have some fun boys?” she asked with a smile. 
 
    She stopped fingering herself just then and grabbed each of us by our free hand and led us into the bedroom from some serious fireworks.

  

 
   
    Chapter Ten 
 
    “Who wants to fuck me first?” she asked as she laid back on the bed and spread her legs wide to offer us her wet pussy. 
 
    Joss waved a hand towards Reya and stepped out of the way. 
 
    “I believe you should have the honors,” he said with a smile.  
 
    And with that, I found myself in agreement. 
 
    Reya slapped her pussy as if to say come and get it. 
 
    “Come here, baby. Get me all warmed up and stretched out for that big, fat dick of his.” 
 
    Joss’s cock seemed to grow another inch or so at those words and to be honest, so did mine. I approached Reya on the bed and laid down on top of her, preparing to enter. 
 
    I slid the head of my cock up and down, pressing into her clit and driving her wild.  
 
    She motioned for Joss to come stand over next to her so that she could suck his cock while I fucked her, just like we’d talked about only hours before. Little did I know we would be bringing the fantasy to life so soon thereafter. 
 
    Joss did as he was told and as soon as Reya took him into her mouth, I slowly plunged myself inside her wet hole and tried to reach as deep as I could.  
 
    “Oh fuck, baby” Reya said with a mouthful of cock.  
 
    Watching her look up at me with another man’s dick in her mouth as I entered her was the most intense, powerful feeling I’d ever experienced in my life up to that point. 
 
    “You look so beautiful, Reya,” I whispered as I began to speed up my thrusts. 
 
    “That’s it, fuck her,” Joss said, “fuck her while she sucks my cock like a good little slut.” 
 
    Now, we’d never gone over any ground rules and I guess we all just trusted each other to make good decisions and be respectful. 
 
    I was a little worried Reya wouldn’t like a perfect stranger who she’d only just met calling her a name like that. 
 
    But I was wrong. 
 
    Reya not only didn’t mind, but she loved it. 
 
    “Mmm, that’s right. I like being a good little whore for my husband. You like me being a good little whore for you baby?” 
 
    So, it was going to be like that? I thought.  
 
    My cock got even harder as I leaned down to kiss her neck. 
 
    “Fuck yes, I do,” I said whispering in her ear. 
 
    “Keep pounding me with that fat cock, you’re gonna make me come,” she looked down at me pummeling her and watched my cock going in and out of her. She reached up and stroked Joss’s glistening dick while she did it and within thirty seconds she was shaking and screaming from what was undoubtedly the most powerful and intense orgasm I’d ever managed to give her. 
 
    Reya drew deep breaths as she recovered from her first orgasm and I pulled myself out of her and motioned for Joss to get to work. 
 
    He happily obliged and took my place between her legs.  
 
    Reya looked up at me as I arrived by her side and she took my cock in her hand and jerked me off. 
 
    “You ready for this, baby? No turning back once he’s inside me.” 
 
    Joss was slapping his big shaft against her tummy with a thud, thud, thudding sound as his flesh thwacked against my wife’s tanned and toned stomach. 
 
    “Oh, I’m ready,” I said, “are you?” 
 
    “Fuck yes, I want that big, black cock inside me so bad,” she pleaded. Then she looked to Joss. “Stick it in me baby, fuck me, just fuck me!” she screamed. 
 
    Joss slid the head in and Reya’s eyes went wide. Then he pressed in another inch and then another and another still until after a few long seconds, he disappeared inside her.  
 
    I watched Reya look down between her legs to see that there was nothing at all there except Joss’s pelvis pressing into hers. 
 
    “Oh my god, he’s all the way inside me. I can feel it in my stomach. Holy shit,” she said. She could barely get the words out as she winced and shut her eyes tightly. Pleasure and pain, I thought. And she was loving it. 
 
    “That’s right baby,” Joss said, “feel every inch of me inside you.” 
 
    “I feel it, oh I fucking feeel it,” she said as she placed her free hand on her stomach and felt herself as Joss began to slowly thrust himself in and out of her.  
 
    “You like watching me fuck your wife, don’t you?” Joss said. 
 
    I couldn’t lie. I really did. 
 
    “Yes I do,” I said. 
 
    “She has the tightest, softest pussy I ever felt,” he said with a grin, still pounding away. 
 
    Reya began to come even harder and louder than she had with me, but it didn’t make me sad or jealous. It only turned me on more and got me more fired up for my next turn. Competition is healthy right? Isn’t that what they say? 
 
    Well, watching Joss make my wife come that way only awakened the competitive spirit inside me and so when it was time to switch again, I barked at Reya to get on all fours so I could fuck her doggy. 
 
    She squealed with delight and Joss knelt on the bed in front of her so that we could spit roast her like a true slut queen. 
 
    I licked my finger and ran it along her wet slit. Then I spanked her ass and told her to beg me for my dick. 
 
    “Please, daddy. Give me that fat cock, I fucking need it, please!” she begged, and as she begged for it she began to shake and twerk her ass. It was something I’d never seen her do before and it drove me insane with lust. 
 
    I grabbed her hips and pulled her towards me and forced my way inside her. She let out a yelp and a scream but was soon fucking me back as I slammed my cock as deep as I could possibly get inside her. 
 
    “Fuck yes, that’s it. Pound that pussy baby. Own this pussy. That’s your pussy, baby!” she cried. 
 
    Then she went back to sucking off Joss and for a while, nothing was said. The only sound in the room was her slurping and sucking and the slapping of my flesh against hers as I rammed myself into her body, trying desperately to make her come again at least as hard as Joss had. 
 
    And soon, with a lot of effort I must admit, she was doing just that. 
 
    She writhed and shaked beneath the weight of me and let out a primal yell as Joss’s cock fell out of her mouth and she shut her eyes half way. I could see her pupils rolling back as the wave of pleasure washed over her. 
 
    It was time again to switch. Joss laid down on the bed and pulled Reya over to straddle him so she could ride his dick.  
 
    I stood up next to him on the bed so my cock was even with her head and she sucked me off while she rode him to another orgasm. 
 
    I couldn’t be quite sure, but I think it was just a little bit less intense than the one I’d given her and that made me satisfied to no end. I was more than holding my own. 
 
    Reya hopped off Joss’s lap, totally dick drunk and crawled to the end of the bed and then onto the floor where she got down on her knees. 
 
    “I want you to paint my face, boys,” she said as we approached. She reached up, caressing our balls and stroking out shafts. 
 
    “Give me all that hot, stick cum. I want it all over my dirty little face,” she said. 
 
    She began to suck us off, alternating between us at intervals of about twenty or thirty seconds. 
 
    “Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Joss said as he began to grunt and tense up. 
 
    Reya grabbed his shaft and pumped him, making sure his hot white jizz got all over her face. Thick globs of cum shot forth from his tip and landed on the bridge of her nose, just below her eyes and ran down her cheeks and across the edges of her red lips. 
 
    It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen and I couldn’t hold it any more. 
 
    “Fuck, I’m gonna bust too,” I said. 
 
    “Give it to me baby, give me that cum oh yes, that’s it cum on me. Cum on my face,” Reya cried as I shot an even bigger, thicker load onto her forehead. I watched it drip down her greedy face as she shoved whatever she could into her mouth and licked her fingers. 
 
    She played with her pussy, thanking us over and over again for our loads as she brought herself to one final, powerful orgasm. 
 
    “Boy, we really made up for lost time, didn’t we?” I said. 
 
    “We sure did,” Reya said, her cum-covered face glistening in the light. 
 
    “It’s a shame you guys are leaving tomorrow,” Joss said, holding his now deflated cock in his hand. 
 
    “Well…maybe” I said, looking down at Reya. She looked up at me through cum-drenched eyes and she already knew exactly what I was thinking. A smile curled across her lipstick smeared lips and I could feel myself getting hard all over again.

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    We extended our stay. By two days. We were able to keep the kids with their grandparents without much fuss and Reya and I got to enjoy two more magical days with each other. 
 
    And I mean that, just with each other.  
 
    We did of course have one more night of fun with Joss before we left and let me tell you, it was even more intense than the first time. 
 
    But mostly, we just stayed in the room those two days and enjoyed each other, physically, the way we’d each hoped when we first booked the trip. 
 
    It was the most mind-blowing sex either of us had ever had. 
 
    Why? 
 
    I don’t know. 
 
    I’m sure I could string a theory together but I’m not too big on naming things or always finding reasons why. 
 
    It all just unfolded as it was intended to in my book and that’s good enough for me.  
 
    And the best part? You know all that stuff about returning home to the same hangups and inhibitions? How we wouldn’t be able to keep it up in the bedroom once we returned to our normal lives? 
 
    It was nonsense. 
 
    All of it.  
 
    Reya and I have been going at each other every chance we get ever since we got back. We got over those last day blues and rediscovered the joys of each other - physically - in ways that I never could have imagined when I booked that trip. 
 
    So yeah, I guess what I’m trying to say is, after our adventure with Joss the mysterious stranger...well, we’ve been living happily ever after. 
 
      
 
    THE END
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 Chapter One 
 
    Emerald Hills Country Club was one of, if not the most, exclusive country clubs in all of Southern California which placed it high in the running for most exclusive country clubs in the entire nation, and probably, the whole world. 
 
    Yes, the people who belonged there were not only one-percenters, many of them were one-tenth-of-one-percenters. They had more money than just about anyone, more than even Jed Clamppet. 
 
    The Caldwells, Derrick and Christine, were two of these such people. Derrick was a bit of a pushover and was a little too agreeable for his own good. At just under six-feet tall, he was thin and lanky and didn’t have much in the way of muscles to speak of. He wasn’t particularly handsome, but then he also wasn’t ugly either. Nor was he charming or outgoing and to be perfectly frank, he didn’t have good posture and he wasn’t particularly funny aside from the occasional well-timed movie quote he often managed to pull out when the situation called for it. 
 
    No, just about everything about Derrick, from his appearance to his personality, were right around average, or right below it in some areas. 
 
    But there were two things about him that were not average at all. In fact, in these two categories and these two categories alone did Derrick Caldwell find himself firmly among the one-tenth-of-one-percenters. 
 
    The first was money. Derrick had shit ton of it. His net worth was estimated to be somewhere firmly in the nine-figure range. That’s hundreds of millions for those keeping track at home. But don’t worry, it was nowhere near approaching the one-billion mark. He wasn’t a monster.  
 
    The second thing was his wife, Christine. She was a knockout, a smoke show, a babe, a dime piece, a complete and total bombshell. 
 
    All of the above. 
 
    Times a hundred plus infinity. 
 
    Her body had been carved in stone to the absolute perfect, firm, supple and oh so very ripe proportions. Rich, luscious lips. Long, silky legs. Curves in all the right places. Her golden blonde hair glistened and glowed like the sun itself. 
 
    And her breasts? 
 
    Oh my. 
 
    Oh my, those breasts.  
 
    They were just, well, they were just magnificent indeed.  
 
    The finest work of art ever produced by the finest plastic surgeon in all of Southern California. And considering the proximity to both Hollywood and the San Fernando Valley, that was saying quite a lot. 
 
    To everyone who encountered the Caldwells, it was painfully obvious. 
 
    Christine was a trophy wife. 
 
    Here she was, a spry twenty-eight year old with perfect tits who could bend over to touch her toes and lick her own asshole if she wanted and Derrick was, well he was Derrick.  
 
    A forty-two year old man of what could charitably be described as average attractiveness who’d, as a pimply-faced twenty-something, made an absolute fortune investing in companies around Silicon Valley and had now “retired” to paradise and needed a goddess with which to enjoy the view. 
 
    And they were right.  
 
    Derrick didn’t care. 
 
    So what? 
 
    He knew he’d only been able to snag a girl like Christine because of his money. But she still loved him and he loved her. And that was all that mattered. 
 
    Wasn’t it? 
 
    Well, there was one thing that did bother Derrick.  
 
    The sex. Not that they didn’t have it, they did...but he knew it was lacking. To put a finer point on it, he knew it was he who was lacking.  
 
    He thought about it especially when he was at Emerald Hills with his rich “friends” playing golf or eating in the restaurant. Two activities that he participated in frequently now that he was “retired.” 
 
    It was the taunting.  
 
    The snide comments. 
 
    The need to crush, not just win. 
 
    The dick-meauring, as it were. 
 
    Derrick was a lot of things, smart, calculating, shrewd, kind, and thoughtful. 
 
    But an alpha male he was not.  
 
    And at Emerald Hills, among the wolves, he had a hard time finding his place in the pack. 
 
    These “friends” of his and they were “friends” with quotation marks because Derrick knew full well that if not for all the money he had in his various bank accounts and all the vacation homes scattered across the globe, he had nothing in common with these people and had they all been typical working-class stiffs anywhere else in America, they simply would not hang out with each other.  
 
    That was an open and shut case as far as he was concerned.  
 
    Again, that didn’t bother him though.  
 
    It was the things they said to him. 
 
    Particularly the things they said to him about Christine. 
 
    Yes, they were only teasing him. But it was like they knew. Like they could smell it on him, somehow they were picking up on his energy and even though they didn’t consciously mean it, they could just tell.  
 
    Derrick wondered if there was such a thing as little dick energy. He supposed there probably was because he supposed it probably emanated from him wherever he went.  
 
    The most recent overture had come in the middle of his backswing, from Ronnie Cook, a regular in Derrick’s foursome. Of course, once Ronnie started in, Mitch and Frank joined the fray and piled right on top. 
 
    It was on the 11th tee and Derrick was having the round of his life. He was four under and cleaning the floor with the other guys. Sure, there was some money on the line, but between guys with bank accounts as big as theirs were, the bragging rights and pride were far, far more important.  
 
    Ronnie hated losing. Hell, they all did. But Ronnie turned into a spoiled little brat when things weren’t going his way and he liked to try to hit guys where he thought they were vulnerable. 
 
    Derrick was in the middle of his nice easy wind up, ready to let ‘er rip one more time when Ronnie started talking to Mitch and Frank a little too loudly. And while he may have been aiming his words at them, he was really talking to Derrick. 
 
    “Boy, I saw Christine at the pool yesterday. Hummina hummina,” he whistled, “that yellow bikini. Can’t believe Derrick let’s her out of the house like that.” 
 
    Derrick tried to ignore Ronnie, but couldn’t and hooked his ball into the second cut and the round fell apart from there.  
 
    As he was paying Ronnie at the end of the round (the prick had ended up winning by one lousy stroke in the end), Ronnie decided to keep needling him. 
 
    “Hey Derrick, I’m serious Christine’s a whole lotta woman. You sure you know what you’re doing with that? Because she looks like one thirsty girl the way dresses when you’re not around.” 
 
    This drew laughter and a snickering from Mitch and Frank. 
 
    Ronnie leaned in and lowered his voice and put his arm around Derrick’s neck. 
 
    “And uh, if you ever want me to step in and show you how a real man swings it, well you just let me know. Because I’m more than willing. I’m sure Christine wouldn’t mind.” 
 
    He grinned and winked and Derrick wanted to punch his lights out but he didn’t. Because he couldn’t. 
 
    For two reasons. 
 
    The first was that Derrick wasn’t that kind of guy, not by a long shot. He avoided confrontation at all costs. So, he simply smiled like an idiot and tried to laugh it off.  
 
    The second reason was that deep down, he knew it. Ronnie was right. He couldn’t satisfy Christine. In their couple of years together he was rather certain he’d never brought her to climax. 
 
    Sex with him was more like a chore for her and given his age and physical fitness levels, well at least for her sake the chore never lasted all that long. 
 
    For all Derrick knew, Christine was cheating on him right now. But he hated that thought. He didn’t think she’d do that to him. 
 
    Or did he? For a brief moment he pictured Christine with another man. Not Ronnie, it was more of an amorphous blob that resembled the idea of a man. One with a cock that was a great deal bigger than his. One that could actually please her.  
 
    For the briefest of seconds, he found that idea very arousing and this scared him, so he pushed it away. 
 
    It wasn’t the first time he’d felt that tingle go down his spine while his friends teased him about his inability to please his wife, which in reality they couldn’t possibly know for a fact, but he knew it was something to fear, more than that, to be ashamed of.  
 
    What kind of man gets turned on by the idea of his wife cheating on him he always wondered? 
 
    He pushed the thoughts safely away, and went to go meet Christine at the pool for a late lunch-early dinner kind of thing at the club’s poolside bistro and bar, Dante’s. 
 
    But when he arrived on the pool deck to see his wife picking up the contents of her bag off the ground with the help of an especially handsome, well-built gentlemen in a custom tailored suit, that feeling returned with a vengeance and this time, Derrick struggled mightily, despite his best efforts, to push it away. 
 
    And he wondered just exactly what that meant. 

  

 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
    Ezra Ellington was a powerhouse. A true alpha. Dominant personality, dominant physique. Standing at six-foot-five and weighing nearly two-hundred and twenty-five pounds of lean, sculpted muscle, he had been a standout, two-sport star at UCLA and would’ve been an NBA lottery pick if he hadn’t blown out not one, but both of his knees in back to back seasons, effectively ending his career.  
 
    But Ezra was sharp as a tack had plenty of options. He would go on to start his own hedge fund, Bluestone Investments, and within ten years he was a newly minted billionaire going to war with the titans of Wall Street and often coming out the victor. There were whispers that Ezra’s money may have been a little too smart, that perhaps something untoward or even illegal was helping the team at Bluestone beat The Street time and again, but if that were true, they could never prove it. 
 
    Eventually, Ezra got bored and he closed up shop and moved back home to the west coast. When you’re as sharp and as talented as a guy like Ezra, you’re always looking for the next challenge. The next mountain to climb. The next whatever. 
 
    But that next whatever happened to find him one night in a bar in downtown L.A. Only it wasn’t a movie or a record deal or a hot new tech investment. 
 
    This new thing brought him a bigger high than any stock trade or slam dunk he’d ever made in his life and he couldn’t believe it was real.  
 
    A middle-aged man of about forty-five approached him one night at the bar where Ezra had been drinking alone after a boring pitch meeting with some investor friends of his. It wasn’t the opportunity he’d hoped for and he knew a loser when he saw one, so he declined to pursue it any further. 
 
    It wasn’t very late so the seat next to Ezra was empty. This guy sat down next to him and offered to buy him a drink. 
 
    Not a big deal. It still happened from time to time when Ezra was in the L.A. area. He did set the freshmen scoring record at one of the most prestigious basketball universities in the entire country. Quite a few people still remembered his name and recognized his face. 
 
    The surprise came when the guy hung around a little longer than most people would deem polite and suddenly motioned for Ezra to turn around. He pointed out his wife who was standing at a high-top table about a dozen feet away from the bar.  
 
    “She’s a huge fan of yours,” the guy said to him with a wink and a nod. 
 
    But Ezra was too busy picking his jaw up off the floor to answer.  
 
    The man’s wife was one of the sexiest women he’d ever seen. 
 
    She was wearing a tight black dress and her tits were basically popping out onto the table in front of her. 
 
    “You know, she’d really love to fuck you,” the guy said to him. 
 
    Ezra nearly choked on his drink as right at that very moment he’d been thinking about what it would be like to stick his big, black cock between those luscious milky white breasts of hers.  
 
    “Come again?” 
 
    “I’m serious. She’s all yours if you want her. Our hotel is just around the corner.” 
 
    Ezra studied the man up and down to see if he was messing with him. 
 
    He looked back at the man’s wife and then back at the man’s eyes. 
 
    The man was serious. Ezra could see it plainly. 
 
    He was excellent at reading people. 
 
    And so he decided to say alright. Before he could really consider his options, weigh the tradeoffs and the benefits, and think it over, the word was out of his mouth and he was committed. Ezra rarely made a decision in his life that quickly. Especially not a serious one with serious consequences. But there he was, saying alright to a strange proposition from a strange man in a bar he’d never been to before.  
 
    But if there was one common thread between his basketball and business careers it had been this: if you’re open: take the shot, ask questions later. It had served him pretty well thus far and he supposed this was just one of those instances. His instincts kicked in and took over for him.  
 
    “But, there’s one catch,” the man said.  
 
    “I figured you were messing with me,” Ezra said with a smile, “but I wasn’t about to take a chance saying no, your wife is one fine woman, if you don’t mind me saying that to you.” 
 
    “Oh I know, and I don’t mind at all. And I’m not messing with you man, not one bit. The catch is, I want you to fuck her too. You see, I’m the kind of guy who likes to watch, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    And Ezra did know what he meant. At least a little bit. He’d heard of couples who were into this kind of thing but he always thought it was probably a myth. Something that only existed in fantasies and porno movies.  
 
    But the man took the liberty of giving him the whole spiel about her being a hotwife and him being a cuckold and how they really got off as a couple finding hot, dominant alpha males to be the “Bull” in their relationship whenever they went away on vacation together. 
 
    At first, Ezra thought the whole thing sounded a little too weird for him. She was fine as all hell but he didn’t know how comfortable he was with the husband watching and him having to assume the role of the Bull and all that.  
 
    But then, he thought, it had been a while since he’d been laid and well, they say you should try everything once. 
 
    So, Ezra shrugged his shoulders and said, what the hell.  
 
    “Alright, I’m game,” he said.  
 
    And the man’s face lit up as he turned and nodded to his wife. 
 
    Ezra eventually joined them at their table for a few rounds of drinks to get everyone acquainted and their inhibitions lowered just enough before the three of them left the bar and returned to the couple’s hotel suite just a few blocks away as the clock approached midnight. 
 
    He was, understandably, a little nervous at first. But thankfully this was not the couple’s first time and they were both very nice and made him feel at ease. 
 
    Well, that and the man’s stunning wife stripping naked in front of him and giving him a world-class lap dance while he and the husband had another cocktail. 
 
    Within seconds, his ten inch python was hard as a rock and the only thing he could again find himself thinking about was sticking his big, black cock between her beautiful white breasts and titty fucking her senseless.  
 
    “Now remember, don’t hold anything back. She’s all yours and she wants to be fucked like the slut that she is,” the husband said, “isn’t that right, honey?” 
 
    “Mmmhmm,” she whispered as she backed her ass up on Ezra’s lap, her firm ass cheeks serving as a quasi-bun for Ezra’s hot dog, as it were, as she ground down and around, pulsing and twerking to the beat. He didn’t remember what the song was, but the next thing he knew, the wife spun around and dropped to her knees before him on the carpeted floor and began running a hand over the outside of his designer jeans.  
 
    Ezra remembered looking over at the husband, thinking surely at any moment, the jig would be up and it would all turn out to be a joke. Or worse, the husband would suddenly think better of it and come to his senses as he flew into a rage over his wife whoring herself out like that for a perfect stranger they’d just met in a bar around the corner.  
 
    But none of that happened.  
 
    The man just smiled and nodded his head and mouthed the word enjoy. 
 
    And enjoy he did. 
 
    While he wasn’t quite a natural, he thought he did pretty well for his first foray into this new world of sin and debauchery. 
 
    The husband and wife coached him up a bit to bring his performance up to something close to the standard they were used to with their other “bulls,” as they kept referring to them. 
 
    Ezra was to be the dominant one in the room. He was to treat the wife, essentially like a slut (in the most respectful, tasteful way possible), and he was supposed to provide the kind of experience that would allow the wife to taunt and tease the husband. Ezra was encouraged to join in occasionally, as long as he remained respectful of the boundaries: taunt and tease, sure, but never venture too far into outright humiliation and degradation. 
 
    Some people liked to be completely humiliated, they informed him, but that wasn’t so in their particular case. 
 
    The crux of the experience was this: his wife was too hot for him, too sexually insatiable to ever be satisfied fully by him and his below average equipment. And so she needed to take additional, big-dicked lovers in an attempt to quench what, in this fantasy, was an unquenchable thirst for well-hung alpha males. 
 
    And that night, Ezra was lucky enough to be the well-hung alpha male. 
 
    The bull in the room.   
 
    The couple was in town for a week and as a result, Ezra got one hell of an introduction to the lifestyle. He was instantly and hopelessly hooked. 
 
    The feeling of dominating another man’s wife right in front of him was unlike anything he’d ever experienced on the basketball court or on Wall Street executing trades worth tens or even hundreds of millions of dollars. The rush of those activities was great, but it was nothing compared to being The Bull In The Room. 
 
    Making that man’s wife come over and over again while her husband just sat and watched, and got off on it? He couldn’t believe it was a real thing.  
 
    Like any true alpha male, Ezra enjoyed a good power trip. Dominating on the court and in business gave him that, sure enough. And he loved it.  
 
    But this? This was power plus pleasure and it was one potent, explosive combination that he simply found irresistible. 
 
    It consumed him. It became not only the next thing, but the only thing. 
 
    He quickly formed a little business of sorts. Off the books, of course, and became somewhat of a legend in these certain circles of like-minded people who were interested in his services. 
 
    Simply put, a guy like Ezra was always in high demand.  
 
    He eventually settled down in a nice, custom-built, modern-mega-mansion overlooking the Pacific Ocean where he often entertained and performed his services for his uber-exclusive and super elite client list, a list that Ezra had recently joked, was even harder to get on than the country club he’d just jumped through several hoops to join. He’d had to call in a few favors with some of his most powerful friends, including a U.S. Senator whose wife he’d had the pleasure of fucking on several occasions, to get accepted at Emerald Hills. 
 
    He was getting a tour of the club and the sprawling grounds when a blonde bombshell, who he would come to later know as Christine Caldwell, brushed up against him. She was walking with her head down and didn’t notice him. 
 
    The blonde bombshell dropped her designer bag filled with designer things which spilled all over the cement floor just outside the club’s poolside bistro. 
 
    “I’m sorry, excuse me,” he said, even though it had been her fault. “Let me help you with that.” 
 
    Ezra knelt down beside her and noticed the biggest diamond engagement ring he’d ever seen and a matching wedding band studded with diamonds that easily had to be worth five or even six figures. Each. 
 
    When he crouched down to help her, he met her eyes and knew instantly. 
 
    It was a skill he’d developed. 
 
    Or maybe it was natural. 
 
    But he could always tell. 
 
    Her husband hasn’t fucked her right in years. Because he won’t or because he can’t? Either way, it doesn’t matter. She’s dying for some good dick. And that’s something I can definitely help her with. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said with an embarrassed smile that all but confirmed his suspicions. 
 
    She accepted her phone from his outstretched hand, brushed a blonde curl from her face, and was gone. 
 
    But not from his imagination. 
 
    For the next several nights, the blonde bombshell would visit him in his dreams and do all kinds of freaky, nasty things to him and his body. 
 
    He had to have her. 
 
    And, as whenever Ezra Ellington had to have something or especially someone, he would. 
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 Chapter 1 
 
    It was a hot and sweaty Christmas and my wife, Annabelle, and I couldn’t have been in higher spirits. We had finally made it happen. We had finally managed to delicately, politely, and with less fanfare than anticipated and quite a bit more confidence and grace, inform our respective families that we would not be joining them for the holiday season this year. We were opting instead to spend it in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, all-inclusive resort that we’d been dying to visit for the better part of a decade. 
 
    We had successfully traded the gray, gloomy winter, beige food, and bland egg nog for palm-lined beaches, coral reefs, Michelin-Star-quality restaurants, and an endless supply of tropical drinks with tiny umbrellas. Instead of suffering quietly in the bitter, freezing cold and miserable snow and the cacophony of blaring car horns from angry, stressed-out Massholes, we were frolicking half-naked beneath a Caribbean sun on a gorgeous white-sand beach with crystal clear, azure water providing the relaxing soundtrack to a much different kind of Christmas than we were used to. Needless to say, it was a Christmas that we wouldn’t soon forget. 
 
    On Christmas Eve, the third day of our stay, we decided to have brunch at the restaurant located on the third-story veranda overlooking the gigantic pool area below with a breathtaking view of the ocean several hundred yards beyond that. It was a pristine day and one that, as I recall, seemed to demand copious amounts of champagne with our expertly prepared eggs benedict. Annabelle and I clinked glass after glass, toasting our ingenious escape from the East Coast and our families, and laughed in the mid-morning sun, truly enjoying each other's company for the first time in what felt like years. Looking back it was clear that before this trip, we’d sort of been going through the motions. Placing the important things on the back-burner and putting our relationship on autopilot, as it were. 
 
    As we talked and laughed and ate and drank on the veranda on that gorgeous day, it became quite clear to me that we needed not only to escape the oppressive New England winter and our annoying families, but we needed this. Our relationship needed some alone time, some time to reflect and heal from years of taking each other for granted and letting the days and years just fall off the calendar without really taking the time to savor us. And now here we were and I could feel a shift, it was subtle, but we were opening up to each other again, letting our guards down, allowing ourselves to be vulnerable and in the process we were reconnecting. To put a finer point on it, we were falling in love all over again. 
 
    Our minds in a champagne colored haze, we finished eating (and polished off a few more bottles) before we retired to our suite to get changed and head down to the beach to enjoy Christmas Eve like we never had before. I changed into my trunks quickly as we’d left the balcony doors open and I was worried a curious onlooker down at the pool might happen to glance up and see my pale white nether region staring back at them. The horror, the horror! 
 
    Annabelle changed in front of the mirror over near the bathroom into a revealing, dark red two-piece suit that fit her curves in all the right ways and I found myself struggling to keep my prick in its proper place so as not to create an embarrassing pants tent that would only serve to expose more man-thigh than was already showing. Which was certainly too much as far as I was concerned but Annabelle insisted that it was in fact the style these days and to wear my old, longer trunks out in public would only serve to embarrass her and me. But of course, more importantly, her. 
 
    However, try as I may, my member simply would not cooperate and within a few seconds I went from half-mast to full speed ahead and there were no pleats on which to blame an optical illusion or a trick of the light. Before I could hide my shame or at least tuck it up into my waistband, Annabell spun around from the mirror and instantly spotted the unmistakable bulge pointing directly at her curvaceous hips which now faced me square on. 
 
    “Ahoy, sailor,” she said with a sly grin. 
 
    I opened my mouth but no words came forth as she walked slowly towards me, her hips swaying in rhythm from side to side with each step closer. I was frozen in place, mesmerized by her movements, ever more blood rushing to the tip of my dick and engorging my shaft so full to the brim that it ached. Her newly minted sun-kissed skin caught the shining rays from over my shoulder and glistened in the soft light and for a moment she seemed aglow with all the sexual energy that suddenly charged the room. 
 
    “Did you swipe a banana from the buffet or are you just happy to see me?” she said, as she at last arrived where I was standing and pressed her body firmly into mine. She planted a soft, delicate kiss on my quivering lips and gently brushed her hand over my chest, tracing an imaginary line with her fingernail from sternum to navel and finally to my crotch, where her fingers slowly and methodically inspected the situation below deck. I gulped hard and stammered something, I can’t remember what, but it only served to make her giggle. She placed her hand over her lips and gasped, teasing me.  
 
    “My, my, my William, you are happy to see me, aren’t you?” 
 
    I nodded my head yes. 
 
    Before I knew what was happening, Annabelle dropped to her knees in front of me and had my trunks down around my ankles in a flash. I was now standing, completely naked, with the balcony doors open behind me, the warm, salty sea breeze whipping at my bare ass cheeks. 
 
    “Annabelle, we can’t do this here, we have to close the…” but my sentence was cut short as my wife took me into her mouth and all the way down her throat so that her nose was pressed against my pelvis. I had the presence of mind to thank my lucky stars that I’d decided to perform some long overdue manscaping just that morning in the shower as she held the position for a few long seconds before pulling off and gasping for a breath of air. She began stroking my hard cock in her left hand while gazing directly into my eyes, a devilish grin on her face. 
 
    We hadn’t has sex in weeks and I was sure it had been at least two months before that. The way we were going, we were lucky if we reached a baker’s dozen in a year and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gotten a blowjob. But there I was, buck naked for all of the Caribbean to see, my wife on her knees on the cold, tile floor of our suite, greedily slurping on my dick. Where in the hell was this coming from? 
 
    Well, in truth I knew damn well where it was coming from. As shy and reserved as she might often be, Annabelle had a tendency to really - and I mean really - let loose when drink was involved. She wasn’t a lightweight by any stretch but she rarely ever imbibed at home aside from the occasional glass or two of red wine with dinner and maybe one or two more at parties. By my count, we’d polished off three bottles of bubbly and so she was quite tipsy but not embarrassingly, fall-down drunk. When in these states, rare though they may be, she had a tendency to develop a bit of a hard edge in her personality, to eagerly play the part of an instigator, always looking for a bit of harmless trouble. All of this meant that she was also in the perfect zone to drop her inhibitions and let her inner-slut out. A version of herself that I had seldom seen since we were at university together over a decade ago. But I must admit, with the way things were going, this version of Annabelle was a sight for sore eyes - or was it sore balls? 
 
    “Let ‘em watch, who cares? We’ll never see any of these people again,” she said and spat on the head of my cock to lube it up as she stroked more vigorously. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me, right here, right now,” she said, standing up and pulling me over towards the bed. “Come on, fuck me,” she said rather sternly.  
 
    At this point, I let instinct take over and simply did as I was told. Never look a gift horse in the mouth they tell me. And with frequent droughts I was prone to experiencing back home, I wouldn’t have dared just then. 
 
    I followed her over to the bed where she pushed me backward across the sheets so that I was lying horizontally across the bed instead of vertically. She pounced on top of me and in one single motion managed to grab my cock and slide it effortlessly into her dripping wet pussy with an audible gasp. 
 
    She began riding me, slowly at first, but then fast and hard. Her juices dripping down my balls and coating them in a thick white resin. 
 
    “Oh fuck yes, Will,” she exclaimed, “I missed this hard cock inside me…” 
 
    “I missed you too,” I said, trying to sit up a little, bringing my torso off the bed to meet her halfway for a kiss, but at that exact moment she placed both her hands firmly on my chest and pressed me back down onto the white linen sheets and rode me harder. 
 
    “Why don’t you fuck me any more baby? You know how much I need some hard dick in my life, don’t you?” her guard was clearly down and she was really letting loose, I hadn’t heard her talk like this in years.  
 
    “I - yes I do…” I stammered. She was closing her eyes tightly as she rode me to orgasm. That’s when things took a, shall we say interesting, turn 
 
    “Well, then why don’t you fuck me more - fuck me like the slut that I am, don’t you want this pussy baby? Wrapped around your hard cock?” 
 
    “Well, yes. I mean of course I --” 
 
    Her eyes snapped wide open and for a moment I didn’t recognize her. The person staring back at me seemed like a stranger in a strange land and the words that came out of her mouth next seemed to flow forth in slow motion. 
 
    “Or do you want to watch me get fucked...by someone else? Someone with a bigger, fatter cock? Would you like that, Will? Seeing your wife fucked right in front of you, by another man?” 
 
    I couldn’t believe my ears. What was she saying to me? The only thing I knew for sure was that my dick was going to explode if this strange woman kept egging me on like this. But rather than admit that the jig was up and go along, I tried to pretend I didn’t know what she was talking about, even though deep down...I did.  
 
    “Wait - what? What are you talking about?” I said as she slowed down her thrusts and began slowly raising and lowering herself up and down on my shaft. She never broke eye contact. 
 
    “Oh, don’t lie to me, William...I found your stash…” she let that hang in the air as I lay helplessly beneath her. Oh no. 
 
    “My stash?” 
 
    How had she stumbled upon my stash? How did she? What was happening? When? Who? I was at a total loss and drowning in my own dreadful thoughts.  
 
    “Don’t play stupid with me, I found your porn…” she leaned back so that her arms were behind her on the bed, shoulders back, her chest opening towards me, hips forward as she slowly grinded the top of her pussy onto the head of my cock, the roughness tickling the nerve endings of my cap in all the right ways.   
 
    “Those dirty wives cheating on their husbands with those big, sexy cocks...I had no idea that’s what you were into,” she said, smiling as if she had opened up my soul and laid all my darkest secrets bare right before me. My head was spinning, I didn’t know which way was up. The juxtaposition of the world I’d been in just moments ago - the one where I was casually brunching at a Caribbean beach resort with my lovely wife - and the one I found myself in now had me trapped in a vortex of very confusing and, I must say, very arousing emotions. 
 
    “I’m not into - that’s not…” 
 
    She reached down with her right hand and placed her index finger over my lips to shush me. 
 
    “It’s ok baby, I want to help you,” she said, “I want to help you live out your fantasy…” 
 
    I was so close to exploding I couldn’t even manage a single syllable at that moment. I was totally powerless before her and she knew it. She was relishing the dominant role.  
 
    “I want to help you cum baby, so just think of me...right in front of you. I’m right in front of you as another man slides his big, fat cock between my legs and you’re just sitting there. You can’t even touch me you just have to watch as -” 
 
    The cry of my orgasm cut her off abruptly as I unleashed a torrent of cum deep inside her, filling her up with my hot, sticky seed. 
 
    “Holy shit,” I whimpered as she still sat on top of me. 
 
    She looked down on me with the smile of a benevolent dictator and patted me on the chest. 
 
    “Mmmm, yeah,” she said, “that’s exactly what I thought.” She leaned over and kissed me before leaving me in a heap on the bed while she went to clean herself up in the bathroom. Before I had time to process what had just happened, she returned looking hotter than ever before, glowing stronger even. Something about her had changed. 
 
    “Ready to go to the beach?” she said, as sweet and innocent as ever before. And as if the whole ordeal hadn’t just happened. 
 
    I looked back at her, dumbfounded.  
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 Chapter 1 
(Noah) 
 
    Our big trip was in big danger of being cancelled.  
 
    Not by me, but by my wife when she found out that Claire and Liam had to cancel at the last minute.  
 
    I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    Not that I was mad at them. Claire’s mother was sick. Cancer. Life’s a bitch and I understood that all too well. 
 
    But now I was afraid Amy was going to back out too. 
 
    It took months of pleading and tactful negotiation to get her to even consider it and the fact that we would have Claire and Liam there as a safety net was what finally convinced her to commit to giving it a try. 
 
    Now it was just going to be the two of us and my stomach was in knots. There was almost zero chance Amy would still be up for the trip.  
 
    And it wasn’t the nearly ten-grand in non-refundable travel expenses that had me upset. Drop in the bucket for us. 
 
    No, this was like waking up on December 25th to find out Santa called in sick and Christmas was cancelled.  
 
    This was something I had been looking forward to for a long time. Amy was finally warming up to the idea, really getting into it.  
 
    This Claire and Liam bombshell I was about to drop on her was going to knock us back to square one, or worse. 
 
    In about twenty minutes I’d be home early from work, just as we’d planned.  
 
    Amy would be waiting in the lobby of our apartment building with our bags packed, ready to go.  
 
    Now I was going to have to tell her to head back upstairs and unpack. We would not be catching our 3:00 PM flight out of LaGuardia. 
 
    Instead, we’d be searching for another way to spend the long holiday weekend that we suddenly had no plans for.  
 
    As I weaved in and out of traffic on my way through the Lincoln Tunnel, I held a tiny memorial service in my head for the epic trip that was now D.O.A. 
 
    I thought about the private villa overlooking the Caribbean that was waiting for us. The tropical drinks, the white sand, the clear blue water...the parties.  
 
    Claire and Liam had been going to Heartbreak Cove for a few years now and every time they came back they were glowing. Healthier. Younger looking even. 
 
    I envied them. 
 
    They’d spent most of the previous year convincing us to give it a try after extending an uber-exclusive invite to us to join The Club as they referred to it.  
 
    And now they were screwing me.  
 
    I thought about Amy lying naked on our bed on top of soft white sheets in a bright white room, her blonde hair falling down around her breasts and shimmering against her sun-kissed skin. I pictured the curve of her hip as she lay facing me, our eyes locked in a passionate gaze as she smiled at me and opened herself up for...someone else… 
 
    My pants tightened around my crotch as I found myself stiffer than I’d been the first time I stole my dad’s raunchy Beer-Calendar collection back in the seventh grade. 
 
    I soon found myself in Midtown, a few blocks from our building. Hard on still raging. I could see the valet standing outside in his red coat and white gloves.  
 
    I thought about the Mets and their prospects for the upcoming summer and I went from midnight back down to six in the blink of an eye.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
(Amy) 
 
    I couldn’t believe we were actually going to go through with it. I was excited, nervous, and more than a little unsure. 
 
    But our friends asked us to go and after a little coaxing from my husband, we said yes. We made a commitment.  
 
    Noah made all the arrangements, booked the necessary accommodations, and there was no backing out now.  
 
    Thankfully, our friends Claire and Liam would be with us every step of the way. 
 
    Noah would arrive in twenty minutes and soon after we’d be in a cab on our way to catch our 3:00 PM flight out of LaGuardia. 
 
    I stood in the lobby of our apartment building, bags packed and ready to go. A nervous anticipation flowed through me.  
 
    There was a pit the size of Texas in my stomach and more than once I thought I might vomit. At one point I even took my phone out to call Noah and tell him I couldn’t go through with it.  
 
    I knew he’d be upset - not because of the money, we could afford it - but because he was just so excited. This trip was going to be a dream come true for him. 
 
    For me? Well, I wasn’t sure. 
 
     I found the idea both incredibly exciting and incredibly nerve-racking. 
 
    What if something went wrong? What if we did something we couldn’t come back from? What if our relationship couldn’t handle it? What if…? 
 
    But then I reminded myself what Noah told me. That I didn’t have to do anything if I didn’t feel comfortable. We could just go and enjoy the beach and soak up some sun. Just because we were going didn’t mean I had to... 
 
    My mind drifted off...it was around Christmas, about two years ago. I guess you could say it was the catalyst. The event, if you will, that took us down this path. 
 
    We were at Noah’s company Holiday Party and it turned into a wild night for the two of us.  
 
    After the party we went out for a few more drinks, as if the open bar at Le Fin wasn’t enough. 
 
    Eventually we ended up in a limo Noah had hired for the night and to take us to our beach house in the Hampton’s for the remainder of the weekend.  
 
    More drinks followed in the limo. I’d packed a few airplane bottles in my purse in case of emergency and we decided to crack them open and enjoy the ride.  
 
    We weren’t exactly wasted, we knew how to enjoy ourselves responsibly. But we were definitely feeling loose. 
 
    I remember as soon as we got in the door, Noah was unzipping the sexy little black dress I’d bought just for the occasion and before I knew it we were on the hardwood floor in the foyer and his rock hard cock was inside me and I was running my fingers through his dark hair as he sucked hard on my neck. I knew he was going to leave a mark but it felt so good that I didn’t care. 
 
    I could feel his chiseled abs and rock hard chest pressing down on me as he ravaged my body. 
 
    We always had good sex. But the sex we had we when were a little drunk was always just...well, Noah had a tendency to get more aggressive and quite a bit kinkier.  
 
    Only this time, he said something that took me by surprise.  
 
    “You know what would be so hot?” he whispered in my ear. “If we had a threesome.” 
 
    Okay, obviously a threesome is not all that surprising coming from a man. It probably tops every male sexual fantasy list out there.  
 
    But, I enjoy dirty talk so I decided to play along. 
 
    “Oh yeah? You think you could handle me and another girl at the same time?” 
 
    He thrusted himself deeper into me and I felt myself edging closer to climax as I clenched myself around his dick. 
 
    “No, no. Not that kind of threesome,” he said, almost out of breath. “I want to see you with two dicks. Me and another guy…” his voice trailed off as he pummeled me harder and harder. 
 
    “I want to watch you get fucked by someone else,” he said as he nibbled on my ear. 
 
    I came immediately and he came shortly thereafter. I’d never considered having sex with someone else, let alone doing it in front of my husband or with my husband. But I have to admit, even then, I did find the idea very arousing. 
 
    The problem was, it also made me feel guilty once things cooled down a bit. 
 
    After that, Noah collapsed on the floor beside me and we each lay there in total silence as we tried to catch our breath. 
 
    I can’t speak for Noah, but I know what was on my mind right then: the thought of another dick inside me. A dick that wasn’t my husband’s. 
 
    I felt myself getting wet and horny again and immediately felt bad. I pushed the thought away and stood up to get some water and change into my pajamas. 
 
    Neither of us said another word about it that night and we eventually went to bed and drifted off to sleep. 
 
    I awoke the next morning to a dripping wet pussy as Noah gently slid two fingers in and out, caressing the walls of my vagina ever so softly to coax me awake.  
 
    It was a nice way to wake up.  
 
    Before I knew it he was back on top and inside me again. He was even harder than the night before and I felt like I was going to come immediately.  
 
    Then he leaned down and whispered in my ear, “Remember what we talked about last night?” I felt his warm, stale breath tickle my ear and broke out in gooseflesh.  
 
    Yes, I remembered.  
 
    I was instantly wetter and began to breathe harder and faster.  
 
    “Yes,” I whispered back. 
 
    “What did we talk about?” he asked with a devilish grin on his face as we locked eyes. 
 
    “Having a threesome…” I said, gasping for air, “me with two dicks…” 
 
    He thrusted harder. 
 
    “You watching me. Watching me get fucked…” 
 
    As soon as I said fucked I could feel him emptying his load inside me. A warm, full feeling washed over me and I came harder than I’d ever come in my life.  
 
    He collapsed back next to me on his side of the bed gasping for air, totally spent. 
 
    The lobby door swung open and in walked Noah, snapping me out of my trip down memory lane.  
 
    “Hey baby, all set?” Noah said as he approached me.  
 
    “Hey sweetie,” I said, “Yep, all set.” 
 
    Looking back, I should have known something was wrong by the way he was carrying himself. But for some reason, I didn’t pick up on it. My radar was being jammed and I didn’t have a clue.  
 
    Maybe it was willful ignorance on the part of my subconscious. Maybe, deep down, a secret part of me was just dying to go on this trip. 
 
    When I think back on it, I’m almost positive that’s what it was.  
 
    Funny how that works, isn’t it? 
 
    And I’m glad it worked out that way because as I would come to find out, Claire and Liam were really onto something.  
 
    Getting railed by a random dick while your husband watches, as he stares deeply into your eyes and tells you how much he loves you as you moan and shake and writhe on another man’s giant cock...well, it’s the best drug there is and while it almost didn’t happen, when it did, I was a junkie right from the start. 
 
    “Heard from Claire and Liam?” I asked. 
 
    “Hmm?” Noah said, pretending he didn’t catch the question. 
 
    “Have you heard from Claire and Liam,” I repeated. 
 
    “Listen…” he said, a pregnant pause hung in the air.  
 
      
 
    END OF PREVIEW 
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