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Chapter 1

There’s something about watching my wife get ready for another man that makes me feel more alive than I should probably admit.

Not that I’d ever done it before. Not until right now.

We’ve talked about it. Sure. Messed around in bed with some dirty talk. You probably know what I mean.

But tonight?

Tonight is the real deal.

She’s standing in front of the mirror, applying lip gloss with slow, deliberate strokes. The kind she knows I like — the shimmery, slutty kind that makes her lips look extra full, extra soft, and like they are just begging to suck on some dick.

Her hair’s curled just a little, falling over one shoulder like a casual accident. She’s not wearing a bra. I can tell, even before she turns.

"You think this dress is too much?" Allie asks, smoothing her hands down the sides of her hips. The thin black fabric clings to her curves like it was custom made for her. “Too obvious?”

“Too obvious for what?” I ask, sitting on the edge of the bed, already semi-hard. “For playing board games with the neighbors?”

She grins at me in the mirror. That grin. My god, that grin. It’s the one she wears when she’s turned on but trying to pretend she isn’t.

“You know what I mean.”

I do. I really do.

We’ve talked about this for months. Years, really. It started as a fantasy. Some dirty talk. Late-night porn binges where the search bar always ended with “BBC” or “hotwife interracial.”

Her hand between her legs. Mine wrapped around my cock. Whispered names that always circled back to one in particular.

Wesley.

Tall. Built like a linebacker. That perfect mix of smooth and cocky. Our neighbor, our friend, and – tonight, if things go the way we hope –  our first.

Allie’s first…

“You’re perfect,” I say, meaning it. “He won’t be able to take his eyes off you.”

She bites her lip, nervous now.

“You think he’ll stay?”

“Hell yeah, he’ll stay.”

“I mean after…until everyone else, you know…is gone?”

I stand, walk up behind her. Wrap my arms around her waist and kiss the bare skin of her shoulder.

“He’s into you. He always has been. I see the way he looks at you.”

“He’s never made a move.”

I laughed.

“Come on. You’re a married woman. Wes is a good guy – he’s not gonna make a move unless you make it clear.”

She leans back into me, her body soft and warm. I can feel her heart beating faster.

“We can still back out,” I say, my voice low. “Call it off. Play it safe.”

She turns in my arms, those wide eyes looking up at me. There’s fear in them. But excitement too. A bright, buzzing hunger.

“No,” she whispers. “I want this. I’ve never wanted anything more.”

And I just can’t help myself.

I grab her hips and grip them tightly, pulling her close to me, and I get right in her face. We’ve still got a solid hour before any of the neighbors start to show up.

“Never wanted what more?” I growl into her ear as I start to nibble at her lobe.

Allie lets out a soft moan as I work her neck.

Her breath catches, and she shudders against me. I feel her melt, feel the heat of her body through the thin fabric.

“To fuck him,” she gasps. “To fuck his big, black cock while you watch.”

Fuck, she knows how to push my buttons.

“I’m gonna hold you to that,” I say, giving her a playful, possessive smack on her ass.

She yelps but doesn’t move away. Her eyes stay locked on mine, daring me to make her late for this little party we’ve set up.

And I think I’m going to do just that.

I slide my hand up her leg, feeling the heat of her skin until I hit nothing but soft, wet pussy. She’s not wearing any panties either. I groan as I feel her slickness coat my fingers.

“Look at you,” I say. “Already dripping. You really are a bad girl, aren’t you?”

Her fingers tangle in my hair as I drop to my knees, burying my face between her legs. She’s sweet and musky.

Her thighs clamp around my head, pulling me closer. My lips move against her, tongue teasing and tasting until she’s moaning loud enough for the neighbors to hear if they were here already, waiting downstairs in our living room.

“Fuck, fuck…” she gasps. “Oh god…”

Her body tenses, quivers. I know she’s close, and I don’t let up until she’s coming hard against my mouth.

“God, I want to unzip you and fuck you right here in front of this mirror so you can see what a slut you really are,” I say.

Allie gasps and smiles. She turns and bends over, offering her zipper and her backside to me.

“Then fucking do it,” she says with a hard edge in her voice.

I don’t need to be asked twice.

I yank the zipper down and push the dress off her shoulders, watching it pool at her feet. She’s naked now, completely bare, and I take a second to drink in the sight of her. Allie. My wife. My beautiful slut.

I slip out of my clothes in record time, grab her hips, and push inside her in one rough move. She gasps and throws her head back, eyes locking onto mine in the mirror.

She’s still slick from before, so fucking wet, and it makes me groan as she pulls me deeper.

My hand grips her hair, twisting it around my fist as I pound into her – harder than I’ve ever fucked her before. Harder because I know that’s what she wants tonight.

“Is this what you really want?” I ask between thrusts.

“Yes,” she moans. “Yes…!”

“I’m gonna watch him fuck you,” I say. “Watch him fill you up with that big, black cock.”

“Fuck yes,” she whispers.

Her eyes burn in the reflection, daring me, begging me. I grip her hips and thrust deeper, harder.

“Jesus,” I grunt. “Look at you…”

I love the way she looks right now – wild and wanton. Her tits bouncing with every thrust. Her cheeks flushed that perfect pink.

I feel the tension building fast, too fast maybe, but I’m too wound up to care. It only takes a few more seconds before I’m right on the edge.

“I’m gonna fucking come,” I say through gritted teeth.

“Do it,” she demands. “Come inside me.”

And I do. I explode deep inside her, filling her while she moans and pushes back against me until we’re both spent and gasping for air.

We collapse together on the bed, tangled up in each other’s limbs.

“You’re incredible,” I say, brushing hair away from her face.

She kisses me, sweet and soft this time.

“We’re gonna be late,” she says with a mischievous grin.

I watch as she gets up and heads to the bathroom for a quick shower. I fix myself in the mirror while she freshens up and I grin. We’re really going to try this, aren’t we?

Before I know it, Allie is out of the shower, totally refreshed and redone up, and stepping back into her dress. She looks even sexier now with her skin glowing and flushed, her lips swollen from kissing and coming so hard.

“Think anyone will notice?” she asks as she zips up.

“They’ll notice,” I laugh. “But not for the reasons you think.”

She’s not convinced. She spritzes herself with a little more perfume – just enough to cover any lingering trace of our little pre-party activity – and checks herself one last time in the mirror.

“Are we really gonna do this?” she asks. But it’s a rhetorical question and we both know the answer. I decide to answer her anyway.

“Hell yeah we are,” I say with a wink. “Let’s go get everything ready.”


Chapter 2

By the time the first knock hits the door, we’re both composed – on the outside, at least. No one would ever know what we’d just been up to.

No one but us.

Allie’s dressed to kill again, her dark dress smoothed out, her makeup retouched. You’d never know she came so hard ten minutes ago she could barely stand.

She’s all smiles and charm now, holding a wine bottle in one hand and that subtle confidence in the other – the kind only a woman who knows she’s wanted can wear.

I open the door to the Millers. They’re smiling, chatty, already a few drinks in. I force myself to make small talk, usher them in, start pouring drinks. My mind’s somewhere else. Somewhere very specific.

Wesley hasn’t arrived yet.

But he will.

Allie plays hostess like it’s second nature. She laughs too loud at a joke about HOA drama. She passes out cocktail napkins.

She compliments Emily’s earrings like she actually cares. But every so often, her eyes flick to the door.

She’s not waiting for Emily. Or Matt. Or Liz and Kevin, who show up five minutes later with a tray of hummus and matching smug grins.

She’s waiting for him.

And so am I.

And then, twenty minutes in, he walks in like he owns the goddamn place.

Wesley’s wearing a dark fitted polo and jeans. Simple. Casual. But it hugs his chest and arms in all the right ways. He’s smiling, that easy, cocky grin that makes you forget what you were saying.

“Sorry I’m late,” he says, flashing Allie a glance before turning to me. “Got caught on a call.”

“No worries, man,” I say, handing him a beer. “Glad you made it.”

Allie brushes past us with a fresh wineglass.

“You’re just in time,” she says, and her voice is velvety sweet. “We’re about to start round one.”

Wesley’s eyes flick to hers. Just for a second. But I see it.

He notices.

…

The living room buzzes with small talk, clinking glasses, and cheap plastic game pieces. It’s all smiles and surface-level stuff. But under it? There’s tension. An undercurrent.

Allie and Wesley are sitting on the floor across from each other. I’m wedged between two couples on the couch watching it all unfold. We’re all technically playing – but my attention’s locked on the slow shift happening between those two.

At first, it’s subtle.

A shared laugh. A quick glance. Her knee brushing his as she leans forward to grab the dice. An “accidental” touch when she hands him a card. Little things.

But they build.

Allie’s laughter gets softer, throatier. Wesley starts leaning in when he talks to her, his voice dropping just enough. Her eyes start lingering when he speaks. His hand stays a little too long when he reaches past her for another drink.

The others don’t seem to notice. They’re wrapped up in trivia questions and inside jokes. But I see it.

And I know Allie feels it too.

Because when she glances at me across the room, there’s a question in her eyes.

Is it working?

I give her the smallest nod. Yes. It is.

…

An hour passes. Then two.

Slowly, one by one, the other couples start to leave. Gotta relieve the babysitters. Work in the morning. A dog that needs letting out. The usual excuses.

Wesley doesn’t budge.

He stretches on the floor, one arm over the back of the couch, legs out, completely at ease. His beer’s still half-full. His smile hasn’t faded.

Allie stands, collecting empty glasses and muttering something about another bottle of wine.

“You good?” I ask Wesley, already knowing the answer.

“Yeah,” he says, eyes flicking to Allie’s retreating figure in the kitchen. “I’m good.”

The second the front door clicks closed behind the last couple, it’s like the whole house exhales.

We’re alone.

And everything is quiet.

Allie returns with fresh wine for all three of us. She sinks onto the couch beside me – our spot – but she doesn’t tuck into me the way she usually does.

She’s angled slightly toward Wesley. Legs crossed. Glass cradled in both hands. Like she’s ready to talk. Ready to play.

And Wesley?

He shifts forward. Just slightly.

“You guys always host the wildest game nights,” he says, teasing.

“Oh?” Allie asks, tilting her head. “You think this was wild?”

Wesley raises an eyebrow.

“Wasn’t it?”

She leans forward, the neckline of her dress dipping just enough to be noticeable.

“Maybe the night’s not over yet.”

I feel it then. The moment.

The crackle in the air. The unspoken invitation. The possibility hanging there, just out of reach.

This is it.

We could still back out.

But we won’t.

Because we’ve come this far. And Allie’s already gone deeper than she’s ever dared before.

She shifts her eyes to me. Waiting. Checking.

I nod again. Just once.

Wesley looks between us, picking up the signal. His smile falters, just for a second. Like he’s not sure if this is a joke.

Then Allie sets her glass down.

“Truth or dare?” she says.

Her voice is soft. But electric.

And just like that, the real game begins.


Chapter 3

“Truth or dare?” she repeats.

Wesley is caught off guard for a nano-second, but quickly picks it up.

Allie’s voice is soft, almost playful. But the look in her eyes is anything but. This isn’t a party game anymore. This is her testing the water.

Wesley blinks once. Smiles.

“Truth.”

Allie takes a slow sip of her wine. Stalling. Or savoring.

She sets her glass down, leans in slightly. Her legs cross tighter, thighs shifting beneath that dress.

“Okay,” she says. “What’s the dirtiest thing you’ve ever done with a married woman?”

Wesley laughs, caught off guard—but not flustered. His eyes flick to mine for the briefest moment, then right back to Allie.

“That’s a hell of a question.”

“Too much?” she asks, feigning innocence.

“Nah,” he says, leaning forward on his elbows. “Just bold.”

He swirls his beer.

“Easy answer. Nothing.”

“Nothing?”

Wesley nods.

“Never been with a married woman,” he says with a wink.

“Wanna change that?” Allie asks with a raised eyebrow.

Wesley takes a deep breath but doesn’t respond. He’s playing the game.

“Okay,” Wesley says, setting down his drink. “Your turn. Truth or dare?”

Allie looks at me first.

I don’t speak. I don’t move.

Because this is her choice. It always has been.

She turns back to Wesley.

“Dare,” she says.

And just like that, the floor drops out from under the night.

Wesley studies her for a second. Like he’s deciding if he’s dreaming. Or if this is some kind of trick.

Then he sits up straighter. His voice drops.

“I dare you,” he says, “to kiss me. Right in front of your husband.”

Not a beat skipped. No hesitation.

Allie doesn’t laugh or deflect. She doesn’t pretend to be shocked.

She just nods. Stands. Walks over to him.

And straddles his lap.

My heart is pounding so hard I can hear it in my ears. My breath is shallow. But I don’t stop it. I don’t say a word.

Wesley’s hands hover at her waist, like he’s not sure if he’s allowed to touch her yet.

And then she leans in. One hand behind his neck. One on his chest.

Their lips meet.

It starts slow. Tentative. Just lips.

But it doesn’t stay that way.

His hands find her hips. Her fingers tighten in his shirt. The kiss deepens, becomes something hungry and hot and utterly unambiguous.

She shifts in his lap, grinding down ever so slightly.

And I know – I know – she feels him getting hard underneath her.

I swallow hard, cock thick and throbbing inside my jeans. My wife is straddling another man, kissing him like she’s already halfway to fucking him, and I can’t look away.

When she finally pulls back, they’re both breathing harder.

She slides off his lap slowly and settles back on the couch beside me. Her dress is hiked just a little higher. Her lip gloss is smudged. Her nipples are hard through the fabric.

No one says anything for a moment.

Then Wesley speaks, voice low.

“You want another round?”

Allie licks her lips.

“Sure.”

Wesley looks at me this time. Really looks.

“You in?”

My voice is hoarse when I answer.

“Absolutely.”

Allie turns to me.

“Truth or dare?”

I smirk.

“Truth.”

She leans in, voice a purr.

“How long have you wanted to see me with him?”

Fuck.

I shift in my seat, adjusting the bulge in my pants.

“Too far back to remember, probably…I don’t know, two years?”

Her eyes widen.

“That long?”

“Maybe longer,” I admit.

There’s silence again.

Thick. Heavy. Buzzing.

Wesley clears his throat.

“My turn again.”

He looks at Allie.

“Truth or dare?”

She doesn’t hesitate.

“Dare.”

His eyes drag down her body, slow and deliberate.

“I dare you,” he says, “to show me what you’re wearing under that dress.”

Allie swallows.

Then she stands.

Turns her back to him.

And slowly unzips.

She peels the dress down just enough to expose her bare back, the top swell of her ass. No bra. No panties.

She glances back over her shoulder and lets the fabric slide to the floor.

She’s naked.

Wesley exhales. I don’t even realize I’m holding my breath until I let it out.

She turns around slowly, letting him see her. Her breasts are high and flushed, nipples hard. Her thighs are trembling, but her chin is high.

She’s never looked more powerful. More dangerous.

More beautiful.

Wesley stands. Walks toward her.

I don’t stop him.

He stops just in front of her. Reaches out and cups her cheek.

“You’re incredible,” he murmurs.

Allie leans into the touch.

And then he kisses her again.

Deeper this time. Dirtier. His hands find her body, sliding over her curves like he already owns them.

She gasps against his mouth when his fingers brush her nipple.

My cock aches. I undo my belt without thinking. I need relief or I’ll explode.

Allie moans into his mouth.

Her hand reaches down and cups the bulge in his pants.

She breaks the kiss just long enough to whisper, “Truth or dare?”

He grins.

“Dare.”

“I dare you to show me your cock.”

Wesley doesn’t even blink.

He steps back, unbuckles his jeans, and pulls them down.

His boxers follow.

And there it is.

Big. Thick. Black. Hard.

Allie’s breath catches. Mine does too.

She drops to her knees.

And just like that—we’ve crossed the line.


Chapter 4

The way she drops to her knees is like it’s something she’s done a thousand times, but I know she hasn’t. Not for him. Not for anyone but me.

Wesley just stands there, his cock hard and heavy and perfect, watching her with something between awe and hunger.

I’ve seen Allie like this – wild, bold, filthy – but always for me, never for another man. And yet, as she looks up at him, licking her lips like she’s about to devour him, she doesn’t seem hesitant or uncertain. She seems more than ready.

Her hands slide up his thighs. Slow. Teasing. Like she’s savoring the moment. Then one wraps around the base of his cock, and she lets out a breathy little moan.

"God, you're big," she whispers. Her voice is full of awe. Worship.

Wesley doesn’t say a word.

She strokes him once. Then again. Long, slow pulls that make my own cock throb just watching. I’m fully out of my jeans now, stroking myself as I sit back on the couch, watching the woman I love prepare to take another man in her mouth.

She leans forward and kisses the head of his cock – soft and reverent. Her tongue flicks out and tastes him. Then she opens her mouth and takes him in.

She moans around him, bobbing slowly, using her hand to stroke the base as she works the rest into her throat. She’s not rushing. She’s savoring. And Wesley is letting her.

He watches her like he’s in a trance. One hand in her hair. Guiding, but not forcing. Letting her do it her way.

And she does. She worships him. Every lick, every suck, every deep-throated moan is a love letter to the cock she’s always fantasized about.

“Fuck, Allie…” I hear him groan. “That mouth of yours…”

“Good as you imagined?” I ask.

Wesley laughs.

“Even better.”

She hums in response, taking him deeper. Her eyes flick to me for just a second, and the look she gives me nearly undoes me.

It says look at me, baby – I’m doing it. I’m really doing it.

And she is.

My wife is on her knees, sucking our neighbor’s big, black cock, and I’ve never been more turned on in my entire life.

She pulls back with a loud, wet pop, gasping for breath, eyes glassy and lips swollen. Her hand keeps stroking him while she catches her breath.

“I’ve wanted to do that for so long,” she whispers. “You taste so fucking good.”

Wesley grins.

“You’ve got no idea what that does to me.”

Allie turns to me.

“You okay?”

I nod. Swallow.

“Never better.”

She smiles, then leans forward and kisses the tip again, tongue swirling.

Jesus Christ.

Wesley groans.

“Fuck, yeah. Just like that.” His voice is a gravelly growl, sending a shiver up my spine.

Allie bobs her head again, faster now. Deeper. The sounds she makes around his cock are obscene…wet and needy and hot as hell.

My fist pumps my cock in a frenzy, keeping time with her movements. I can’t take my eyes off of them.

Wesley’s fingers curl tighter in her hair. She’s letting him take control now, letting him guide her pace as he moves his hips to meet her mouth.

He looks at me over her head, and the eye contact feels almost as intimate as watching her suck him.

He grins.

“You want to see me fuck her?”

More than anything in the world.

“Yes.”

Allie gasps, pulling back to catch her breath again. Her face is flushed and gorgeous, lips shiny with spit and pre-cum.

She stands on wobbly legs, looking between us with eyes dark from lust.

“I want that too.”

Wesley doesn’t wait. He scoops her up like she weighs nothing and lays her out on the couch right there in front of me.

The look on his face is pure ownership.

And Allie? She’s eating it up.

He positions himself between her legs, spreading them wide open. I can see everything – her soaked pussy, the way it clenches with need as he lines himself up against it.

He rubs the head of his cock along her slit, teasing. Her hips buck up to meet him, desperate for more.

“Please, Wes,” she begs, her voice a ragged whisper. “Please fuck me.”

He thrusts in with one hard, deep stroke.

Allie screams.

I almost do too.

The sight of his thick, black cock stretching her open is more than I can handle. I’m breathless, stroking myself even harder as he starts to move inside her – slow and powerful. Every thrust is deliberate, like he wants to make sure she feels every inch of him.

And she does. Her moans are wild and unrestrained, echoing off the walls as she clutches at him, pulling him deeper. Her hands rove over his back, nails digging into his skin. She’s feral beneath him.

“Goddamn,” Wesley grunts, his pace picking up. “Your pussy’s so fucking tight.”

“Harder,” Allie pants. “Fuck me harder.”

He obliges, driving into her with long, punishing strokes that have them both gasping for air. The sound of their bodies slamming together fills the room.

I’m totally enthralled by the taboo scene playing out before me. It’s unlike anything I could have ever imagined and in the best way possible.

Her eyes find mine again. The look she gives me is electric, like she’s lost in pleasure but still there with me, sharing this with me.

“I love you,” I mouth.

She bites her lip and nods, arching her back as another cry escapes her lips.

Wesley shifts slightly, angling himself to hit just the right spot inside her. Allie’s whole body tenses. Her mouth falls open in a silent scream before a wave of ecstasy crashes over her and sends her spiraling over the edge.

“Oh my God,” she wails. “I’m cumming!”

Her pussy clenches around his cock, and Wesley groans, fucking her through the orgasm. He’s relentless, every thrust pushing her higher and harder until she’s nothing but a trembling, moaning mess beneath him.

I’m right there with her, so turned on I can barely see straight. My cock pulses in my hand, and I know I’m not going to last much longer.

The sight of them together?

Her taking him so deep, him buried in her?

It is everything I’ve ever dreamed of…maybe even more.


Chapter 5

Allie comes again before I do…but not long before.

This one hits her even harder, body arching off the floor as she screams out Wesley’s name, lost in it, loving every fucking second of it.

I lose it right there with her, moaning through gritted teeth as I explode all over my hand, white-hot and endless.

Her eyes go wide as she watches me explode all over myself while Wesley continues to rail her tight pussy.

“Oh my God.” Breathless and laughing. She’s a little shocked and a little impressed maybe. “Baby…wow. That’s sooo much cum.”

Wesley pulls out slowly, cock glistening and still rock hard. She squirms at the loss of him.

He lets her catch her breath for all of two seconds before flipping her over onto her stomach.

She barely has time to brace herself on her hands and knees before he’s inside her again.

“Fuck!” Her head drops forward, hair falling over her face as he fills her in one smooth stroke.

I’m wide-eyed and spent, but my cock twitches back to life at the sight of him taking her from behind like that. She’s completely open to him now, ass in the air and pussy swallowing him whole as he pounds into her.

“You feel so fucking good, Allie,” Wes moans.

She pushes back against him, meeting every thrust.

“Yes,” she cries out, voice breaking. “Yes, yes, yes!”

I grip my cock with slick fingers, still sensitive but too turned on to stop watching. I can’t fucking stop touching myself.

His big hands wrap around her waist as he fucks her harder and faster than before. Her tits bounce with each thrust, nipples dragging against the carpet.

She doesn’t seem to notice or care. She’s too far gone for anything but the feeling of his thick cock driving into her over and over again.

The room spins around me, hot and heavy with sex.

“Gonna fill you up,” Wesley grunts between thrusts. “Gonna cum so fucking deep in this tight little pussy.”

Allie moans like she wants it more than anything else in the world.

My balls tighten again as he slams into her one last time and buries himself there. He’s so deep but I can still see his cock pulse inside her as he spills into her with a guttural shout.

The sight alone takes me right to the edge a second time.

Allie collapses onto the floor beneath him, panting and dazed and perfect. Wesley rolls onto his back next to her, chest heaving.

I’m stunned by what we’ve just done. It was more intense it was than anything I could have imagined by an order of magnitude. I knew it would be hotter to see than to think about, but I wasn’t prepared for just how much hotter it would actually be.

Allie rolls over to face me, eyes bright and lazy with afterglow.

“So?”

“So?” I repeat dumbly, still trying to find words that make sense in a world upside down from everything until now.

“Did you like it?”

I bark out a laugh that’s half delirious relief and half disbelief.

“Are you kidding? That was insane. I loved it.”

She smiles wider than I’ve ever seen, then turns to Wesley with an expression I can only describe as grateful awe before getting up on shaky legs and coming over to me.


Chapter 6

Her skin is soft against mine when she leans up against me and captures my mouth in a passionate kiss. My eyes are shut tight against hers and I feel it happening.

She slides her used, cum-filled pussy down on my rock hard shaft, slowly.

I grunt and moan into her mouth as the hot wetness envelops my slick pole. When she gets to the bottom of my shaft she stops and just sits there on my lap, letting me really feel it.

The pause is exquisite.

I’ve never felt anything hotter than this. She is so warm and full of Wesley’s cum. It’s filthy and perfect, and my cock twitches madly inside her.

“Holy fuck, Allie.”

She rocks back on me with a wicked smile.

“How does that feel?”

I thrust up into her and she gasps, nails digging into my shoulders. I’m already too close to the edge, balls tight and body strung out from watching her take him like that.

“You’re gonna make me cum again already,” I groan.

“That’s the idea.”

She starts to ride me.

Wesley watches us from across the room, still catching his breath but looking like he could jump back in at any second.

“Oh God,” I pant. “You’re amazing.”

Allie gives a throaty laugh as she bounces on my cock.

“I know.”

My hands find her hips, guiding her faster.

“Can’t believe we’re doing this right now…”

“Believe it,” she whispers hotly against my ear. Her pussy clenches around me, slick and so fucking sexy.

I lose myself in the rhythm, in the messy sound of us fucking hard and desperate. She feels so good mere words could never capture the beautifulness of the sensations I’m feeling.

I look past her shoulder to Wesley. He’s stroking his cock, watching us intently.

The sight sends a jolt through me, primal and electric.

“You want in on this?” Allie breathes over her shoulder without breaking pace.

He grins and comes up behind her like he’s been waiting for an invitation all along.

His fingers slide down between our bodies, finding her clit. She cries out and grinds down harder on me, throat arching back as he rubs her just right.

“Ohhhh!” It comes out long and loud.

She’s shaking so much I can barely hold onto her as she cums around my cock. Wesley doesn’t stop rubbing; he doesn’t stop until she’s completely spent and slumped against me.

I can’t hold back any longer. I cum with a loud grunt, filling her up even more.

Wesley pulls Allie off of me slowly, almost reverently, and lays her down on the carpet while I catch my breath. Then he positions himself over her again, nudging her legs apart with practiced ease.

My chest tightens at the sight; even after everything we’ve done so far, it still feels unbelievable to watch him take what was mine alone before tonight – to see how much she desires him inside her.

Allie meets my eyes with a wild look that sends my heart racing all over again.

Then Wesley pushes into her with one smooth thrust and she screams loud enough to wake all the neighbors who just left our house only hours ago.

The thought sends a wicked thrill down my spine.


Chapter 7

Allie’s insatiable, and I’m stunned by how deep this side of her goes. She wraps her legs around Wesley, pulling him in closer. She’s already so full, Wesley’s cum and my cum dripping out of her, but she wants more.

And so do I. I can’t stop watching.

My cock is still sticky and wet from the last round, but it’s getting hard again already. The way she takes him like that, the way they move together so naturally…it's fucking hypnotic.

He fucks her hard and fast, and she claws at his back, gasping with each thrust.

His name is on her lips now, and my mind spins at how easily we got to this point. How naturally we both took to it.

Wesley grunts, pounding into her with a focus that makes me almost jealous. Almost. Mostly it just turns me on even more. Allie’s eyes are half-shut but burning bright with lust when she looks over at me.

Her hand reaches out blindly, as if she needs both of us to make this moment complete. I grab it and hold on tight. It anchors me for a moment, it’s nice to hold onto something to keep from losing my mind entirely from watching them go at it like this.

Soon, I want in on it too.

I move in closer so I can feel her skin against mine and see everything up close. I want to watch the way her tits bounce with each thrust, the way her mouth hangs open in a perfect O as she moans for Wesley to fuck her harder.

Wesley leans down to kiss her neck, driving into her with a steady rhythm that makes my dick throb just watching it happen. I can tell he’s close by the way his muscles tense and his breath gets ragged.

“Cum for me,” Allie begs breathlessly. “Fill me up again!”

Wesley redoubles his efforts, thrusting deep until he’s spent and panting above her.

Allie looks wrecked and radiant beneath him. Her skin is flushed pink from exertion and ecstasy. She looks down and watches his cum leaking out of her like a badge of honor.

He pulls out slowly, and before either of them can say anything I’m there, flipping Allie over onto all fours.

Her body is so alive beneath my hands as I enter her from behind, slick and still wide open from being stretched around his massive cock.

It feels incredible. Better than the first time – and I know instantly that nothing will be the same after tonight. I’m addicted to this feeling.

“Oh fuck!” Allie cries out as I slam into her.

I wonder if this is how she always dreamed of it – a mess of limbs and sweat and cum – but then she glances back at me with the wildest smile I’ve ever seen on those perfect lips, and I don’t need to wonder anymore.

Of course it is.

“You dirty little slut,” I growl in awe against her ear as my fingers dig into her hips.

She arches back against me eagerly, hair cascading down around us both like a curtain. From the corner of my eye I can see Wesley watching us while he strokes himself hard again already.

And I get the feeling this could go on all night.


Chapter 8

Allie’s a goddess with two eager worshippers, and I think she knows it. She’s been fucked raw and still wants more, begging for it with her body, her voice, everything she has.

I slowly pull out and motion for Wesley takes over again, consumed by how much I want to see him wreck her over and over and over again.

She barely has time to catch her breath before Wesley lifts her up for one final pounding.

Her cries get louder when he slides back inside her – so loud I can barely hear my own thoughts over them.

There’s no hesitation now, no awkwardness. Just raw, desperate need. Each of us giving into our base, animalistic desires.

She looks up at me with glazed eyes while Wesley fucks her from behind, gripping her hair like reins. I’m so turned on I can barely stand it; my cock is rock hard as I press it to her lips.

Allie doesn’t hesitate. Her mouth is hot and eager, and she takes me all the way in while Wesley drives into her from behind.

I don’t know how she has any energy left after such a marathon night, but somehow she does.

She’s bobbing her head, sucking me hard, moaning with each thrust like she can’t get enough.

It’s almost like she’s caught a second wind. And a third. And a fourth…

It’s obscene and incredible, feeling her mouth on my cock while Wesley pounds into her pussy at the same time. But I’m starting to wonder how much longer I can last; I’m not sure how much more I can take.

Wesley’s face is intense as he fucks her harder – like he’s determined to make this last one count more than all the rest combined.

Her whole body rocks with each thrust. I feel every movement in exquisite detail around my shaft as she moans and hums against me, sending sparks up my spine.

“Jesus Christ,” I groan when she flicks her tongue over the tip just right, knowing exactly how to push me over the edge.

I look down at her, at the way she looks with both of us inside her like this – utterly wrecked and loving every second – and I can’t hold back anymore.

“Fuck, Allie!”

Wesley shifts his rhythm, slamming into her with deep strokes that make her gurgle around my cock. She’s so gone with it that I’m not sure even she knows who fills her up next, but it doesn’t matter.

She’s coming again, spasming hard between us with wild abandon. The vibrations send me spiraling into oblivion right after. I grunt through gritted teeth as I unload down her throat.

Wesley isn’t far behind; he gives a hoarse shout as he spills into her once more.

Allie collapses beneath us when we finally pull away, panting and spent but looking like she could go another round if we asked her to.

We all lie there for a moment – breathless, sticky, grinning like idiots before collapsing in a tangled heap.

“Holy shit,” Allie says finally, still catching her breath. “You guys are gonna kill me.”

Wesley chuckles, he’s already up and getting ready to leave finally. But we barely pay attention to him. We nestle up close to each other, basking and reveling in the afterglow of this intense, new experience.

After everything – all the noise, all the heat, all the wild, messy pleasure – what’s left is silence.

Not awkward silence. Not regret. Just…peaceful contentment. And gratitude. The heavy, sticky, exhausted kind that only comes after giving yourself completely to something you’ve wanted for so long, it didn’t feel real until it finally happened.

Allie lies stretched out on the carpet next to me, one arm flung over her head, hair splayed around her like a halo. Her legs are still parted, her thighs trembling slightly every time she shifts.

She’s a vision: used, glowing, utterly content.

She turns her head and finds me with her eyes. That same smile, the one that started this whole night, is still playing on her lips.

“Hey,” she whispers, voice raw and almost trembling.

“Hey.”

“You okay?”

“I’ve never seen you like that,” I whisper.

Her eyes soften.

“Was it too much?”

I shake my head.

“It was everything.”

She exhales like she’s been holding something in all night and finally lets it go.

Wesley chuckles quietly.

“Hell of a game night.”

We barely hear Wesley whisper a goodbye as he slips out of our room and down the stairs.

“Wonder if any of the neighbors will see him leaving at this hour. What would they think?” she teases softly into my ear.

“I don’t give a fuck,” I tease back.

Because tonight wasn’t about just a one-time thing. It was about opening a door we’d both been staring at for years.

And now that it’s open, I don’t think we’re in any hurry to shut it.

Before either of us knows what’s happening, I’m back inside her again, reclaiming what is rightfully mine.

At least for the rest of the night.

After that, who knows?

All I know for sure is, I’m more than willing to keep sharing.

THE END


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

Chapter 1

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

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

But I was skeptical.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She offered a toast.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What was that?” I whispered.

Thud, thud, POUND.

She shrugged.

“Sounds like someone at the door?”

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

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

Thud, thud, POUND.

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

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

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

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

Only it wasn’t that.

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

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

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

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

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

“Hello, Luke,” he said with a grin.

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

He scoffed and probably rightly so.

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

I didn’t know what to do.

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

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

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

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

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

END OF SAMPLE - BUY NOW


Other Works by F. Rey Noel

(Complete Works Here)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

After all the work Noah put into convincing his wife to give this trip a try, he doesn't want to give up his dream now. So, he decides to lie - or rather, not fill her in on the new development. When Amy finds out about his deception, it's too late and they're already en route but she's livid and dying to settle the score once they arrive.

Does Noah's lie of omission come back to haunt him?

Sometimes fantasies should just stay fantasies and the saying, be careful what you wish for is wise advice.

Sharing Annabelle: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: William and Annabelle have escaped the dreadful New England winter (and their annoying families) to spend the holiday season in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, luxury resort on the Caribbean. Their Christmas getaway proves to be just what their marriage needed as they reconnect and rekindle their love in paradise.

But Annabelle has discovered a secret about Will that she's just dying to tell him about. She knows about Will's deepest, darkest fantasies and is surprised to find herself totally game to try them out.

When a tall, dark, and handsome man makes an impression on them at dinner one night and then the following day on the beach, Will and Annabelle find themselves faced with a tough choice. Do they answer the call and put their relationship to the test or do they play it safe and risk regretting it for the rest of their lives?

The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books):

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Told from the wife’s POV.

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

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

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

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

Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance:

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

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

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


About F. Rey Noel

I’m a bit of a digital nomad, but my home base is sunny Key West, FL.

I love to write erotic romance and I specialize in hotwife/wife-sharing stories because, well...that’s what turns me on.

I spend most of my time on a beach somewhere, soaking up the rays and exploring the sunnier, more mischievous side of life by combing through the depths of my own devious mind.

Aside from that, I have a voracious appetite for erotic literature, cigars, rum, and anything Cuban.

I write what I write, generally in long binges (sometimes with the help of certain substances and sometimes not) and let the chips fall where they may.

We might have some ups and downs along the way, but stick with me and I promise, we'll have one hell of a journey together.

I really hope you enjoyed this book and please, please, please consider leaving a review. Even if you didn’t like it, constructive criticism is always welcome (as long as you're gentle). Reviews are a huge help in boosting visibility and getting more people to see and read the book.

My other available works can be found here on Amazon. And do please connect with me on X (@erotichemingway)

Stay tuned! I have lots of hot, steamy wife sharing romances coming your way very soon!

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey

OEBPS/image_rsrcT2.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		Chapter 5

		Chapter 6

		Chapter 7

		Chapter 8

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Other Works by F. Rey Noel

		About F. Rey Noel




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47






