

HARD
Workout:

Wife gets stretched by her new personal trainer

A Hotwife Romance

By: F. Rey Noel


Copyright © 2022 F. Rey Noel

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the publisher.

This book is a work of pure fiction. All references to people, places, and events in this story are made up. This is a story for fantasy and entertainment purposes only. Any resemblance to people, places, and events in real life are purely coincidental. All sexual acts in this story are consensual and intended to be enjoyed by adults, 18+, for entertainment purposes.

Any models used on the cover of this book do not share any of the views contained in this story, nor do they represent any of the people, places, events, or storylines contained within. Any resemblance is, again, purely coincidental.


ONE

“Oh no, you’ve got to be kidding me,” Claire says from the kitchen. I’m on the couch watching television but I can see her face from where I’m sitting. She’s leaning over the counter, phone in hand, thumb swiping this way and that as her eyes mirror the frantic movements of her thumbs as they scan the screen.

She isn’t talking to me exactly but I can tell she’s hoping to get my attention enough that I ask her what’s wrong. I bite.

“What’s wrong?” I ask.

Claire stares at her phone a second longer. Then, silence. She scrolls some more. She’s making her face. That face she makes when she knows I said words but she’s too distracted to comprehend them.

I clear my throat.

She looks up, her mind finally processing the data input of my question, parsing the words and understanding their meaning, finally.

She sighs.

“Our gym is closing,” she says. She walks over to me, phone in hand.

God, she is so sexy. She’s wearing teal, high-waisted yoga pants and a terry-cloth crop top, also in teal. Her leisure wear. And she wears it so damn well.

She holds the phone out for me to read and snaps me out of my daze. She’s right. Our gym is closing. Says so right in the email they sent her.

Shit.

“Aww man,” I say and I mean it.

Claire and I have finally gotten our shit together this year. We started January 1 and it is now July 1. Six solid months of rigorous, disciplined work.

Alright, alright…and a few cheat days here and there and one trip to New Orleans where we got off track a little. But for the most part we have stuck to our diets and training schedules and we’re seeing results.

I know I keep saying we but truthfully Claire didn’t have to get her shit together. She was fine. More than fine. She was in great shape. Even after two kids. She got after it like a monster and kept a fit and toned body for me. Her discipline and work ethic were unmatched and her body reflected that.

And what did I do?

Ate donuts and drank too much beer. Sat on the couch. Watched sports. Played golf. Drank more beer.

Sure, I went to the gym but I mostly went through the motions. They say abs are made in the kitchen and that explained why I had only a one pack: a ponchy belly that was growing into a bowling ball.

Let’s just say I was getting sick and tired of being sick and tired. I was also getting sick of not being able to see my dick over my ever-expanding belly. I was an athlete in high school and played a little ball in college. I never thought I’d be one of those guys and then suddenly, there I was. Thirty-seven and more than twenty-five pounds over weight. All of it seemingly coalescing in my gut.

But after six months of hard work and discipline, I’ve lost the weight and then some. My abs are even starting to show and I’m feeling pretty excellent about myself.

And now this.

Gym closing.

Routine shattered.

“What are we going to do?” I ask Claire.

She puts her hands on my shoulders and leans down to whisper in my ear. Before her mouth gets there and I feel her warm moist breath on my neck, my skin is already broken out in goose flesh.

“Well, we’ll find a new gym obviously,” she says.

Ugh. What a process. The one we go to now is so close and convenient and I finally know everyone and have a routine. There’s nothing I hate more than breaking routine. I don’t inhabit the middle ground well. I tend to live at the extremes. Either I’m one-hundred percent laser focused on clean, healthy living and all it entails or I’m going on an epic bender, throwing caution to the wind, eating and drinking whatever the hell I want and hardly moving my body.

This is going to be a problem for me…

But before I can think about it any longer, Claire nibbles on my ear and whispers something else. She doesn’t seem worried in the slightest about the gym closure.

“We’ll figure that out later though. Because right now, the kids aren’t home and they won’t be home for another two hours…”

Gulp.

“So, what are we going to do?” I ask, even though I already know the answer.

She bites playfully at my ear.

“We are going to go upstairs and you are going to fuck my brains out with that hard cock of yours,” she says reaching down and grabbing my crotch, sending a rush of blood to my shaft and a crackling of electricty up and down my spine.

And that has truly been the best result of these past six months. Before I got back in shape, I was losing it. My mojo. My sex drive and self-esteem were next to nill. And on the rare occasion where I felt like it, well let’s just say my firmness and stamina left a lot to be desired.

But over the last few months?

Ho boy!

We’ve been going at each other like horny teenagers. Ever since I started loosing weight and adding muscle, my sex drive has come back with avengeance. Sure, I look better but I also feel better and more confident. Firmness and stamina are no longer an issue for me.

Claire has certainly noticed and seems to be enjoying herself.

For the past few months, she can’t keep her hands off me. We’re having better sex now than we’ve ever had, even better than the sex we had before two kids, before when we’d first met even and that was saying something.

I don’t know if it’s because I look better or because my sex drive is back or because I have more confidence, but I’ve never seen her like this. Probably, it’s a combination of all three.

All I know is, six months ago we’d have sex maybe once a month. If that. Now? Well, now it was nearly every single day and sometimes more than once.

But I don’t have time to think about that any more. I look up at her and she smiles at me, her green eyes on fire with lust and passion. She’s hungry for something and it’s me she wants. It feels good.

She takes me by the hand and leads me upstairs. I gape at her well-toned, juicy booty all the way up the stairs and within a few minutes, that same juicy booty is in my lap, bouncing up and down with reckless abandon and cumming all over my hard dick.

Life has never been this good.


TWO

IT’S AMAZING how quickly one can fall out of shape and back into their old habits. Especially me. I haven’t been to our new gym in six weeks. I went one time with Claire for the initial consultation and signup and I haven’t been back since.

The words crash and burn have been rattling around my head in an endless loop but rather than do anything about it, I seem to just keep reaching for another IPA and staring at the TV screen.

Not to worry though, I keep telling myself. This is still salvageable. Tomorrow. I start tomorrow. You haven’t lost all your progress. The scale confirms this much. You’ve only put back on twelve of the twenty-five pounds you lost.

In six weeks?!

But I know better deep down. The scale may say one thing, but the mirror says another. It might only be twelve numeric pounds, but I’ve lost muscle and definition. I can no longer almost see my abs.

The pain is too much to bear and so I’m living in denial.

But that isn’t even the worst part of it all. Oh no. Not by a long shot.

Claire and I haven’t had sex in two weeks either. Two whole weeks and not even a handy or finger blast. Nothing. Zilch.

Just like that. We were cruising along at a nice altitude and then bam. Right out of the sky.

Crash and burn, baby. Crash and fucking burn. Way to go, Matt.

I hear the garage door open and it’s Claire. Back from the gym. Shit. I better hide this beer can.

But it’s too late. I hear the door to the laundry room swing open and then shut and there she is.

She flattens her lips in a half-frown. She’s still glistening with sweat and almost glowing. She’s radiant. Beautiful and magnificent.

“Oh Matt,” she says, sighing and looking at the pile of mail on the kitchen table.

“I got the mail,” I say dumbly and look down at my rapidly returning gut.

“I see that,” she says. When she’s finished flipping through, she looks up at me, eyeing the beer can.

“Really? It’s not even noon yet?”

I shrug. I know she’s right but I still feel ashamed and embarrassed so I get a little defensive.

“So what? The Syracuse game is coming on. I can drink a little beer and watch football if I want.”

Claire rolls her eyes. Then sighs. I can tell she’s made a decision to be the bigger person and not turn this into a big fight. She softens her face.

Now I just feel like shit because I can see she just wants the best for me and hates to see me throwing all my great progress down the drain.

“Matt, come on. When are you gonna come back to the gym with me? You were doing so great…”

“I know, I know,” I said, holding up my hand to indicate she doesn’t need to continue shaming me. “Tomorrow, I promise. Tomorrow, I’ll go.”

“You said that yesterday,” she says, that half-frown returning to her face.

“I promise. I swear. This time I mean it,” and I really do…mean it. I have every intention of getting up early and going to the gym tomorrow morning with her.

She smiles and shakes her head.

“Alright. Good.”

Claire walks a few paces across the kitchen, then stops.

“I’m gonna go take a shower before the game starts…” her lips curl into a smle and she arches an eyebrow at me. Gulp. I know what’s coming, only this time it doesn’t excite me. It scares me. What if I can’t –

Before I finish my harrowing thought, she finishes hers.

“Care to join me?”

Saying ‘no’ here is just simply not an option. But saying ‘yes’ could prove equally disastrous.

But there is really no choice.

So I guzzle the last of my beer and stand up.

“Good boy,” she says in a sultry tone.

I follow her juicy, freshly toned booty up the stairs once more and into the shower. All the while I’m saying a silent prayer to whoever will answer it - God, Zeus, Buddha, I don’t care - that when the time comes, little Matt will be able to rise to the occasion.


THREE

SPOILER ALERT: little Matt did not quite rise to the level that the occasion called for. You know that popular meme that shows a cartoonish figure poking at something with a stick, where the something it’s poking at is the object of the meme’s ridicule, and it’s saying, ‘C’mon, do something,’?

I’m sure you’ve seen it around.

Well, yesterday that was Claire poking at my half-hard dick in the shower. Life imitating art I guess you could say.

I tried to shake it off and tell myself it was all psychological. That I’d gotten in my own head and psyched myself out by thinking too much. But in truth, I wasn’t sure.

And now it was all I could think about.

We didn’t talk about it much, at least not directly and not for long. Claire, for her part, tried to shrug it off and act like it was no big deal. But I knew better. It was a big deal, especially to her. She took things personally, especially something like being served a soft, half-baked dick instead of a rock hard, hot and ready to eat cock.

I know how she thinks and she took it as gospel that it was her job and hers alone to float my boat and if she couldn’t get it up…well, what did that say about her?

In truth, it’s a lot more complicated than that, but what can I do? My assurances and apologies in the shower only served to make the situation more awkward and pathetic so after a few bumbling attempts I just decided to shut the hell up and get on with washing myself.

Thankfully, I don’t have to wait too long for a shot at redemption.

The next morning, I wake up with a rod as hard as Siberian steel and I smile to myself. I knew it was just a fluke. I’m fine. More than fine. I’m a stud.

Claire stirs in the bed next to me and I press my body up close against hers. I gently thrust my erection into her back side. I feel the hardness of my cock against the small of her back, my warm flesh pressing into her cool skin and it makes me even harder.

I lean up and nibble on her ear and she stirs some more.

“Mmm,” she moans, eyes still closed. She reaches back behind her, grasping for my cock until she finds it and gives it a firm squeeze.

It feels nice. A little too nice and my shaft is so sensitive for a second I feel like I’m about to explode. But I manage to get it under control and relax as she slowly jerks me up and down while I suck on her ear lobe and work my way down her neck.

“This is a nice way to wake up,” she says with a smile. Her eyes are still closed as loose strands of hair fall down around her face.

“Well,” I whisper, “gotta make up for last night, right?”

Whoops. Why the hell did I say that? Why am I bringing that up? Why, oh why would I put that thought, that memory of shame in either of our heads in a moment such as this one?

Stupid Matt. Very stupid.

For a moment I worry the memory will trigger an involuntary reaction and my cock will simply deflate like a pathetic pink balloon. But the moment passes and my firmness remains intact as Clair pulls on my prick to lower it down between her legs.

She rubs it up and down the entrance to her warm puss and after a few flicks on her clit, she slides me in.

Wet. Warm. Wonderful.

Silky smooth and tight as hell.

I press into her as she presses her backside into me and once again I feel as though I want to explode.

This isn’t the best position for me, sideways prone or sensual spoon or whatever you want to call it. Claire claims it’s her favorite but I have a hard time believing it. I’m not small, mind you, but not large either and from this angle I can only get about a third to maybe a half of my cock inside her. I imagine for a moment how much she might enjoy it if my cock was a little bigger. Or if she’s ever done this with someone else, someone who had a much bigger cock and that’s why she enjoys it so much.

Gulp. For some reason, that lewd thought sends me over the edge all at once and I lose control.

“Oh fuck,” I mutter, “I’m gonna cum.”

“Already? But we just…” Claire stops short as she feels me unloading inside her, “Oh wow, ok.”

She says, closing her eyes and letting out a soft moan.

Shit.

She didn’t even get a chance to get warmed up let alone have an orgasm of her own.

“Shit, I’m sorry…It’s just…”

She turns back to me and frowns.

“You know, apologizing to me after we just had sex is probably the least sexy thing you could do in this moment,” she says.

“I know, I know. I’m sorry - I mean, I’m not sorry. I just feel bad, you feel so amazing that’s all. I just couldn’t hold it anymore…I’m not actually sorry. It’s a compliment…”

My voice trails off. I’m babbling like a moron. In some strange way this actually feels worse than not being able to get it up last night in the shower. I don’t know why, but it just does and now the air between us seems even more awkwardly charged than before.

Fuck. Way to go, Matt.

She turns to face me and puts a hand on my shoulder and takes a deep breath. I watch the curve of her hip disappear beneath the sheets and the rise and fall of her tight, toned tummy as she gazes at me.

“Look, don’t worry about it,” she leans in and kisses me on the cheek. Then she gets up and heads to the bathroom.

“I have to get going,” she calls over her shoulder, “I have a meeting this morning and I don’t want to be late. Don’t forget, gym today. Remember? No excuses. Back on track.”

I nod but don’t move from bed.

“Right. No excuses. Back on track. Yes ma’am.”

Claire smiles at me and shakes her head. It’s only there for a moment, but I see it on her face plainly before it vanishes.

Uncertainty.

About what? I don’t know. But it’s a look I’ve never seen from her before. At least not when she’s looking at me.

She closes the bathroom door and the sound of the hot shower running hypnotizes me back to sleep for another hour and a half.

By the time I wake up, Claire is gone and I’m hard again.

Groggy and not well-rested, my mind flickers back to a dream I was just having.

Claire on her side. Another man’s dick piercing her from behind. Another man’s huge dick. I guess I was watching? I don’t know.

What the fuck?

I get up and go to the bathroom to relieve the pressure.

Man, I need to get back to the gym.


FOUR

MY DAY STARTS TO TURN to shit after my 10:00 AM meeting with a problem-client and unravels from there. I forget to eat. I barely leave my desk chair except to go to the bathroom and before I know it, it’s 5:00 PM and the garage door is opening.

I have not gone to the gym and Claire’s home.

Shit.

She’s standing in the doorway to my office before I can even begin to concoct a well-crafted excuse.

“Hey,” she says.

I spin around in my chair.

“Hello,” I say, sighing.

“Tough day?”

Her hair is curled. She’s wearing denim jeans, a striped white shirt, and a navy blue, wool blazer. She’s just…a knockout.

“You could say that,” I say, exhaling again and reaching my hands up over my head to stretch and crack my knuckles at the same time.

“Let me guess…” she says, folding her arms, a thin smile on her lips, “haven’t made it to the gym yet?”

I clear my throat and sit up a little straighter.

“No,” I say, “just been one of those days. I had the ten o’clock with the Lonsdale account and it did not go well. Everyone is running around with their hair on fire…” I trail off as I notice she’s not in the mood for my bullshit. Good excuse or not, it’s still an excuse.

“What?” I ask.

She shakes her head.

“Nothing, I’m just waiting for the part where you tell me you’ll go tomorrow and that you really mean it…blah, blah, blah.”

I open my mouth to speak. Then shut it. I have nothing.

“The day just got away from me, that’s all,” I say. It’s the only thing I can think of and it doesn’t solve a damn thing.

Claire looks at her watch. She’s wearing the silver tank watch I bought her for our fifth wedding anniversary - not some crumby, dime a dozen smart watch, she’s too classy for that.

“Well, you’re in luck. Because I’m feeling like a run, but it’s a little too cold outside for me so I was going to head to the gym and hit the treadmill.”

She raises an eyebrow.

There is no acceptable scenario where I don’t go with her. She’s got me and I have to commit.

Time to take my medicine. Just go. Get it over with. Get back in the groove.

It’ll be worth it.

I sigh.

“Yeah, alright. Ok. Perfect. Just let me get changed.”

Claire folds her arms and smiles. She slaps me on the ass as I walk past her and out of the office.

“Good boy,” she says. “Proud of you.”

. . .

BY 5:30 WE’RE AT THE GYM. It’s only my second time going. It’s a foreign country to me and my anxiety is sky high. But I suck it up best I can.

I basically go through the motions for an hour, but it feels nice. I’m weak and stiff but I get some sweat going and it’s not so bad.

I meet Claire outside the locker rooms in the back. She’s glowing and glistening and all of the things.

“How was your workout?” she asks.

“Not bad,” I say. “How was your run?”

“Great,” she says.

On our way out of the gym, there’s a table near the front door advertising personal training sessions. You have the option of solo training or small group training for a discounted rate.

There’s a tall, athletic black man in a white tank top standing behind the table with a million dollar smile.

I think not much of it and assume we’re just going to blow right by the guy.

“Hey folks, how are you all doing tonight?” he says as we approach.

“Sorry, we have to get back home…dinner -”

But before I can finish, Claire stops and walks towards him. The look on her face is one I haven’t seen before, almost as if she’s a passenger in her own body. Like she just can’t help herself or something. She laughs stupidly before she says anything and just stands there for an awkward moment before the man steps in and breaks the silence.

“Hi, I’m Corey. Just started here last week and I’m offering a great discount on a five-pack of PT sessions to the first ten people who sign up,” he says.

“Claire,” she says breathlessly, taking his massive hand and shaking it.

There’s no mistaking it, she’s smitten by him. But whatever. No big deal. I’m not threatened by it or anything. I’m not a crazy person who thinks I’m the only person in the world my wife might find attractive.

But then a thought pops into my head. The sideways prone position, the passionate spoon, whatever you want to call it.

Claire’s favorite way to get fucked.

Only it’s not me behind her.

It’s this Corey guy. His dark, tree trunk of an arm is wrapped around her torso, just below her breasts as he slides his long, black rod in and out of her. It’s driving her wild as her white cream coats his ebony shaft…

Gulp.

“Matt? Hello, earth to Matt,” Claire is waving her hand in my face and Corey is staring nervously at me, trying to play it cool but I can tell I’ve just zoned out - for how long, I can’t be sure - but clearly they’ve noticed and both think I’m being weird as hell.

I snap to and do my best to play it off.

“Sorry, sorry just trying to remember how many reps I did on my last set,” I mumble. Then I offer my hand out to Corey.

“Matt, nice to meet you.”

He takes it and shakes it and I feel like the brittle bones of my fingers are going to pulverize into dust beneath the weight of his firm grip. He holds it for a moment and studies my face. I worry he can somehow see into my brain and read my thoughts.

Shit. What if he sees what I was envisioning him doing to Claire?

What? That’s stupid. He can’t read your mind.

Crap. I’m zoning out again. Quick, say something.

“So how much for five sessions?” I ask. I have absolutely no intention of paying for personal training but it’s the best thing I can think of.

“Five one-hour sessions for five hundred. If you commit to ten it’s seven-fifty.”

I whistle and shake my head.

“Hey, it’s as good a deal as you can find and you won’t find a trainer better than me. I always get results for my clients.”

He’s looking at Claire now and that last sentence is still dripping with a cocky and confident innuendo but I can’t decide if I’m imagining things or he’s really just hitting on my wife right in front of me.

But Claire doesn’t seem to mind. In fact, she fires right back. Playing along.

“Oh really? Someone’s cocky,” she says, teasing.

“Not cocky,” he says, correcting her. “Confident. Because I can reach places inside them they never knew existed. That’s how I operate. It’s more than just a training session with me.”

Bam. That vision pops right back into my head as I see Claire’s face go flush for a moment and it looks like she may faint. But it’s only a split second and she regains her composure.

“Well, thanks uh, Corey. Appreciate the info. We’ll talk it over and let you know,” I say, putting my arm around Claire and angling her toward the door.

This gesture on my part seems to break the spell long enough that she snaps out of it and begins following me to the door.

“Alright you do that,” he says, smiling. Then he winks at Claire. “Better hurry up too, I’ll fill those slots up quick.”

Wow, is he doing this on purpose or am I just reading too much into it?

She smiles and checks him out one last time, it’s subtle, but again I notice it. Again, I don’t really mind and am oddly turned on by it even though I know I shouldn’t be.

“Oh, I bet you will. Good luck, Corey. See you around,” she says.

We finally leave and head out to our car.

…

TRAFFIC IS LIGHT on our way home and we’re back before I know it.

We don’t speak much and I am lost in my head, a playground of lewd and previously unimaginable fantasies – all of them involving Claire and Corey and I guess…me?

Perhaps I’m somewhere in the corner like some pervy peeping Tom?

I don’t know.

“What do you think about signing up with Corey for some sessions?” Claire asks as I unbuckle my seat belt.

“Huh?”

I’m caught off guard.

“I don’t know, he seemed…nice is all and he’s in great shape. I bet he’s really knowledgeable. Might be good for me…us, I mean.”

She corrects herself quickly and swiftly but there it was and I heard it. But I decide to ignore it and focus on shutting the idea down gently.

“I don’t know, Claire. I mean it’s pretty expensive. Would you rather pay for sessions with Corey or, I don’t know, maybe spend a week or two in Punta Cana?”

It’s cheap, I know, but it’s something we’ve been talking about doing again for the longest time. We went there on our honeymoon and haven’t been back since.

She sighs.

“I’m sure he’s great,” I continue, “but it just seems like a waste of money to me. You’re in great shape and I’m back on track now…we don’t need no stinkin’ trainer.”

She smiles and shakes her head.

“No, you’re right. Yeah, you’re right.”

We unbuckle and head inside.

Later that night Claire is all over me again. Once again little Matt puts in a less than stellar performance and leaves much to be desired.


FIVE

I’VE BEEN BACK TO THE GYM once since our encounter with Corey and only for fifteen minutes on the elliptical. My weight continues to tick up and Claire and I are fighting a lot. Well, more like bickering.

She’s annoyed with me and is making it clear my efforts simply aren’t good enough for her.

Not just in the gym, but the bedroom too.

Of course, she hasn’t said the bedroom part out loud, but it’s written all over her face. I know it too. I’m painfully aware of how my half-hard erections and premature celebrations are making her feel.

Not good.

I need to stop this spiral, and quickly, but I don’t know how. I’m back to drinking an IPA or two every day and even though I know I need to cut the shit and just get back to what was working, I can’t.

Plus at this point I think it’s mostly psychological. Every time we go to have sex it’s in the back of my mind and by the time we get through foreplay it’s moved from the back row to front and center and it’s all I can think about.

Well, that and the thought of her doing something drastic to compensate.

Like what?

Like maybe letting Corey reach places inside her she never knew existed.

Filling her slot…

Oddly enough this is the only thing that works for me these days. All I have to do is think of Claire and Corey in some lewd sexual act and I’m hard as a rock in under a second flat.

Then an idea hits me like a ton of bricks.

I can use this to my advantage.

It’s like mental viagra. All I need to do the next time Claire initiates sex is think of my depraved fantasies and bingo. Problem solved.

Somewhere in the deep recesses of my brain I’m well aware of what a dangerous idea this is. But as long as I keep it to myself and locked up inside my brain, what’s the harm?

It can’t hurt anyone there, can it?

. . .

THAT NIGHT WHEN Claire gets home from work, I make a move. The kids are still at soccer practice and I’m feeling a little loose from the 8% double IPA I sucked down when I finished all my meetings for the day.

“Hey baby,” I say, going in for a hug. I grab her hips and pull them close to me. I’m already hard as a rock. I’ve been letting my mind wander all day. It’s depraved, sure, but I can’t help it. It’s become something of an obsession.

“Hey baby,” she says back, squirming a little in surprise. I think I caught her off guard. She kisses me back - more like pecks at me - and says, “mmm, what’s gotten into you?”

“I just missed you that’s all,” she pushes me away and manages to get free of my clutches.

“Did you go to the gym today?” she asks as she heads over to the fridge and pours herself a glass of water.

I quickly tuck my boner up into my shorts.

“No,” I said, looking down at the floor.

She clicks her tongue and sighs.

“Get changed,” she says.

“What?”

“Get changed. I have to run today and it’s too cold outside. You’re coming with me. No excuses.”

I balk. She frowns.

“Come on, Matt. You were doing so good and now look at you,” she says, throwing her hands up in the air in frustrated exasperation.

It stings but I deserve it. Still, I’m not willing to admit that so I get defensive instead.

She cuts me off before the fight can really get going.

“Just go upstairs, throw on some gym clothes and let’s go. You’ll be glad you went.”

“But I already…” I stop short and decide not to share that I’ve already been drinking. Besides, I’m sure she smelled the juicy hops on my breath anyway. No point in bringing it up. It wouldn’t work as an excuse anyway.

So, I sigh and shrug and walk slowly over to the steps and upstairs to get changed.

I take my sweet time about it too.

After about ten long minutes I’m changed and back downstairs and we’re heading into the garage.

When we arrive at the gym, I’m in a sour mood. But Claire seems to be excited.

More than usual.

Hoping to see Corey again?

Probably just my imagination but the thought sends an electric shock up and down my spine and suddenly I’m very alert and energized.

Maybe this won’t be so bad after all.

We get inside and I hit the weights. I feel good. Great even.

One of the best workouts I’ve had in a long time, even going back to when I was hitting the gym nearly every day.

Maybe I should use an 8% double IPA as my pre workout supplement from now on. I chuckle to myself as I settle under the bar for my last set of the night.

I decide to push it a little on this one and go for a new bench press PR. Nothing crazy but it’s good for me. The first three reps are smooth as silk.

On the fourth rep I start to panic.

My hands are sweating, arms trembling, but I push through and foolishly decide to go for a fifth and final rep.

I bring the bar down and it nearly crushes my chest.

Shit.

I press up against the force of the weight with all my might and manage to lift it an inch or two off my pecs so I can breathe.

I hold it there for what feels like eternity. I bear down and focus and press on, grunting and spitting and breathing hard.

Suddenly the weight just floats up and onto the bar.

Holy shit. Like magic.

Guess I had more in the tank than I th–

“Hey Matt,” Corey’s smiling face is looming over me, smiling down.

Duh.

He saved me. I didn’t magically recover and lift the bar. It was Corey.

“Shouldn’t be lifting without a spotter, man, that’s dangerous,” he says, punching my shoulder playfully as I sit up.

“I had it,” I say unconvincingly.

“Baby, are you okay?”

It’s Claire, she’s run up, breathless, from across the gym.

“Yeah, yeah I’m fine,” I say.

“Oh my god, thank you Corey,” she says, then turns back to me, “I saw you struggling from across the gym when I was on my treadmill. I came running over as fast as I could but…thank god Corey saw you and got here first. You could have seriously hurt yourself. You know better than that,” Claire says, slapping at my arm, not quite as playfully as Corey.

It’s embarrassing and emasculating being scolded and chided like that, not to mention being rescued by the hunk of a trainer for whom I secretly hoped(?) my wife had a thing.

I feel lightheaded and the room begins to spin momentarily before it slows down and back into focus.

“You sure you’re alright, man?” Corey says.

“Yeah, yeah. Fine,” I say, waving him off.

“Thank you, Corey,” Claire says as he finally begins to leave us alone.

“No problem,” he says, then calling back over his shoulder, “I still have a couple slots left to fill…for those PT sessions I mean. Won’t have to worry about a spotter there! You know I got you.”

I simply wave and roll my eyes once his back is turned.

Claire puts her hands on her hips and eyes me.

“Ready to go?” she asks.

“Yeah,” I say. All the good mojo and momentum from my workout has left me and now I just feel lame and dejected.

What do I do now?

. . .

THE KIDS ARE ASLEEP for the night and we’re both showered and in bed, reading. There’s two things I can’t get out of my mind. The first is that lewd fantasy of my wife and Corey doing the nasty while I sit in the corner and watch. This fantasy is now twisted and enhanced by the second thing. Namely, the emasculating incident that just transpired at the gym between me and Corey.

I swear Claire is looking at me differently now. She hasn’t verbalized anything but she doesn’t have to, does she? It’s all non-verbal, body language cues. She’s probably not even consciously aware of it herself. It’s all taking place on a very deep, biological level. Primal forces are at play now.

It’s a dangerous situation and if I don’t tread lightly…my cock gets hard at the thought. I put my book down and sigh.

“I can’t concentrate,” I say.

Claire looks up from her book. She sighs and shuts it.

“Well, what do you want me to do about it?” she asks, half-annoyed.

I reach for her hand and put it on my hard cock. She lets out a soft gasp as she feels its hardness.

“Matt…” she says, arching an eyebrow. But she doesn’t let go. She looks at me and scrunches up her face. “What are you reading?”

I look over at the book I just put down. A non-fiction tome about the American Civil War. Claire eye’s it and shakes her head.

“Civil war got you all…”

I shake my head.

“No, I told you I couldn’t focus on that,” I say as she squeezes my rod a little harder.

“What then?” she asks.

“Does it matter?” I say through gritted teeth.

She begins to stroke me gently under the covers.

“Maybe,” she whispers, “you haven’t been this hard in a while. Since you stopped going to the gym. I’m just curious what’s got you all…fired up like this. That’s all.”

I shake my head and shrug even though I damn well know the answer.

“Must’ve just gotten a good pump is all. I really hit it hard on the weights today.”

“I’ll say, if it wasn’t for Corey…” her breath gets heavy and quick as I slip my hand down between hers and slide her wet panties to the side. She swallows hard and exhales, her breath hot on my neck as she pecks at it between words. “You’re lucky he’s so strong.”

More blood rushes to my shaft and I gulp.

“Yeah,” I say. Unsure where to take this next. So I just shut up and decide to change course. I slip a finger inside her wet cunt and then a second one as she jerks me up and down. She’s whimpering softly as I rub the upper wall of her pussy, her grip turning tighter on my dick.

“Mmm,” she whispers, “that feels so good.”

“Yeah, you like that?” I ask rhetorically, but she nods anyway and begins sucking lightly on my neck. Then she whispers in my ear.

“I want you inside me,” she says. I don’t have to be told twice.

In a second flat I slip my fingers out, throw the covers off the bed, and am between her wet, glistening legs, rubbing the head of my cock against her moist lips.

“Oh…baby,” she whispers as I slip myself inside her. She’s wetter than I’ve ever felt and I wonder what exactly she’s thinking about. My ego would like to think it’s all just a product of me. But my intuition or something else, a deeper part of my being, senses that’s not it at all. In fact, I have a pretty good idea of what it is, because it’s the same thing I’m thinking about, isn’t it?

Of course it is. Only natural. A dominant alpha male like that…Claire wouldn’t be human if she wasn’t intrigued by it, at least on some baser level.

Then something slips out of her mouth that confirms everything and then some. Only I’m not ready for it. How could I be? It was all just a fantasy. Until now.

“Fuck, give me that hard cock…Corey,” she whispers.

Corey.

“What did you say?” I grunt between thrusts.

“Huh?” she looks up at me confused.

“Did you say, Corey?” I thrust harder and she yelps sharply.

“What are you talking about?” she asks.

I thrust hard again.

“Ow!” she says. “Gentle!”

“You said, ‘give me that hard cock…Corey.’ I heard you…” my voice trails off and she looks at me like I have about eight heads.

She doesn’t hesitate with her response.

“What the fuck are you talking about, Matt? I said, baby. Give me that hard cock…baby.”

The swiftness of her reaction makes me think she can’t possibly be lying. The bewilderment on her face all but confirms it.

Shit.

I stop thrusting and an eerie silence descends upon us. I can feel I’ve all but ruined the moment and now my cock is deflating while still inside Claire.

Shit.

Was she right? Did she say baby and my mind filled it in with Corey? Wishful thinking? What the hell was happening?

I roll off of Claire and back onto my side of the bed and rub my temples.

“What the hell is going on with you, Matt?” she asks. She nestles up against me and places her hand on my chest and traces a line with her index finger between my pecs.

“I don’t know,” I whisper as I stare up at the ceiling. And that’s the truth. I really don’t.

. . .

WE LAY THERE SILENT for what feels like an eternity. Finally, Claire takes a deep breath and pushes herself off my chest.

“Are you going to talk to me or what?” she says, looking me dead in the eyes.

I open my mouth to speak, but have nothing to say, so I close it. I repeat this process several times as strange noises and sounds escape my throat, but never any actual words.

“Why did you think I said…Corey?” she asks after it becomes clear that it will not be me who puts his cards on the table first.

I shrug.

“I don’t know,” I say at last, “I guess I just…I’ve been thinking about…”

“Corey?” she asks, shaking her head and not quite understanding.

“Yes, well no. I mean Corey, yes. But not just Corey. You and him…you know. Together.”

There it is. It’s out in the open. It’s an indirect and delicate way of saying it, but I got it out. I exhale in relief.

Claire shakes her head and scrunches up her nose, still not understanding.

“Wait what? Why?”

I pause for a moment.

Which direction should I take? The one where I express a somewhat normal, if not slightly off putting insecurity about my wife with another man?

Or the one where I express that same insecurity and the fact that it turns me on like nothing I’ve ever felt before?

I take a deep breath as I approach the edge of the metaphorical diving board I’m standing on. I don’t need to look down, I already know it’s a long, long way and there’s no guarantee of a safe landing. I decide to get a running start and jump anyway.

“Well, I mean…come on,” I say, choosing my words carefully, feeling her out along the way, “I saw the way you were looking at him.”

Claire scoffs, but for the first time I can tell it’s insincere. She doesn’t mean it. But I can tell.

My heart flutters in my chest as warm adrenaline floods my body in anticipation of pushing things further. I can barely keep my hands from shaking.

“Oh, don’t give me that,” I say, “you were practically drooling over him the first time we met and when he saved me the other day, I saw it again.”

She laughs nervously, her facade cracking a little bit. She doesn’t want to hurt my feelings and admit it. Maybe she hasn’t even admitted it to herself yet, but I’m suddenly very keen on getting her to say it out loud and suddenly, I’m getting hard again just thinking about it.

“Saw what?” she asks, a little too loudly.

I shush her, politely of course, and she puts a hand over her mouth.

“You want him,” I say. Just like that.

It hangs in the air for a moment and just floats there between us.

“What? No, I don’t…” she says, starting to protest.

I cock my head to the side and raise my eyebrows.

“Oh come on, you don’t think he’s attractive? Because everything about your body language says otherwise.”

She shrugs and throws her hands up in the air.

“Alright, fine. Yeah, whatever. He’s a good looking guy, but so what? I haven’t…”

Her voice trails off and she can’t bring herself to say the next thing she wants to say.

I haven’t thought about him like that.

She can’t say it because it’s not true. She knows it and I know it.

“Thought about him like that?” I say, finishing her sentence.

She finally breaks eye contact with me and looks down and away from my gaze. I hold it on her for a few seconds then I place my hand on hers.

“It’s alright,” I say, taking a deep breath. “You can admit it. I’m not mad or anything.”

My heart is in my throat as I squeeze her hand a little tighter. She’s still not looking at me and so I decide to make a move. I pull her hand towards me and place it on my crotch. I have a full-on, raging erection at this point.

Claire is caught off-guard at first. Not comprehending what she’s feeling. Then she’s shocked as the realization hits her. But she doesn’t move her hand. She doesn’t pull back in horror. I watch her face change as the realization that she’s grabbing my hard cock hits her.

She finally looks back up to meet my gaze. This is it. Like going all in at the World Series of Poker. Either a huge double-up is coming or I’m going to get my dreams crushed. What’s it going to be?

Claire shakes her head and looks down at my hard dick in her hand and then back up at me. Her brain can’t quite accept what her eyes are seeing but every time she checks to make sure, it’s confirmed: she’s holding my hard dick while we talk about her being attracted to another man.

“Matt?” she says. That’s all she can seem to get out.

“It’s alright,” I say again. I see her putting it together. The final pieces. Still, she does not seem horrified, only intrigued and a bit cautious. Understandable to say the least. So, I decide to keep leading her down the path we’re already on.

“But,” she starts to say, gently massaging my cock now.

“I like it,” I finally say. “It turns me on to think about it.”

There it is. Bam. She stares back in disbelief. For a moment I fear I’ve misread the entire situation and this was not at all where her mind was going. Shit.

“You like…you like the thought of me with…another man? With Corey?” she asks, biting her bottom lip.

I gulp and nod and she’s still holding my cock. Stroking it a little faster now. I can see she’s still unsure, but wants to keep exploring.

Phew.

“But why?” she asks and stops stroking. The intellectual side of her brain finally winning out over the more primal side.

I sigh and shake my head. A question I’ve been mostly ignoring this whole time because, well, I don’t have a clue as to why. I know I shouldn’t feel this way. I know it’s not normal. But I can’t fight it either.

So I simply shrug.

“I don’t know, I just think it’s…”

“Hot?” she offers, finishing my sentence. I nod. She’s back to stroking me, now she’s really intrigued as she changes her body language entirely. She opens up towards me where before she was guarded and closed off. She wants to explore this with me.

I watch as Claire bites her bottom lip and stares at my hard cock while she’s stroking it. I wonder what she’s thinking about as she does it.

“What are you thinking about?” I ask.

“Are you sure you want to know?” she fires back.

“Yes,” I whisper as I soak in the feeling of her gently caressing my shaft.

“Well,” she says clearing her throat, “I just want to be clear that I wasn’t thinking about this when we were having sex, alright? You put it in my head, Matt….but…” her voice trails off. I can barely catch my breath. I'm so jacked up on adrenaline.

“But what?”

“But you were right, I have thought about it before. About…”

“Corey,” I say, finishing her sentence.

She bites her bottom lip and nods.

“Do you like hearing that?” she asks, it’s a genuine question. She’s feeling things out, finding her footing as we go.

I gulp and nod.

“Tell me more,” I say through gritted teeth.

“Well…” she starts and stops, then she shakes her head, “you really want to hear this?”

The intellectual side winning out again in the mental tug of war.

I assure her that I do and she continues.

“I don’t know, I just…wonder what it would be like, you know? To be with a sexy black man like him. The powerful muscles, the dark skin. How big his cock might be. What a black dick would look like going in and out of my tiny, little pussy…”

Wow, she reeled that off quickly. I gulp hard. It’s a lot of information at once.

“Holy shit,” I whisper, trying hard not to come all at once.

“What?” she whispers, “have you thought about that too? About what I would look like with a black dick in my mouth?”

Before I can answer, she leans over and takes me into her mouth, all the way down until I’m hitting the back of her throat. She moans softly and exhales deeply through her nose.

It feels like warm, wet velvet and all at once…I come. Despite my best efforts. I cannot hold out any longer.

I unleash a torrent of seed down her throat and into her belly. She doesn’t seem the least bit surprised or fazed by it and she greedily sucks it down and squeezes my cock to get every last drop out, milking it for all it’s worth.

“Mmm,” she moans and kisses the head of my now-deflating cock. “That was hot. And, well, unexpected.”

She sits up. The awkward post-orgasm silence washes over us like a tidal wave from a tsunami and I have no idea what to do or say next. I just nod in silence.

“So…” I finally say.

But before I can formulate a thought, Claire is up and out of the bed.

“Where are you going?” I ask.

She turns around, still completely naked, with drops of come still on her sweet lips and looks at me like I have three heads. The next thing out of her mouth is said like it’s the most obvious answer in the whole wide world.

“I’m going to call Corey and schedule a session,” she says. Duh. Just like that.

What?

She doesn’t wait for an answer though. She picks up some clothes off the floor. Gets dressed and exits the room and heads to our upstairs office where her phone is no doubt on the desk, charging.

What? What’s happening? This is just a fantasy…I didn’t mean…

“Well, you sure she knows that part?” I whisper out loud into our empty bedroom. Then a wild cackle escapes my mouth and I feel like an insane person all at once. I clasp my hands over my mouth to stifle any more screams.

The sounds of my muffled laughter echoes softly off the walls as I finally calm down and lay back down into bed.

I’m asleep before Claire returns from the office. I don’t even feel her get back into bed.

And once I’m asleep, I dream of some of the most depraved things imaginable.

Yes, all of them involving Claire and Corey.


SIX

I AWAKE IN SHOCK. Terror grips my entire being. Cold dread oozes from every pore as I sit up with wild eyes and look around the empty room. It’s late. Later than I normally wake up and Claire is nowhere to be seen.

What the hell did I do last night?

I roll over and grab my phone from the night stand. I have a missed call from a number I don’t recognize, probably one of those annoying car warranty scams, and a text message.

It’s from Claire.

Hey, woke up early for a session with Corey – 
You were asleep before I got back but last night was… fun.
Naughty boy :)

Oh god. What have I done? She already scheduled a session?! I practically leap out of bed and get ready like a man possessed. I can’t remember the last time my mind was this laser focused on a task.

I brush my teeth, run a comb through my hair, get dressed and am out the door in less than ten minutes.

In another ten minutes I am at the gym and sprinting towards the front door. I scan in at the front desk and rush towards the back where the personal training area is. Claire and Corey are nowhere to be found.

I catch a few glances from other gym goers and a few staff members, they see me rushing around like a madman and are, perhaps rightly, concerned about what I’m up to.

“Can I help you sir?” one of the staff members finally asks.

“Yeah, uh, just looking for my wife, she’s training with umm, Corey, I think…” my voice trails off as I scratch the back of my head, trying to appear more casual and nonchalant than I actually feel.

The young kid raises an eyebrow.

“Everything alright sir? Is this some kind of emergency?”

Emergency? Uh, yes!

“Umm, well, sort of . I just need to talk to her, that’s all.”

He looks at me suspiciously. But then decides to give up the goods.

“They’re over there in the studio class room, Corey has it booked for his sessions today,” he says.

I glance across the gym and spot it. The studio classroom. Why there? Why the private room? Who the hell does this guy think he is?

I sprint across the room without thanking the youn staff member and I burst right the fuck into the room and I yell, “Alright what the fuck –”

I stop short and my eyes go wide.

With shock.

And…embarrassment.

Claire is lying on the floor, stretching next to another woman who is much older, perhaps in her sixties and next to her is a middle-aged man. They’re all doing the same stretch.

And looking at me the same way, with surprised and terrified eyes.

Of course they are, because Corey is in front - telling them to do it.

A cool down.

From the workout they just had.

Together.

In a public place.

Because this is a gym.

Matt. You fucking idiot.

The only one in the room not looking at me like I am deranged and dangerous is Corey, he is simply eyeing me up and smiling.

“Hey Matt,” he says, then looks at his watch. “Glad you could join us, but you’re a little late.”

. . .

I JOIN THE GROUP for the last fifteen minutes of the session. It’s greuling and I simply can’t fathom how difficult an entire hour of this kind of activity must be. Claire won’t even look in my direction. But Corey seems keenly aware of and interested in my every movement. I can’t tell if he’s evaluating me, studying me, or reading my mind. Maybe all three. Probably all three.

We finally wrap up and the other two people shuffle out ahead of us. Claire glares at me as she collects her things.

“Thank you, Corey,” she says, “That was great.”

He nods and rakes his eyes over her glistening body. I can see the hunger in his eyes, there’s no mistaking it. He wants her and not only that, he believes he can have her.

“No problem,” he says finally. “Just let me know if you want to book a private, I’m available any time you need.”

Then he turns to me and smiles.

“Same goes for you, Matt. If there’s anything I can help you out with, just let me know.”

I gulp and nod. The awkwardness of the moment is enhanced by the fact that still not one of us has actually addressed in any meaningful way my bursting into the room like an idiot. No one, neither Claire nor Corey, has actually asked the question, what exactly did you think we were up to? Did you really think we were fucking? In the gym? Because that’s what it seemed like. Just what the hell is wrong with you Matt? Where’s your head at?

But they don’t need to verbalize it. It’s all implied through body language and other nonverbal clues. Plus, I’m already asking myself all those same questions and more.

Problem is, I don’t have a fucking clue as to what the answers are. Or, maybe I do know, but I’m just scared to admit it.


SEVEN

A TOTAL OF THREE WORDS have been spoken since we left the gym. I can’t remember what they were but I know that’s the right number. Don’t ask me why.

Claire goes upstairs to take a shower, letting me stew in it.

But instead of feeling guilty or ashamed, I decide to distract myself. I grab an IPA from the fridge and head up to my office.

It’s like I’m on autopilot.

Something has a hold of me and I can’t shake it.

I take a dip swig from the beer and fire up my laptop. I open a private browser and stop. The words are in my head but my fingers hover over the backlit keys and won’t move.

But then they start dancing.

Wife…big…black…dick…

I slam the enter key.

A list of results.

I don’t care. I click one.

The video buffers and plays.

My body is flooding with dopamine and adrenaline. I see a woman who looks not unlike Claire. Not unlike Claire at all. She’s wearing lingerie and looking off camera.

A black man with dark, dark skin enters the frame and she stands up to greet him. She wraps her tiny arms around his tree trunk of a neck as he grips her firmly by the hips and pulls her close to his chiseled, powerful frame.

My cock stiffens like a steel rod.

I take a big gulp from my beer and then pull my pants down by the waistband, gripping my engorged cock in my right hand.

I watch them make out and imagine it’s Claire and Corey. My cock threatens to rip in two as more blood rushes in to fill the shaft. I grit my teeth and begin to stroke. Softly at first, then faster.

The woman in the lingerie who looks not unlike Claire reaches down and caresses the bulge in the black man’s pants. She gasps as she feels its size.

Finally, she can’t take it anymore and drops to her knees and pulls down his pants.

A giant black cock flops out and almost takes her eye out. She giggles and then reaches up in wonder. She opens her mouth and flicks her tongue out, licking the head.

The black man looks down, hands on his hips, and smiles. He nods as if to say, go ahead, suck it.

And she does.

Her soft pink lips part wide and then shut gently around the head. I can see her saliva glistening on the dark shaft as she slowly presses her head towards his pelvis.

I’m stroking hard now. Mouth agape like a gooning fool. Lost in the spectacle of it all.

All I’m thinking about is what Claire would look like doing this with Corey and it fuels me with lust and jealousy and longing.

Then…I get caught with my pants down around my ankles.

“Oh my god! Matt? What the hell are you doing?”

I almost jump out of my skin as my entire body goes numb with surprise and fright. I wheel around in my desk chair and it’s Claire. Obviously. She’s wrapped in a fluffy white towel, her wet hair is up in a messy bun.

There’s nowhere to run. Certainly, nowhere to hide.

I don’t manage to minimize the video. But I do manage to pause it. It’s fullscreen. The woman has the giant black cock so far down her throat that she’s choking on it.

I watch Claire’s wild eyes flicker back and forth between me with my cock in my hand and what’s playing on the screen. Once again, it’s brief, but I see it. There’s no mistaking it.

She looks at the screen, lingering a second too long, and she licks her lips. There’s a sense of longing in her stare. I know it, because I have it too, only I’m looking at her freshly showered body and hoping she’ll just drop the towel and walk over to me and get between my legs and suck my cock while we watch the rest of the video together.

It’s a silly pipe dream, I know, but a guy can dream, can’t he?

Then Claire drops the towel and let’s fall in a damp heap on the carpet beneath her feet.

“You dirty, dirty boy,” she says with a sly smile.

Now she’s walking over to me.

Oh shit. Oh shit. Is this real or am I dreaming?

She is now standing over me. Her tight toned body, still damp from the hot shower, rises and falls with her frantic breaths. She’s turned on right now. I can’t believe she isn’t completely disgusted by this pathetic display, but she’s not. I can smell lilacs and peach white tea - her body wash - and I almost pass out from all the adrenaline that’s coursing through my veins.

Claire puts her hands on her hips and looks over at the screen.

She stares at it for a while before she says anything.

“Fuck,” she says finally, “that’s so…hot.”

She bends over, reaching across me, her tummy brushes against the head of my hard cock and it’s almost enough to make me cum. But I manage to hold it together.

Her finger lands on the touchpad and click. The video is playing again. She stands back up and watches for a few more moments.

“Holy shit…” she says, it’s almost as if I’m not even in the room with her now, “That’s so….big. I’ve never seen a dick like that before.”

I watch her as she watches the woman choking on the big black cock. Suddenly her hand is creeping down between her legs and she’s running a finger over her slit. I can hear its slickness and she gently rubs herself.

I clear my throat and momentarily break the spell. Claire turns red for a brief moment but then regains her composure.

“I’m sorry, it’s just so…so…sexy. Look at her sucking on that black dick.”

She looks at my hard cock and arches an eyebrow.

“And clearly,” she says with a knowing tone, “you think it’s pretty sexy too.”

I don’t know what to say, so I shrug and laugh nervously.

Claire drops to her knees between my legs and grabs my cock.

“What are you thinking about, Matt?”

I shake my head.

“I don’t know.”

“Oh, I think you do know. You just don’t want to tell me.”

I’m now facing Claire square on so that the computer screen is to my right. She’s between my legs with one eye on the screen and one eye on my cock.

She begins to stroke it as we watch the video together. An uneasy silence settles over us. Claire fingers herself lightly before she finally opens her mouth and starts blowing me.

I tilt my head back and close my eyes. I exhale softly as I let the warmth of her wet mouth on my hard cock wash over me. Electric tingles run up and down my spine.

“Holy shit,” I whisper.

Claire takes her mouth off my cock and looks over at the video.

“Fast forward,” she says with a smile. “I wanna see it go in.”

I wanna see it go in.

For some reason that line, the way she said it, almost sends me over the edge.

I do as she asks and fast forward a little, managing to stop at the perfect spot.

The woman who looks not unlike Claire is now laying on a couch, legs spread, resting her weight on her elbows as she looks down at the giant black cock that is about to enter her snatch.

The man is thumping his log against her creamy tummy. The head reaches all the way past her belly button.

“Wow,” Claire whispers, “how is that gonna fit inside her?”

She’s totally enraptured now, stroking my cock, but both eyes on the screen.

In a few brief seconds, we see exactly how it will fit inside her.

It’s tough at first. The man goes slow, spreading her wet pussy lips wide with his head and then plunging slowly and ever deeper with his wide, dark shaft.

The woman takes shallow, sharp breaths as her body tenses up then relaxes. Tenses up. Then relaxes.

Finally, he’s almost all the way inside her and he pauses.

Claire stops stroking me to watch.

The man then shoves the last few inches inside her with force until he completely disappears inside her. The woman’s eyes go wide with shock and wonder and…ecstasy as she smiles with delight.

“Oh my god, it’s all the way in…can you imagine?” Claire says, then looks at me with a knowing smile.

Then laughs.

“Well,” she says, “obviously you have, haven’t you?”

I shake my head no, but it’s no use.

“Really? Because that’s not what you said last night…” she says, beginning to stroke my cock once more. “You haven’t thought about me with a big, black cock between my legs? Maybe…Corey’s cock? You haven’t thought about what it might look like to see your wife getting railed by a big, black dick? Just like she is?”

She motions to the screen.

I gulp and grit my teeth.

“Alright, alright. Yes, I have.”

She smiles with satisfaction and opens her mouth wide, taking me into it. Before I know it she’s all the way down to the base of my shaft and her nose is almost touching my pubic hair.

Claire holds the position for a few seconds and then gracefully pulls herself off my cock and looks at it, then back at the one on the screen.

“I could never do that with his cock,” she says, teasing me a little. It hurts like hell, but for some reason turns me on like nothing I’ve ever felt before at the same time.

Before I have time to process what it might mean, she’s back to sucking my dick like a greedy slut, fingering herself and working herself up into a frenzy unlike anything I’ve ever seen before.

After a while, she stops and spits my cock out of her mouth. She takes deep, labored breaths as she turns her focus to the screen.

The woman who looks not unlike her is taking a furious pounding now as she coats the man’s dark shaft with a thick, creamy white resin.

“Oh my god,” she whispers, “look at her creaming on that cock. Mmmm.”

She licks her lips then turns back to me and starts stroking my dick again, using her saliva as lubricant.

“Can we really do it?” she asks.

“Do what?” I ask. But I know what she means. I can see it in her eyes and it kills me. Like an ice pick in the heart…and a fire in my loins. The conflicting intensity is almost too much to bear and I wonder if I should just shut the laptop, stand up, pull up my pants, and put an end to this whole thing.

But I do none of that. Because the truth is…I’m thinking with my smaller head and I don’t give one god damn about logic or rational thinking right now.

“You know,” she says with a sly smile, “I mean, I’m game if you are.”

“With Corey?” I ask.

She shrugs.

“Doesn’t have to be, but I mean, like yeah, I know he would totally fuck me if I let him.”

She says it with no care at all. As if the only thing stopping it from happening is her magnanimous will.

“How do you know?”

She raises an eyebrow as if to say, seriously, Matt?

“You would really do it?” I ask. Again, with the stupid questions. I can see it in her eyes. Hell yeah she would.

“Hell yeah I would,” she says without hesitation, then adds quickly, “I mean, if you’re alright with it.”

She looks at my hard, throbbing cock in her hand and laughs.

“But uhh, it looks like you are,” she says.

I don’t say anything, but I don’t have to. Not saying no is the same as saying yes. She knows it and I know it.

“Mmm, but do you really think you can handle it? Seeing me with another man? With a sexy, strong man with a huge cock? Could you handle watching me suck and fuck his big, black cock?”

I almost lose it. My cock lurches and I think it’s about to spew everywhere. But through gritted teeth and sheer force of will, I manage to keep it at bay. For now.

“Stop,” I say, almost out of breath. “Stop, if you keep talking like that…”

“If I keep talking like that…what? Is hearing your wife talking about being a slut for big, black cock going to make you cum, Matt, you dirty boy? Thinking about her with a thick, dark shaft between her legs is going to…”

My scream of pleasure and pain and agony cuts her thought short as an orgasm the size of Texas rips through my entire being. Not just body…being. And my shaft erupts like a volcano as it spews thick globs of hot, white jizz into the air. I swear one of them hits the ceiling but I can’t be sure.

Claire watches with astonished amazement as cum continues to spill forth from the tip and run down the sides of my shaft, coating her hand and fingers, the excess pooling at the base in my pubes.

“Holy shit, Matt…” she whispers as she licks her hands and fingers clean, greedily lapping up whatever drops she can get her tongue on.

When she’s finished she stands up and looks down at the pool of cum in my lap and giggles.

“I think you should go get clean up, dirty boy.”

She turns around and leaves me there with my messy, shameful self and heads to the bedroom to get dressed.

I sigh deeply, wondering what the fuck just happened but not able to make heads or tales of it. I stand up and go to the shower. My cock is still half-hard and by the time the hot water hits my body, I’m rock solid again and jerking off down the shower drain to relieve the pressure.

Only, it’s never really relieved. It feels like I’ve awakened something inside myself, inside us, that will never truly be sated. It will remain hungry, thirsty, and ever in need of feeding.

What have I done?

I don’t know. I only know that despite all evidence to the contrary, it’s actually too late to stop the train.

This is going to happen whether I like it or not.

And I can’t decide if I do.


EIGHT

A WEEK PASSES BY. We’ve had sex every day. A few days we even went at each other two or three times. I’ve hardly been to the gym and my diet is still lacking but it doesn’t seem to matter. Whatever this is…well, it’s working for me. I know it’s a dangerous game, but it’s better than not being able to get it up. So I keep rolling with it.

Claire has continued training with Corey in group sessions but we keep talking about a wicked plan for her to seduce Corey and for me to watch it all happen.

Today is the day. She has her first private with Corey at the gym at 11:00 and we’re both getting ready to head to the gym. I’m going to do my own thing while she works out and works on him.

My body is coursing with excitement and anticipation and a nervous energy I haven’t felt this acutely before in my life.

In the car on the way over Claire does something I’m not ready for, but it clinches the deal.

She reaches over and puts her hand on mine.

“We don’t have to do this, you know? You know that right? It can stay a fantasy.”

I shake my head.

“Yeah, right,” I say.

“I’m serious. I mean, I want to. But it can stay a fantasy. I’m cool with that.”

“No,” I say, unable to look over at her. “I’m still game.”

“You’re sure?” she asks.

I nod.

“Because, once we go down this road, there’s no turning back.”

“I know that,” I say. Then quietly in my head, I knew that a few days ago. We’re already down the road.

I glide to a stop in the parking lot between two sedans, put the car in park and cut the engine. We both take deep breaths and unbuckle out seatbelts.

“Ready?” I say. And I don’t mean ready to go inside and workout.

“I’m ready,” Claire says, because she knows exactly what I mean and she can’t wait.

It kills me to see her this excited and eager to attempt to seduce another man. It all seems like it’s too easy. Like I should be concerned instead of ignoring the red flags.

But I know my wife. I know us. And I think I can keep it all under control.

At least…I hope I can.

. . .

I ALMOST FORGET what we’re there to do as I go through my workout. Perhaps I need the distraction, but I totally zone out and zone in and have one of my best workouts ever. I feel like I could go forever. But then I check my watch and realize what time it is. Claire’s session with Corey is probably just about wrapping up.

So, I finish my set, clean the machine and head over to the training room on the other side of the gym. The door is open and I can see them in there.

My heart leaps into my throat.

Claire is bent down in a forward fold, hands on the hardwood floor in a deep stretch. Her ass and hips look luscious and thick in all the right ways as she bends at the waist. But what has my heart in my throat is where Corey is.

He’s pressed his crotch right up against that luscious backside, hands on her back as he helps her bend deeper.

“Mmm,” she moans softly. “This feels great, Corey. Can you go a little deeper?”

“My pleasure,” he says with a smile. Then looks to his right and locks eyes with me and doesn’t break his stare. “I can always go deeper.”

He waves for me to come in as they finish up.

Claire looks over at me and mouths: you’re early…what are you doing?

Shit.

She hasn’t had time to do any of the things we talked about I realize.

I’m fucking the whole thing up.

But there’s nothing to do now except walk over like the idiot that I am and hope for the best.

“Hey Matt,” he says as I approach and reaches out to shake my hand.

I take his hand and shake it, trying to match his firm grip best I can but I don’t think I’m doing too well.

“When are you going to join us for another session?” he asks with a wink.

I turn bright red and think back to the last time I barged in on one of his classes.

But before the awkwardness can last any longer, Claire speaks up.

“Actually, about that, Corey…” she reaches her hand up and places it on the back of her neck and scratches. “I was wondering if we could uhh…do you do house calls?”

Corey’s smile grows about ten sizes.

He looks over at me.

“I can be wherever you need me to be. Long as you have some basic equipment, yeah, we could do that.”

“Great,” Claire says with a little too much excitement.

“So, uh will this be for the both of you…or?”

“Oh,” Claire looks over at me and I don’t know what to say so I just shrug.

“Well, doesn’t matter to me. Figure it out amongst yourselves. How does next Saturday work, say 11:00?”

Claire looks at me again. She’s too stunned (or turned on) to say anything at all.

“Sure, yeah that should work,” I say finally.

So far this has not been anything like the plan we hatched beforehand…but it’s still getting the desired result.

Corey is coming to the house. And there…Claire will seduce him. So that I can watch. From where? I don’t know.

“Alright, cool,” Corey says. “Just text me your address sometime this week and I’ll see one or both of you guys then. Sound good?”

He’s staring at Claire now, raking his eyes over her trembling body. He’s not even trying to hide it. At least, that’s how it seems to me.

“Good, yeah. Sounds good,” Claire says finally. She waves weakly at Corey as I lead her out of the room.

It wasn’t the smoothest execution in the world but…

“I can’t believe that worked,” Claire says as we reach our car.

“Yeah, me neither,” I say.

We both hop in and buckle our seat belts.

Claire lets out a huge exhale.

“God,” she says, “I’m so fucking wet right now.”

My cock hardens in my pants and I put the car in drive and race home so I can fuck my wife like the slut she’s dying to be.

We fuck like wild animals all night long and again in the morning. Each of us wants it so bad we can almost taste it. It might be wrong, it might be dangerous, but neither of us seems to give one god damn about the risks. We just want to chase the high.

. . .

THE WEEK GOES ON like that until the day finally arrives. It’s finally Saturday and Corey sends Claire a text to let her know he’s on his way.


NINE

CLAIRE IS ON FIRE. She’s wearing tight black yoga pants and a black sports bra with a white outline around the edges. Her tummy is tight and toned. Her hair is up in a messy ponytail. She’s put on just the right amount of makeup and she’s done it all for another man.

There will be time for sorting through feelings and talking it out later. But right now, we’re just going with it. At least, that’s what I think is happening.

We have another loose plan in place.

The basic premise: I’m not at home. Neither are the kids.

I really wanted to join but got called into the office for an emergency weekend meeting or some such nonsense.

That way, Corey will think it’s just him and Claire.

In reality, I’ll be upstairs in the bedroom closet. Creepy? Probably.

Do I care? Not right now.

I’ll set myself up in the perfect spot with the perfect view and be undetectable.

Our room is large enough that even if I need to shift my weight or exhale sharply, it’s unlikely he’ll be able to hear anything.

Plus, I imagine Claire’s screams of delight and pleasure will be the perfect cover regardless.

While they “work out” I plan to wait in the upstairs hallway near the top of the stairs. Sound carries pretty well and I should be able to hear everything that’s going on downstairs.

When I hear them leave the room and make for the bedroom, I’ll scamper off down the hall and take my place in the closet.

Yes, this is all crazy. I know.

But the thought of not seeing it all go down outweighs any reservations I might have of seeing it happen. I know it might crush me. But hearing the details after and not seeing it with my own two eyes will crush me more. I’m absolutely certain of that.

DING-DONG.

The doorbell rings.

It’s Corey.

I quickly pull Claire in by the waist and kiss her on the lips.

She kisses me back hard and feels my cock. It’s rock hard.

A jolt of electricity zaps my body.

“Mmm,” she says, letting out a soft moan.

“I love you,” I say.

“I love you too,” she says.

DING-DONG.

The doorbell rings again.

“You better get upstairs,” she says.

I nod and retreat up the steps.

Claire goes to answer the door.

Corey is standing there in shorts and a tank top.

He towers over her with his powerful frame. His arms seem bigger today. Everything about him seems more dominant and bigger than usual. Perhaps that’s because, whether he knows it or not, he’s about to rail my wife.

By the look on his face when Claire opens the door, I’d venture to say he has a pretty good idea that he might be railing my wife. If not today, at some point in the not so distant future.

“Hi Corey,” Claire says. Her voice is light and airy. She’s already flirting with him as she tilts her head to the side. I watch her messy ponytail flop with the movement.

“Well, hello Claire,” he says and steps inside.

He rubs his hands together and looks around.

“You have a beautiful home,” he says.

“Oh thanks,” she says shyly.

There’s an awkward beat between them.

“Umm, why don’t we head to the living room, I have everything set up in there,” Claire says finally.

“Perfect,” Corey says, then, “will Matt be joining us today?”

He’s looking around the house as if I might pop out from behind any corner.

“No, actually,” Claire says, feigning disappointment, “he had an emergency meeting at the office he had to go in for.”

“On a Saturday?” Corey says in disbelief.

“I know, right?”

“So, it’ll just be us then?” Corey asks.

“Yep, at least this time,” Claire says, “I hope that’s alright.”

“Oh, most definitely.”

Claire turns and guides him across the foyer and into the living room.

I can’t see them anymore, but I can still hear them.

Corey suggests warming up with some light stretching and it’s show time.

My cock somehow manages to get harder as I hear Claire say, “Sounds good, I could really use a good stretching.”

To which Corey responds, “Oh, I bet you could Claire.”

There’s no mistaking the implication. Claire is putting down a vibe and Corey is picking it up.

Hook, line, sinker. Whatever you want to call it.

It’s working.

“Can we do that stretch we did last time? The one where you get behind me and bend me over?” Claire asks.

“I’d be happy to,” Corey says.

Gulp.


TEN

“OH COREY…” Claire moans. “That feels soooo good.” They are still down stairs, stretching. I can only imagine what it must look like. My mind flashes back to last week when Corey had Claire bent over at the waist, his crotch practically pressed up against her backside.

Then I picture what that same position might look like with them both naked, standing at the foot of our bed as Corey slides his big, dark cock between her legs.

I gulp and swallow hard.

“Keep it together,” I whisper aloud in the hallway.

Then I hear Claire giggle.

“Oh my, Corey…”

“Sorry,” he says, and sounds slightly embarrassed, “I just, uhh…”

“Oh no, don’t be,” she says, “it’s just that, well it’s soo big…I couldn’t help but notice, you know?”

Corey chuckles.

“Yeah, it uhh gets in the way sometimes.”

“I bet it does,” she says.

Then they go back to stretching for a minute or two.

My heart is hammering in my chest to the point where I feel it may explode right through my skin.

“I’m sorry,” Claire says, finally breaking the silence. “I just, I can’t…can I see it?”

There’s a few seconds of pained, awkward, agonizing silence.

“See it?” Corey says. But he doesn’t sound all that surprised.

I can’t believe she just outright asked him like that. Holy shit. And I’m not there. They’re not even upstairs yet.

What if they never make it upstairs?

That thought sends shockwaves of fear and regret throughout my body.

“Well, yeah…I mean now that I’ve felt that thing against me…I just can’t stop thinking about it.”

“Really?” Corey says.

“Mmmhmm,” Claire says.

“What about your husband?”

There’s a long pause.

“Fuck my husband,” Claire says.

The feeling I get from hearing those words come out of Claire’s mouth almost makes me pass right the fuck out. It kills me, it thrills me, it crushes me and makes me soar with the purest adrenaline rush I’ve ever had. It also makes me sick to my stomach and yet my cock gets harder still. All at once. All at warp speed. And it’s almost too much for any one man to bear.

But somehow, I manage to keep it together.

I bookmark that feeling. It’s something I should probably return to and sort out one day.

But for now…

Corey clicks his tongue. Mulling over what to do.

“You sure he won’t be home any time soon?”

“You have nothing to worry about,” Claire says. “Besides, I just want to see it. Then we can get back to our workout.”

Corey laughs.

“Trust me, Claire. Once you see it…we’ll be working out. But not the kind we planned on.”

Claire giggles with delight.

“Is that right?” she asks, I imagine with an arched eyebrow.

“That’s right.”

“Well, only one way to find out if that’s true isn’t there?”

“I guess there is,” Corey says.

I go absolutely still as my blood runs cold. I hear the rustling of a hand in a waistband, rooting around. The sound of skin against synthetic material.

Then I hear my wife gasp.

“Holy shit,” Claire says. “That’s fucking huge.”

“Surprised?”

“Well, yes…I mean no, obviously I just felt it but actually seeing it. Holy shit,” Claire says.

Holy shit. Holy shit. Holy shit.

She can’t stop saying it and neither can I.

I imagine what she must look like right now. Corey standing over her as her tight, tiny body presses up against his. Her milky white skin and the contrast against his dark complexion. His big, black cock gently resting in her hand, palm up and she brushed the top of his shaft with her other hand, marveling at it and getting wetter than she’s ever been in her life.

For a long time, neither of them says anything. Then, I hear it.

Wetness. Smacking. Tongues lashing.

They’re kissing. It’s loud and fast and passionate.

Again, I imagine the scene and again I fight hard not to pass out or cum right in my pants, or worse both at the same time.

That same cold fear grips me once more as I wonder if they will ever make it out of the living room and upstairs like we planned.

Finally, mercifully the lip smacking stops and I hear Claire exhale sharply.

“You want to taste it?” Corey asks.

It sounds like Claire gives him another quick peck on the lips.

“Of course I do,” she says, “But…let’s go upstairs first.”

My body momentarily relaxes as the worried tension from my previous thought leaves me.

Thank god.

“Upstairs?” Corey says, sounding genuinely surprised. “In your bed? That you share with your husband?”

Like an ice cold dagger to the heart those words pierce my chest. But my loins are anything but icy, if anything his words make them burn hotter.

Claire clicks her tongue.

“Yeah, why not? That’ll just make it hotter, won’t it?”

Corey lets out a laugh.

“Whatever you say,” he says.

Then, they start moving. Footfalls on the carpet and then on the hardwood of the foyer.

I can’t see them yet, but if I’m not careful I’ll blow the whole thing.

Only I’m frozen. I can’t move. And I just have to…

My breath catches in my throat as I see Claire round the corner. She’s leading the way, pulling Corey behind her, her tiny white hand wrapped around his big, black dick. She’s leading him quite literally by the cock up to our bed so he can fuck her brains out.

I watch Corey watching Claire’s ass as he follows obediently behind. A look of smug satisfaction on his face. One that says he knew this was going to happen. He knew it was going to happen from the moment he laid eyes on Claire.

I wonder how many other happily married wives Corey has done this with.

For a moment I’m pissed. But I don’t have much more than a moment to be upset because they’re getting closer. Claire looks up the steps anxiously and meets my gaze. I’m crouched around the corner, mostly out of sight, but not totally.

She scrunches up her face and stops walking.

Go! She mouths at me. I pause, look at Corey who still isn’t looking anywhere but at Claire’s ass and I finally manage to peel myself away from where I’m standing and scamper off down the hallway.

Phew. That was a close one.

Corey didn’t see me.

Definitely not.

Right?

Right?

I enter our room and make for the closet. My cock is nearly poking a hole through my shorts. As I take my place, I hear them reach the top of the stairs and then head down the hallway.

This is it. This is really it.

No more imagining.

This is the real thing.

My wife is about to fuck someone else…in our marital bed…while I hide in the closet and watch.

Holy shit. Holy shit.

Holy shit.


ELEVEN

THEY ENTER THE ROOM, ripping into one another and tearing clothes off as fast as they can. Claire’s sports bra is off first. Her tits don’t go anywhere when she takes it off. They stay right where they were, pert and perky as ever. Her tiny pink nipples are erect and pointed at Corey as he takes his shirt off.

I watch from a tiny crack in the closet door as they simply breathe and marvel at one another’s bodies. In truth, they are both specimens. Physically beautiful and gifted beyond a doubt. There’s no other way to say it.

These are two objectively attractive people from a physique perspective and seeing their two bodies in such close proximity, trembling in anticipation of becoming one, well…hard to describe with mere words.

“Get on your knees,” Corey whispers as he reaches down and puts two fingers under my wife’s chin and lifts her eyes up to meet his.

I almost don’t recognize those eys. They are wild and untamed. Full of lust and longing and all of that.

After a moment, Claire obeys and drops to her knees before his burgeoning cock and runs her hand over the top of his shaft lightly, continuing to marvel.

“Suck it.”

Corey is not asking. And he’s not telling her either. He’s not making a suggestion or trying to prod her along.

He’s commanding her.

And she is all too eager to serve.

She opens her tiny, wet mouth as wide as it will go and softly, slowly wraps her lips around the head of his cock, spreading them even wider as she makes her way down his shaft.

She only gets about a quarter of it in her mouth.

And I think that a quarter of Corey’s cock is probably about the size of my whole dick. That thought sends a shudder down my spine.

He’s going to split her wide open.

Maybe…I think to myself…maybe he’ll ruin her forever. For me at least. Maybe once she gets that feeling of being so full, so stretched to her absolute limit, she’ll no longer have a need for me.

I swallow hard and try to push these kinds of thoughts away. To the back of my mind, under and old rug. Or better yet, in a lock box. Maybe, if I try hard enough, I can keep them there forever and not have to face what all this might mean, what it might say about me.

For the time being, it works.

I watch as Claire pops her mouth off his cock and giggles.

“Holy shit, I can’t go any further that that…it’s too big, you’re going to choke me to death.”

Corey looks down at her with a wicked smile and grands the back of her head.

“Oh, I think you can go further than that Claire. You just need to push yourself a little harder. Here, let me help you.”

Claire doesn’t resist. She simply opens her mouth again as Corey guides her head back towards his cock. She opens wide once more and then she has his manhood in her mouth.

The dark, black flesh of Corey’s shaft shimmers with spittle and saliva as her wet, pink lips form a vacuum around it and push ever further toward the base.

She arrives at the quarter mark, the place she had to stop just seconds ago, and pauses.

“That’s it, come on, show daddy how far you can go,” Corey says and looks over towards the closet. I freeze.

Shit.

Then he seems to not only look at the closet, but right into the crack through which I am peering and I feel like a goner. The jig is up. We’re toast.

The whole thing is ruined…

But then just like that, he turns away and looks back down at Claire’s mess of hair in his hands and beings to push slowly on the back of her head.

“Good girl,” he says as she seems to unhinge her jaw as his shaft plunges deeper down her throat. Suddenly she’s halfway. Then three quarters.

Her eyes bulge and well with tears. She tries to go further. All the way. But she can’t. She coughs and spews with his cock in her mouth. I hear air wooshing out of her nose and mouth as she momentarily loses suction.

She pulls off in one swift motion and gasps for air. Coughing a little more.

Claire giggles as she reaches up and wraps her tiny fingers around his cock and jerks it as she catches her breath.

“Fuck,” she says. And that’s all she can get out.

“That’s ok, that was really good. You almost got the whole thing…” Corey says.

“Almost,” Claire says. And then I see her competitive side come to life and I already know what she’s about to do.

She opens her mouth unprompted and without any help from Corey, dives back in, practically lunging for his cock with her open mouth.

She quickly arrive at the three quarter mark and pauses, taking a deep breath through her nose to try to relax. Then slowly, almost painfully, she inches her nose closer and closer to the base of his shaft until it’s touching his pelvis.

Corey’s whole dick is gone. It’s down Claire’s throat and probably almost in her stomach.

This thought, as with many others before it and I’m sure many more to come, almost makes me explode in my pants.

“Holy shit that’s sexy,” Corey says, reaching again for the back of her head. “Oh fuck.”

His body begins to tense and tremble.

“I’m gonna cum,” he says, tilting his head back and closing his eyes.

He screams loudly and exhales as she unleashes his seed down Claire’s throat.

She doesn’t move or seem surprised. In fact, she seems excited, moaning as he fills her throat with his cream.

After a few seconds, Claire takes her mouth off his cock and gasps for air. There isn’t a drop of cum on her lips or mouth. She swallowed every last drop.

Corey exhales.

“Phew, sorry about that. Couldn’t hold it.”

Claire wipes some saliva from her mouth and smiles.

“That’s ok, that was hot,” she says.

She stands up and looks down at his cock which is still rock hard. Then she bends down to pick up her clothes.

Corey grabs her arm and stops her.

“What do you think you’re doing?” he asks. Almost, but not quite, angry.

“I just thought -”

“What? You think I’m done?”

Corey looks down at his cock. Still rock hard.

He’s already ready to go again.

Claire let’s out a squeal of delight.

“Really? Oh my god, that’s so hot. And I’m so fucking wet and ready to be fucked, I just thought,”

“Well, you thought wrong. Bend your ass over the bed.”

Corey pushes her toward our bed and Claire squeals again. She does as she’s told and leans forward onto our bed so her ass is pointed toward Corey. She offers herself to him without hesitation.

I wonder if she even remembers I exist at this point or if she’s so caught up in the fuck that she would have no clue what to say if someone, for example, asked her: “Excuse me miss, what is your husband’s name?”

I imagine her fumbling around to answer, searching her brain for some trace of me. Husband? What husband? Who are you asking me about?

“Tell daddy what you want…” Corey says playfully slapping at her right assk cheek.

Claire only giggles and shakes her ass a little.

“I said, tell daddy what you want…”

Claire closes her eyes as he slaps her ass cheek harder. She’s enjoying the hell out of it as she grabs a handful of sheets and clenches her fists tightly around them.

“Mmmm,” she moans, “give me that big, black cock daddy.”

Corey smacks her ass one more time.

“Good girl,” he says as he steps up behind her and prepares to enter her from behind.

He presses the bulbous head of his cock against her lips and spreads them as he flicks himself up and down, tickling her clit.

He’s just about to enter her. I can feel it. The air is charged with electricity. My heart nearly stops.

And then Corey stops.

He turns and looks over his shoulder. Back towards the closet and into the crack. Back towards me. He’s looking at me this time. I can feel it. I know it. This time there is no doubt.

But then he turns back and looks down at Claire.

The moment passes. False alarm.

We’re all good.

Or so I think.

“Don’t you think we should let Matt out of the closet so he can watch this with a better view?” Corey says.

He turns back again and looks into the closet crack with one hell of a wicked smile.


TWELVE

THE WALLS ARE CLOSING IN. The closet in which I sit crouched over with my cock in my hand starts to shrink down on me. Not literally of course, but suddenly this walk in closet with plenty of space for all of our things feels like it’s the smallest closet in the world.

What did he just say?

Claire looks back at him and blinks a few times. I can tell she’s trying to figure out how to play this. Is there even a chance she could convince him he’s wrong?

She tries to buy some time. She laughs.

“Wait - what? What did you say?”

But Corey isn’t playing games.

“You heard me Claire, don’t you think we should tell Matt to come out so he can get a better view of what’s about to happen?”

Claire takes a deep breath.

“Shit…I’m sorry…I just - we…”

Corey cocks his head to the side, he looks confused.

“Sorry? What’s there to be sorry about? You think I didn’t know the whole time?”

I sit still in the closet, for some reason still trying not to alert him of my presence or confirm what he already knows to be true.

“Wait, what?”

Calire is confused now and so am I. Not only is Corey not mad, but he seems relieved in some way.

“I haven’t met a couple yet where the husband didn’t want to…you know, watch.”

Claire arches an eyebrow.

“You’ve done this with other couples?”

Corey just smirks as if to say, look at me, you think I don’t have women like you constantly throwing themselves at me? Of course I have.

She shakes her head in disbelief.

“How many other couples?” she asks with a smile. Corey doesn’t answer. Claire exhales deeply.

Shit. She’s having second thoughts…

“That’s so…hot,” she says. I feel a wave of relief wash over me.

Corey nods.

Then folds his arm.

“Now, are you going to get your husband out of that closet or do I have to do it?”

Claire stands up straight, stark naked, and looks over to the closet.

She walks slowly over to me, hips swaying in hypnotic rhythm. When she gets to the door, she pauses. Her hand reaches out for the knob and slowly, the crack through which I was watching becomes a chasm. Light from the room spills in and illuminates the dark space putting a spotlight on what I assume must be my pathetic figure.

Claire looks at me sheepishly and scratches the back of her neck as I slowly stand up. My pants are around my ankles, hard cock still in my right hand. I look at her, then over her shoulder at Corey and shrug.

“Hey guys,” I say.

For a moment no one says anything. Then, we all burst out laughing and the tension in the room dissipates totally.

I step out of the closet.

“Enjoying the show?” Corey asks.

I nod.

Claire looks down at my cock for the first time.

“Wow, looks like you are.” She reaches out to squeeze it. Then leans in and kisses me hard on the lips. She pulls me by the cock, exactly the way she did it with Corey moments earlier, over to the bed and pushes me down at the head so that I will be faces her as Corey enters her from behind.

“You ready to watch me fuck your wife, Matt?” Corey asks with a wink and a smile.

I should be pissed, angry, jealous and verging on violence. But I am none of those things. I don’t know why. But I’m just not. I’m only thrilled, excited, enthralled, and ready. Ready to watch him fuck Claire right in front of me.

So all I do in response to a question that would ordinarily end in blood and tears and a ruined marriaged, is nod.

I just nod and take my cock back in my hand as Claire resumes her position bent over at the foot of the bed with Corey and his big, black cock behind her, getting ready to split her in two.


THIRTEEN

CLAIRE IS LOOKING RIGHT AT ME. She’s on fire. I’m on fire. The room is charged with electricity. Corey is once again pressing the head of his cock up against the entrance to her pussy and rubbing it against her clit. I can hear her wetness against his tight skin. She’s breathing hard and fast with anticipation.

Once she can take it no more, she smiles at me.

“You ready for this, baby?” she asks.

Once again, I can only nod. Yes, yes I am. Damn the consequences and the rubble and the aftermath. We can sort all that out later. Or maybe we can’t. I don’t know and I don’t care.

Claire turns back and looks up at Corey.

“Give it to me, daddy,” she says.

Corey smiles at this.

“Give you what?” he asks.

“Give me that big, black dick daddy,” she says like a total slut.

Once again, it feels like I’m not even there and she’s forgotten all about me as Corey’s lips curl into a smile.

“Good girl,” he says and presses himself into her.

Claire’s eyes go wide with surprise and pleasure. Her mouth forms a tiny O as her breath seems to be sucked right out of her.

“Holy shit,” she says, gripping a pulling the bed sheets. I feel them move a quarter inch beneath my bare ass.

“Go slow, go slow. Oh my god you’re fucking huge,” she says closing her eyes tightly and gripping the sheets harder as her knuckles turn white.

I imagine my face is white too. Pale as a ghost. I can’t believe what I’m watching. It scares me and thrills me at the same time.

Claire’s eyes snap open and she looks at me with a devilish grin.

“Oh baby, he feels amazing.”

Corey looks at me and smiles as he keeps pressing further into her. He beckons me over with a finger.

“Want to see it up close?”

I gulp and nod. That’s all I can seem to do these days. Gulp and nod. Gulp and nod.

Hey look, there’s good ole gulp and nod Matt.

I stand up and walk over.

“Rest your head on her ass while I fuck her. I want you to see it up close.”

Now Corey seems to be in command of me as well. Because I don’t even question it. I turn my head to the side and lean down on Claire’s right ass cheek so that I am staring right dow, mere inches away, from Corey’s big, dark shaft as it penetrates my wife.

I can see the thick white resin of her insides beginning to coat it as she gets more and more used to his size. She moans and writhes beneath me. I can smell her sex. I can smell his. All mixing together in one pungent, arousing aroma.

“How’s it look baby?” Claire asks between moans and without turning around to check.

I stare in wonder. It looks amazing.

So, that’s what I say.

“It looks amazing.”

I watch for what feels like a few minutes, but it could be hours and I’d never know the difference.

After a while Claire seems like she’s about to come.

And then she does. Hard and loud and with lots of quaking and shaking. I feel her rumble beneath my weight as Corey pierces her insides in a way that I never could and in a way I assume no man ever has before.

“Come kiss me,” she says. “Matt, come kiss me while he fucks me.”

It takes me a while to realize she’s talking to me but I finally snap to and remove myself from her ass cheek. I lay down in front of her on the bed and our lips lock together.

After a few moments of passionate, sloppy kissing, we break it off.

“Go back to your spot and stroke your cock for me,” she says, “I wanna watch you stroke it while he fucks me so much better than you ever fucking could.”

I do as I’m told and crawl back to the head of the bed and take my seat. I slowly stroke myself to the sight of my wife being destroyed by another man. Another man with a giant cock at least two or three times the size of mine.

I’ve never seen her like this.

Sure, when I got back into shape and got my sex drive back, the sex was good. Great even. But nothing I did ever made her look and sound like this. What Corey is doing to her now? Reaching places inside her she never knew existed? Well, it’s really something.

A pang of regret washes over me and makes me go cold with fear and longing. But I remind myself that this was what I wanted. Despite how it might shake out for us later, I snap a mental image of Claire’s deliriously happy and dick-drunk face and store it for later. I can refer to it whenever I’m having second thoughts about the line we’ve decided to cross.

And maybe whenever I’m feeling a little…

Before I can finish the thought, Claire screams and moans louder than I’ve ever heard before.

“Oh god, yes! Fuck me, fuck me with that big, black dick! Fuck me with that big, black dick! Oh shit, I’m gonna com –”

But her words are cut short as Corey pummels her insides and sends her rushing over the edge. Her body begins to shake and writhe and buck as the orgasm washes over her and takes her breath away.

Her eyes roll back in her head to the point where only the whites are visible. She looks like some crazed sex-demon lost in lust and passion. Like something that was only built to give and receive pleasure, but especially receive it.

Suddenly her eyes snap open and stare right at me.

“Holy shit,” she whispers with a smile. “Holy shit that was amazing.”

She slides herself off Corey’s dick and I hear a wet, slooshing slap as his dick falls out of her now cavernous pussy.

“Get down on the bed,” she says, taking control, and pushes corey down onto the bed before her. “I want to ride you until you bust.”

My eyes go wide. So do Corey’s.

“What?” she says with mock surprise. “You don’t want to come in me?”

Then she looks over at me.

“You don’t mind, right sweetie?”

I quickly think it over, well sort of. The question itself, the thought of doing something so rash, so lewd, so potentially dangerous, sends shockwaves down my spine.

“No, not at all,” I say a little too quickly for my liking but it’s out there now.

Claire smiles and then mounts Corey and within two seconds, his dick is back inside her, up in her guts, as she rides and comes all over it for a second and third time within the span of a few minutes.

Watching Claire’s ass bounce up and down on that dark shaft as she loses herself in the fuck is like some kind of perverted meditation for me.

I can’t explain it.

I don’t really want to either.

I just know that I need it in my life.

I want to live in service of it.

I want her to do this all the time, whenever she wants.

I don’t care.

As I’m having these thoughts, my own orgasm bubbles over. I finally lose control.

Claire see’s it happening and she just laughs as she rides Corey faster.

“Oh fuck, look he’s cumming, that’s so hot baby. That’s it, cum for me while I ride his big, black cock right in front of you!”

My jizz spews out and over the sides of my shaft pooling at the base in a hot, sticky white mess of shame and regret.

Fuck.

I did not want this to happen. I did not want this at all.

This was a mistake. A horrible mistake.

Sobriety and rationality come rushing in like the ocean and all at once I want to throw the hell up and just run away from all of this.

But those thoughts only last a minute. Maybe only seconds.

Because I see what it’s doing to Claire. She’s even more turned on now than she was before.

She rides Corey faster and harder, her plump ass cheeks milking his cock as they bounce up and down with reckless abandon.

“Cum in me, Corey! Fill me up with your seed. I know you have a big nut saved up for me, don’t you?”

Corey begins to grunt and moan beneath her weight.

My cock rises to attention. Six to midnight in under a second flat. There’s still jizz on my shaft as Claire’s eyes go wide. She beckons me over with a finger and I stand and rush over to her.

She opens her mouth and takes me into its warmth and sucks hard as she tried to extract ever last drop of cum from Corey’s big, fat cock.

It happens all at once.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Corey shouts from down below. I watch his body tense up as his own orgasm bubbles over and into my wife’s womb. Claire moans loudly but never stops sucking me as his warmth fills her belly.

Then I lose it again and the most intense orgasm of my life rips through me without warning or notice and empty myself down her throat with the force of ten thousand suns.

I collapse in a heap next to her and him.

I slip in and out of consciousness. I’m not sleeping but I’m not really awake either. Eventually I do pass out in the bed. And so does Claire.

And Corey.

. . .

WHEN I WAKE AGAIN, it’s mid afternoon and Claire’s back is to me. I look over the curve of her hip and see her tinty, white fingers wrapped around a big, black cock, stroking it to life as her wedding ring dances up and down the length of the shaft.

My own cock rises to attention once more and the three of us are back at it again.

And again later that night.

And once more before we have to say goodbye and pick up the kids.

I don’t know where this is going. But I don’t want to stop. Not now. Not yet.

“How are you feeling?” Claire asks as we drive down a quiet suburban street.

“Good. Great actually.” I say. “How about you?”

She smiles and puts a hand on my leg.

“Same.”

I smile back.

“Good.”

She turns to me.

“You’ll let me know if that changes right?”

“Of course. Same goes for you.”

“Of course.”

We both know what we’re talking about without saying it.

“I can’t wait to see Corey again,” she says after a few minutes.

“I know,” I say, “I can’t wait to watch you see Corey again.”

She flashes a wry smile.

“Oh, I know.”

“I love you,” I say. “No matter what happens, nothing changes that.”

Her faces tightens a little. It’s only a half-second long but I see it. My blood runs cold. Then, Claire returns, her face loosens and she smiles.

“I love you too,” she says. Then turns to face the road. But that’s it. Nothing after that.

And now, I don’t know what comes next. But I know there’s no turning back.

THE END

Bonus Preview 1: One Sweet Summer Night

(BUY NOW)

Prologue

It was just one of those sweet, summer nights, you know? Not too hot or humid, but just right. Nothing to do but everything and plenty of time and freedom to do it. Endless possibility and enchantment seemed to stretch on past the stars and into infinity.

We were only twenty-five, but we’d already been married three years. We started early. At least, compared to most people our age. We both came from strict, religious backgrounds and had met at university in Washington D.C.

We’d both chosen to attend a small, private religious college over the big, raucous party schools many of our friends from high school had gone off to.

I do believe in love at first sight and the first time I laid eyes on Alice Carrington, I was finished. I fell head over heels for her and spent every second I wasn’t in class or studying, trying to court her. I followed her short, blonde curls around campus like a lost puppy dog. Her icy blue eyes and fair, freckled skin frequented my dreams and on more than one occasion, I had to wake up and take a cold shower to keep myself from giving in to such lewd temptations. We would have to marry before there was any of that.

She was a preacher’s daughter and came from a family much more devout and pious than mine ever was. We went to church and obeyed the laws of God best we could, sure, but we weren’t the strictest in our congregation, not by a long shot.

Alice and I started dating in junior year and after we graduated, and after a long, serious talk with her father more importantly, I asked for her hand and she’d said yes. I was the happiest man in the whole wide world.

We were engaged for a year before our nuptials. We had a traditional wedding in a church, before God, and celebrated with our friends and family. Our honeymoon was the first time we’d gone further than holding hands and kissing. It was awkward at first and Alice was very shy about it. It was always with the lights off and under the covers. In our first three years of marriage I’d venture I only saw her naked three times and even then, only quick glimpses as she always rushed to cover up lest I get too good of a look.

I’d be lying if I said I didn’t mind. I did want her to be more comfortable around me, more open with her sexuality now that we were married. But I just figured it would take some time. Given our upbringings, it was more than understandable. I guess I’d just hoped when we finally said ‘I do,’ things would accelerate. And they really hadn’t.

Of course, the sex was good for me. Great really. But, I’m the guy. It doesn’t take too much for me to enjoy myself. As for Alice? Well, I don’t think she was finding it very pleasurable. Something needed to change and on that one sweet summer night, it did.


One

“I shouldn’t have worn this,” Alice said, checking her reflection in the mirror as I clicked my right blinker on and turned into the neighborhood.

“What do you mean? It’s a pool party. I think what you have on is more than appropriate.”

She looked over and frowned at me.

“You know what I mean, Joey. This two piece you got me, it’s a little…slutty, don’t you think?”

She was wearing a t-shirt and jean shorts over a black, two-piece bikini I’d purchased for her birthday and I was so damn excited to see her in it.

If by slutty she meant revealing then yes, yes I did think that and that was the entire point. I was getting tired of her hiding her body from me and I was hell bent on curtailing it, just a little bit. She had nothing to hide and nothing at all to be ashamed about.

I understood we both had conservative upbringings and there were bound to be some hangups around sex because of it, but we were married now, and after three years of tough-sledding, I was intent on using this pool party as a way to loosen Alice up and bring her out of her shell - or at least, start to.

“I think it’s very tasteful and frankly, standard. It’s the style.”

“One-pieces are in style too now, you know,” she said in protest, folding her arms beneath her breasts. Her short blonde curls stopped just before her shoulders and she really turned me on when she wore a little pout like this. It was so cute and sexy, it drove me wild.

I reached over and put a hand on her knee. She flinched at first, but then relaxed. See what I mean about hangups?

“I know, honey. But…” I took a deep breath, “you know how sexy I think your body is and I just wish you’d show it off a little more. That’s all. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

She smiled for a brief moment at the compliment, but then those old hangups got in the way again as it quickly faded.

“I really wish you wouldn’t talk like that, I’m your wife…not some cheap slut,” she said and turned to look out the window.

If she only knew.

The way we were raised, slut was a bad thing. But for me, secretly, it always made my cock ache to know a girl was a slut. Of course, that always left me feeling conflicted too and so I knew all too well how she was feeling. But secretly, deep down, when I dared to admit it to myself. I wanted Alice to be a slut. My slut. I just had no idea how to go about telling her or making it happen. Luckily, it wouldn’t be too long before it all worked out and frankly, it was all much easier than I thought it would be.

We were in an upscale neighborhood in the suburbs. One of my friends from childhood, Scotty, who went to the local public school and did not have nearly the same upbringing as we did, lived there with his parents and they were out of town for the week. Open house. Big pool. Plenty of room. It would have been the dream in high school, but now that we were all much more mature twenty-five year olds, a raucous party was not in the cards.

It was to be a small gathering. Maybe ten people, at most. It would be chill and fun and everyone could spend the night so there would be no worries about drinking and driving. It would be the perfect environment to maybe, after three long years, coax Alice out of that hardened shell and maybe get her to live a little, maybe even shed her skin entirely. A guy could dream.

I was excited for Alice to hang with Scotty and his friends. She’d met them before, but never really got to know them. I think it was good for her - for us, really - to spend time outside our conservative bubble and get to know other ways of life. Alice didn’t necessarily agree but she was willing to try and so I had to give her a lot of credit for that. Many people in our social circle wouldn’t even dream of it. So, her openness gave me hope.

“So tell me again who all is going to be here,” Alice said as we pulled into the driveway and I put the car in park.

“Uhh, well, there’s Scotty,” I said.

“Right, Scotty, I’ve met him before. He’s the black guy you played basketball with, right?”

I nodded. I thought I saw her face light up a little, but I couldn’t be sure. It was quick, almost imperceptible.

“Yep, that’s him.”

A thought occurred to me then, but I pushed it aside almost as quickly as it appeared.

Scotty was the best basketball player in town when we were growing up. He dominated in high school and even set some state records before going on to play at a mid-tier, division one school in the midwest and started all four years at point guard. Sadly, he was not quite professional material, but he had a great run.

“Who else?”

“Pete and his girlfriend Tara. I think you met Pete before, but not Tara.”

“Oh yeah, I remember him, Italian guy, right?”

“Yep, Pete DeCarlo, that’s the one. And you’ll like Tara, she’s nice.”

“Anyone else I might know?”

I unbuckled my seat belt and sighed.

“Why don’t we just go find out?”

I smiled at her and Alice tried to smile back at me. I could tell she was trying her hardest. I put my hand on hers and leaned in to kiss her cheek.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too, Joey,” she said.

We got out of the car, grabbed our bags, our towels, and the case of beer I’d brought and made our way toward the backyard pool.

End of Sample


(BUY NOW)


Bonus Preview 2: She Wants It Darker

(BUY NOW)

One

Henry and I were entering our seventh year of marriage and things had gotten…well, let’s just say that whole seven year itch thing is real. I mean really real. At least, it was for me. And I think, based on what I discovered about my husband, it was real for him too. Just not in a way I would have expected. We each had our own, shall we say unique, way of dealing with it. Was it healthy? Who knows. It certainly wasn’t normal. But then again, what exactly is normal anyway?

We’d both been successful in our careers. Financially we were doing more than okay. We could basically buy whatever we wanted, go wherever we wanted, and be whoever we wanted to be. There were no real restrictions on us. We made a decision early on to be selfish, i.e. no kids. Neither one of us could fathom bringing another life into this crazy, messed up world. It would be irresponsible of us to do so. But in reality, that was just an excuse. We didn’t want to face our own fears and our own selfish impulses. That’s the truth.

But we wanted that freedom, that latitude, to travel spontaneously. Stay up late. Maybe drink too much. Sleep in. Travel some more. Those kinds of things. Cliche as it sounds, we only had one life to live and we wanted to live it. Not spend it stressed out and chasing kids around for however long it took to safely shepherd them into adulthood. Yes, it was selfish and immature.

Of course, even without kids, that kind of life never really materialized for us. We both got caught up climbing the ladder in our respective careers. Upgrading our lifestyle with each pay bump, working longer hours, taking on more stress, and generally just settling into the slow, painful grind of life. A typical night for us was dinner, televisions, in bed by ten. Maybe we’d watch a movie and stay up until eleven on the weekends. I know, I know. Crazy right?

We’d made promises to each other and to ourselves that we wouldn’t end up like this and yet here we were, trapped just like everyone else. Shackled in our golden handcuffs. Life was getting familiar and boring really quickly and it was hard to figure out how to press the pause button.

Don’t get me wrong, we still loved each other. It was just different than it used to be when we were young. I can’t exactly describe it but, different is the best way I know how. Strong feelings for one another were still there, somewhere beneath the surface, buried under all the superfluous bullshit of life, but lately I’d been getting this sinking feeling that if something didn’t change soon, our marriage was headed for a bad end. Strong feelings or not. If something drastic didn’t happen, I feared we’d end up like too many of our friends already had: divorced in our mid-thirties and totally lost in life. Adrift at sea with no sign of land anywhere.

I suppose it was about a year ago, perhaps sometime around Thanksgiving, when I noticed Henry was acting a little off. Odd. Strange. Not himself. It was subtle, but it was like he wasn’t there. Somehow cut off or withdrawn from me, from us. We’d fallen into this odd routine where we barely spoke to one another outside of hello-goodbye-hello again-how was your day-love you-goodnight. Maybe a brief hug, a quick peck on the cheek or lips, and that was it. Day after day after day. It was like we were set on autopilot.

We used to go to bed together every single night and all of a sudden Henry started staying up late in his office or watching TV and would fall asleep on the couch. He’d sleep in. I’d wake up early to hit the gym or do yoga and by the time I got home, he’d be gone. Suddenly, we weren’t even really talking anymore. Always, somehow, out of sync with one another.

Then I noticed him being a little shady on top of that. He changed the passcode to his phone and computer and he never let his phone out of his sight. He even took it in the bathroom when he was getting a shower or taking a dump. Which I suppose is not totally abnormal and certainly not indicative of anything by default, but for Henry, it was simply out of character and it gave me all kinds of bad feelings. Call it women’s intuition if you want, I like to think I simply knew my husband.

Eventually I couldn’t ignore it anymore and began to fear the worst: Henry had to have been having an affair. Perhaps one of the hot new interns at his office. Maybe someone he met online. Who knew? He was still well-built and attractive. It wasn’t like he was some fat slob. He could pull almost anyone wanted if he turned on the charm. And he had a nice cock. It wasn’t huge, but it was slightly above average and I had no real complaints about it. Except that lately, well it hadn’t been inside me nearly enough.

But I couldn’t be sure, it was just a hunch, and I had absolutely no proof at all other than my own misgivings. I tried to poke and prod and ask him questions to see if he would slip up and reveal anything. But he always shut me down and shut me out with a well concocted excuse to get away and out of the house.

I’m not proud of it, but I decided to go snooping around to find the evidence I needed. Henry was away on business, some conference in Los Angeles and he was going to be gone for nearly an entire week. He left his laptop behind and I just knew there was something on it that he didn’t want me to find. It was the perfect opportunity and I decided to pounce. If I found anything suspicious at all, I was going to even take it a step further and pull our phone records. Was it a breach of privacy? Not if I found what I needed. And I was sure I would.

You could say I became obsessed with the idea. I needed to expose his infidelity at all costs. I was fed up and wanted to know the truth, I wanted to get it all out in the open so that we could…what? I wasn’t exactly sure, heal? Divorce? Separate? It all depended on what I found. I was sick of being ignored and frankly, he wasn’t fucking me at all and I was dying for some hard dick. If he was using it elsewhere and not giving any to me? Well, there would be hell to pay.

I mentioned Henry was still well built and handsome and could pull any girl he wanted, right? Well, that was a two-way street. I was still tight and toned and vibrant at thirty-five. In fact, I know my worth, I was even a step above Henry’s level. He was probably a seven. I was a solid nine. I had a guy in L.A. even approach me on the street and ask me if I wanted to be a porn star. Honest to goodness. I declined of course, but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t flattered.

Point is, if Henry thought he was going to run around on me while our marriage went to hell, well he had another thing coming. I simply wasn’t going to let that happen.

End of Sample

(BUY NOW)


Additional Works by F. Rey Noel

Complete Works Here

	The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books): 


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

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


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

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

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

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

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


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

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

Told from the wife’s POV.

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


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

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

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

	Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance: 


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

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

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


About F. Rey Noel

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Again, thank you so much for reading and please feel free to reach out or connect with me on twitter (@FReyNoelErotica).

My other available works can be found here on Amazon.

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

"Buy the ticket, take the ride." - Hunter S. Thompson

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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