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    One 
 
    It was in the air. It was all around us. It was all encompassing. There was no escaping it. If I ignored it any longer, it would suffocate us. Simply put, after seven blissful years of marriage, something was off. Hannah and I just weren’t on the same page anymore. It was like I was on page one and she was off somewhere on page three-hundred-and-ninety-two. That’s how wide the gap was between us and it was growing every single day. 
 
    But even though I knew something was wrong, even though I was absolutely certain of it, I didn’t have a clue as to what it might actually be. I couldn’t, for the life of me, get a grip on what it might be. Like smoke through my fingers. 
 
    Sure, on the surface, everything seemed fine. Maybe even great. We excelled in communication. Stable financially. Living in a swanky Manhattan apartment. Both in shape and still keeping fit for each other. Neither one of us had fallen into the temptation to let ourselves go now that we were settled into “life.” 
 
    It just didn’t make sense. I spent hours, days, perhaps even weeks sitting and contemplating this single, solitary thought. Combing through the depths of my brain and wondering over and over again what it might be. I followed every thread I could, every single possibility. But all led to the same conclusion: dead end.  
 
    Then, one day, as it so often does, it hit me. I smacked my forehead for ignoring something so obvious, so elementary, so primal in its nature.  
 
    Sex. 
 
    Yes, sex. 
 
    Certainly we still had it. We weren’t one of those couples who hadn’t fucked in years. But when I ran the numbers, our frequency had seen a precipitous drop off over the last year and change. And what about passion? Was it still there? 
 
    I suddenly wasn’t so sure. I knew I enjoyed sex when we had it. But what about her? What about Hannah? Did she still enjoy it? Could it be as simple as that?  
 
    A wave of intense fear and absolute panic crept slowly over me at that moment. Like a tsunami rolling in from far out in the ocean. 
 
    Oh my god. She doesn’t still enjoy it. Hannah doesn’t like fucking me any more. That’s it. That must be it. Oh god. 
 
    I watch her laying on the sofa, reading a book. It was a steamy new romance novel and I imagined her living vicariously through the characters, getting her rocks off thinking about other adventures, other lovers, other sexual conquests. I hadn’t thought much of it, but lately she’d been spending nearly all of her free time reading those kinds of books. I studied her face silently as she read and wondered what or more importantly who she was fantasizing about now. I was certain it wasn’t me and the thought sucked all the wind from my chest. I believe the phrase soul crushing is apt here. Because that is what it felt like.  
 
    Paralyzed by the weight of my realizations I studied her beauty. She was a tall, slender blonde with wide hips and a slim waist. Her long, silky legs were the thing I loved most about her body. I followed them down to her feet before gazing back up at her breasts and remembering what they felt like in my hands. It had been a while since I’d caressed and sucked them like I used to.  
 
    In need of some relief lest the anxiety crush me, I grabbed my coat and left to go for a walk. I didn’t say one word to Hannah and if she’d noticed I left without telling her or tried to call after me, well, I didn’t notice or hear it.  
 
    I strolled the West Side Highway in a silent stupor and contemplated my options. The d-word popped into my head just briefly but I laughed it away. Surely, surely it was not coming to that, was it? At least, not yet. We couldn’t find ourselves in such dire straits as those. 
 
    After a while of walking and with no resolution or insight on the horizon, I decided all at once that I needed to turn around and go home. I wasn’t going to find any answers in the chilly, November air. The only place I was going to find my answers was at home, with Hannah. I needed to confront this thing head on and shine some light on whatever darkness was hiding in the shadows.  
 
    This realization, however, filled me with an uneasy dread. Yes, we were good at communicating…about most anything. But our sex life? Well it wasn’t something we discussed very often, if at all.  
 
    How would I broach such a delicate subject as this? What would Hannah say? Was I even correct to worry? Was I imagining everything? 
 
    These questions and more swirled around my head as I approached our building. There was only one way to find out the answers.
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    Two 
 
    I opened the door to our apartment as quietly as I could. I assumed that Hannah would still be engrossed in her book, totally lost in whatever romantic fantasy world her favorite author was enthralling her with. I assumed that she wouldn’t have even noticed I had left. I was wrong on both counts. 
 
    “Where did you go?” she asked from the couch. Her book was closed and nestled on her tight and toned tummy. She was reclined on the couch in a cut-off t-shirt and yoga pants with her glasses on. It was one of my favorite looks of her’s, but she always thought it was ridiculous when I told her so.  
 
    She had a trace of concern on her face as she waited for my answer. I could see her perky nipples poking through her shirt. She looked stunning and for a moment no words seemed to come. I stood there silently staring. 
 
    “Hello? Are you okay? You just got up without saying a word and left me here. You’ve been gone for almost an hour. I tried calling but you left your phone here. I thought you were having a nervous breakdown or something…” 
 
    I glanced to the kitchen and saw my phone resting next to the stove. 
 
    “Earth to Oscar. You with me?” 
 
    I finally snapped out of my stupor. 
 
    “Yeah, uh…yeah. I’m fine. Sorry, you seemed so into your book I didn’t want to disturb you. Just needed to get out and get some fresh air. That’s all.” 
 
    Hannah eyed me suspiciously. 
 
    “Okay. Well, just give me a heads up next time.” 
 
    “Yeah. Will do. Sorry,” I said.  
 
    An awkward silence filled the void between us. 
 
    “Actually,” I said, “I’m not sure if everything is alright. I mean, do you think so?” 
 
    I didn’t need to worry if she was picking up what I was putting down. It was written all over her face. A strange mix of relief and sadness. 
 
    “Come here,” she said, sitting up and patting the cushion on the couch next to her. “We should talk.” 
 
    My stomach dropped into what felt like a bottomless well. It was clear she was ready to unload some heavy news on me. Suddenly I regretted everything. My regret then turned to anger. So something was wrong and she was just sitting on it and waiting around. What if I hadn’t said anything? Would she have just stewed in silence? 
 
    I began to feel woozy as I walked the few short feet over to Hannah and sat down on the couch next to her. I felt awful. I couldn’t even bring myself to look at her. I simply sat and stared blankly out the window as she put her hand on my knee. I looked down at the three-carat engagement ring and accompanying wedding band that absolutely dazzled on her well-manicured fingers. It was a spectacular ring. Everyone said so. 
 
    “So…” she said and stopped, her voice trailing off and clearly hoping I would pick up the barely started thread. 
 
    “So? Something is wrong, isn’t it?” I said. “I knew it. I could feel it. Sensed it really. It hit me all at once only I had no idea what it could be. And that’s why I needed to just…get out of here and clear my head so I could think.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And what?” 
 
    “Well, did you come up with anything?” 
 
    I finally brought my eyes up to meet her gaze. Her bright blue eyes held a sadness and a longing that simply crushed me. That’s the only way I know how to describe it.  
 
    Crushed me. 
 
    “Nothing,” I whispered. Which was a small lie. I had an inkling of what it might be, but I didn’t dare say it out loud. To speak it into existence was something I simply could not risk.  
 
    “Nothing?” she asked, her eyes were now probing me, searching up and down for…what? I wasn’t sure.  
 
    She squeezed my hand in her’s. 
 
    “I love you. You know that right?” 
 
    I nodded my head in the affirmative. 
 
    “Of course, and you know I love you.” 
 
    “Yes, I do,” she said. 
 
    Another awkward silence rushed in to fill that old familiar void. 
 
    “Sex,” I whispered, disobeying every ounce of intellect I had in my body which was screaming at me to keep my trap shut. 
 
    “What?” she asked, even though I knew she heard. 
 
    “Sex. Our sex life. It’s…you’re not happy. Right?” 
 
    More awkward silence as she finally let go of my hand and turned away from me. 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes. That’s it.” 
 
    And that was all she had to say. After all we’d been through. Just like a band aid. No hemming or hawing. No qualifiers or hedges to help take the edge off or soften to blow for me. Just like that. 
 
    Yes. Yes that’s it. 
 
    Crushed all over again, a thousand times harder than before.  
 
    She finally broke the silence with a, “But.” 
 
    “But…that’s not to say…I mean, that doesn’t mean I’m not happy with you or with us…” her voice kept trailing off as her mind frantically, but unsuccessfully, tried to come up with the right words or at least some better ones. Words that might help me both understand and make me feel better.  
 
    “I just…” she continued stammering. 
 
    “Just what?” 
 
    “I just feel like maybe I’m not as happy as I could be, you know?” 
 
    “Wait, what?”  
 
    What the hell was she talking about? Of course, we could all be happier, but we sucked it up and carried on anyway. That was the whole point of life. 
 
    “I need more. I want to be…to feel more…satisfied, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    Her voice sounded funny. It had an odd cadence. Like there was some innuendo I should be picking up on…but unfortunately I was too dense to make the connection just then. 
 
    “No, I don’t know what you mean,” I said. 
 
    “Well, I don’t really know if I should just come right out and say it. I mean, I think it might hurt your feelings.” 
 
    Now I put my hand on hers. Whatever this was I was sure we could work through it. 
 
    “I promise, I won’t get upset. Just tell me.” 
 
    “Honey,” she took a deep breath, “you’re just not enough for me. Sexually.” 
 
    I looked at her sideways, still not getting it. She sighed deeply. 
 
    “You’re not big enough for me,” she said and looked down toward my crotch. I instinctively placed one hand over my junk as if she didn’t already know every vein, bump, and curve by heart at this point. 
 
    “Big enough?” I asked, like an idiot. By then I figured it out, but my mouth was a few steps behind my brain and was still processing this ego-busting information that was coming my way. 
 
    “Well, before I met you I was a bit of a size queen and I guess I just thought it was something I could get past…you know with your charm and sense of humor and I really do love you…just not…I guess I just find myself craving that feeling of being so full again.” 
 
    Those damn romance novels.  
 
    “Craving?” I asked, my stupid mouth still saying stupid things. 
 
    What happened next shocked me to my core. 
 
    Hannah closed her eyes, tilted her head back, and let out a soft moan. 
 
    “Yes, I’m craving some big, fat cock, Oscar. I need it.” 
 
    Suddenly, I was as hard as a steel rod in Siberia and I had no idea why.
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    Three 
 
    I started to panic. I didn’t understand what was happening at all. My dick was throbbing in my lap, aching almost from the intense rush of blood. I looked to my left and saw a pillow that was just out of reach. Hannah’s eyes were still closed and if I was quick about it, I could probably snatch the pillow and use it to cover my junk without her noticing. 
 
    Only, I wasn’t quick enough. Just then Hannah’s eyes snapped wide open and as luck would have it, set their gaze on the very area of my body that I did not want them to see. Her face scrunched up, confused at first, but then relaxed. A wicked, knowing smile began to spread across her lips as she leaned forward to get a better view. I squirmed in shame and embarrassment. 
 
    “Well, well, well. Oscar. What is this?” She reached out and touched it, flicking at the tip with her thumb and index finger and giggling. Then she gasped. Her eyes darted up to meet mine and she locked onto them. 
 
    “Is this…is this turning you on?” she asked. 
 
    “What? What are you talking about? Is what turning me on?” I stammered in response. Unsure of just what she meant or what exactly was happening. 
 
    “This,” she repeated, “the thought of me getting…” 
 
    Her voice trailed off then she leaned in and whispered in my ear, “a bigger dick than yours.” 
 
    A cold shiver went down my spine and an intense chill overtook my entire body. 
 
    “Why on earth would that turn me on?” I said, my voice a little too loud. 
 
    “I don’t know, but how else to explain that?” she asked, pointing at my still erect penis. 
 
    I looked down. She was right. How else could I explain it? As soon as she’d said those words I went from six to midnight in a half-second. I didn’t even have time to be upset really. I was only confused. Jealousy and anger mixed and muddled with intense lust and desire. A potent but cloudy cocktail. 
 
    I should have only been hurt and offended and angry with her. But instead there was something else going on beneath the surface. It almost felt like my competitive juices were flowing now, like they used to back when I played sports or the day before a big assignment in school. I was ready to prove myself, my worth. 
 
    Perhaps sensing an opportunity, Hannah wrapped herself around me and began to nibble on my neck and lick at my ear lobes. Still unable to come to terms with what I was feeling, I tried to squirm away, but it was no use. She had me in her clutches. 
 
    “What’s the matter, Oscar? Don’t you want to feel how wet I am?” 
 
    Before waiting for an answer, she took my hand and placed it on her pulsing mound. Even through her yoga pants, I could feel how wet she was. 
 
    Then she plunged her own hand into my pants and grabbed a handful of my dick. I felt her cool, slender fingers wrapping around my shaft and squeezed gently. My cock lurched and throbbed from the sensation. It had been weeks since she’d touched my cock and it felt nice to have her paying attention to it. 
 
    “Oh my god, Oscar,” she said with genuine shock. “So hard. I’ve never felt you like this before. It’s so much…bigger than usual.” 
 
    A sliver of hope ran through my brain circuitry and my eyes lit up. Perhaps… 
 
    But as if sensing my hope, Hannah decided to crush me once again and snuff out any hope that might be lingering in my being. 
 
    “I mean, still not big enough,” she said with a laugh, “but still, much better than usual.” 
 
    My cock once again lurched in her hand. I couldn’t help it. It hurt like hell hearing her talk like that, but the end result was clear: it was turning me on. 
 
    “Mmm,” she said with a smile and a raised eyebrow, “thought so.” 
 
    She pulled my pants down off my waist and off my legs and dropped to her knees on the couch between my legs. It all happened so fast, I had no time to protest. 
 
    Hannah began to stroke my cock gently and slowly. 
 
    “So, you do like it. You like thinking about me taking a bigger cock?” 
 
    I didn’t answer immediately. But I was so turned on and so horny, I could hardly focus. 
 
    Hannah stopped stroking me and I let out a low whimper. 
 
    “I need to hear you say it if you want me to keep going…” 
 
    I gritted my teeth and swallowed hard, whatever pride I may have had went sliding down my throat and I said it. 
 
    “I like it…” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Hearing you talk about needing a bigger cock than mine.” 
 
    A wicked smile returned to her lips as she continued stroking my cock. 
 
    “Mmm, good boy,” she said, then spit on my cock to lube it up and began to stroke me faster. “You want your wife to be a dirty little cock slut?” 
 
    I nodded and then let my imagination run wild as she stroked me and filled my head with her dirty fantasies. I imagined a powerful, alpha male, hung and buff, plowing himself into her tiny, tight pussy. Dopamine and adrenaline flooded into my brain and sent me into overdrive. I wouldn't be able to hold my load in much longer if we kept traveling down this road.  
 
    “Good,” she whispered, “because I am dying to have some big, fat cock in this hungry pussy. I wish you could feel how wet I am just thinking about it.” 
 
    I was finished then. Gobs and gobs of white, hot cum began to ooze and spew forth from my shaft, spilling over her hand and coating that beautiful, three-carat ring in a sticky mess of seed. 
 
    Hannah began to giggle as she continued to stroke and milk every last drop from my balls.  
 
    “Oh baby,” she whispered. “Oh baby, that’s so hot. I’ve never seen you come so much before. You must really like this, huh?” 
 
    I was too out of sorts to answer just then as I was swept up in a viscous cyclone of post-orgasm emotions.  
 
    Without waiting for an answer, Hannah began to lick up the cum from my lap and off her hands. This was totally out of character for her and I hardly recognized her in that moment. Who was this woman kneeling before me and what had she done to my wife? 
 
    Once again, that suffocating feeling returned to the apartment and I just had to get out of there. I stood up quickly and made for the bathroom. 
 
    “I need to…” 
 
    I never finished my sentence though as I rushed to the door, slamming it shut behind me. I got the toilet seat up just in time as I began to vomit as quietly as I could. 
 
    What the hell had we just done? What was happening to me? To us? 
 
    When I was finished, I turned on the shower to the hottest setting, took off all my clothes and stepped in. Hoping to wash whatever just happened off of my body and out of my mind. 
 
    But deep down, I knew my efforts were futile. Whatever this thing was already had hold of me and the more time that passed between my orgasm and the present moment, the more I found my mind drifting back to those lurid fantasies of my wife with another man and my cock getting hard once again. Before the shower was over, I’d masturbated twice more to the thought and when I stepped out to towel off, I was even more confused and directionless than before. 
 
    I was only certain of one thing: no turning back now. I had to see what this meant and where it would lead. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately for me, by the time I’d completed my forty-five minute shower, Hannah was sound asleep on the couch, her romance novel tucked beneath her arms. I watched her for a few moments and my heart melted. She was lovely, angelic - and such a devious little slut. Wasn’t that a perfect combination in the end? 
 
    If we both still loved each other and wanted to stay together…well then, what was the harm in letting her get what she needed on the side? 
 
    You know what the harm will be, a dark but sober voice inside my head chided me. 
 
    And in fact I did. Or what the harm could be. The harm could be that she would have every intention of staying with me but that once she was exposed to different lovers with bigger cocks that she would fall in love with one of them and leave me. 
 
    So, I did the best I could to push it all away and forget about it.
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    Four 
 
    And it worked for a while. Weeks went by and neither one of us even so much as mentioned the events that transpired that fateful night on the couch. I got busy with work and so did Hannah. We fell right back into our same easy routine. 
 
    It was frighteningly…easy. Almost too easy. 
 
    If I thought about it at all, I quickly set aside whatever shameful, embarrassed, and conflicted feelings arose along with it and did my best to forget it ever happened. But as time wore on, I found myself thinking about it more frequently, not less. What did it mean for us…if it meant anything at all, and surely it had to, didn’t it? What was Hannah thinking, surely she remembered it, right? It’s not like we’d been drinking that night. Were things still the same between us? They couldn’t be, could they? Not after what was said. 
 
    The massive knot that had formed in my stomach told me that something had to give. Things were going to change in a big way, I just wasn’t sure how. We both couldn’t ignore the elephant we’d let into the room for the rest of our lives together. Eventually, it would crush us to death. 
 
    Finally, one night - maybe three or four weeks had passed - I could no longer take it. It went from something I seldom thought about to the one and only thing I thought about. It had consumed my entire being. 
 
    “Hannah,” I said, “we need to talk.” 
 
    She was reading yet another romance novel on the couch. 
 
    “Talk? About what?” she asked without looking up from her book. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. 
 
    “What do you think? The other night…a few weeks ago. Right here on this couch, you know?” 
 
    She finally looked up from her book and shut it. She sat up and looked at me as if I had ten heads.  
 
    “What do you mean? I thought we did talk about it.” 
 
    “We did?” 
 
    “Yeah, that night. I thought I made myself perfectly clear what I needed and then we came up with a solution that worked for both of us…remember?” 
 
    “Solution? What are you talking about, we just – you just –” 
 
    She held up her hand and cut me off.  
 
    “Sorry, I’m almost done with my book. Can it wait till I’m finished? I really want to get it done today.” 
 
    And without waiting for an answer, she cracked open her book and continued reading, leaving me there dumbfounded. 
 
    Before she finished, I had drifted off to sleep and by the time I awoke the next morning, she was gone. Headed to work early.  
 
    She even left a note: big project, heading in early today to help Leeput together the deck for our client, I’ll probably work late. Don’t worry about me for dinner :) Love you xoxoxo 
 
    And that was it.  
 
    She was gone and we hadn’t talked about it. 
 
    Curiously, though, Hannah had left her laptop open right near the note she’d left. 
 
    There was a small sticky on the mousepad that said: “Click me and all will be revealed :)” 
 
    Of course it was in Hannah’s handwriting. 
 
    So, I held my breath and clicked the mousepad, waking the computer up from its cyber-slumber. After a few seconds, the screen loaded and displayed an open web browser. It was some kind of blog. It took a while for my brain to process what I was seeing. Then I read the headline or title of the post and I went numb: 
 
      
 
    Hotwifing and Cuckolding Relationships 101: Everything You Need to Know.
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    Five 
 
    I called out sick that morning and spent the entire day going down the mother of all rabbit holes. By the time I emerged from the internet burrow that was hotwifing and cuckolding, I was filled with fear and longing. On the one hand, I was worried. And on the other, my cock was hard and ached from all the blood rushing to fill the shaft.  
 
    It was like I had the devil on one shoulder and an angel on the other, a neurotic, worry-wart of an angel, but an angel nonetheless.  
 
    I ordered Chinese food and opened a bottle of wine for dinner in an attempt to distract myself. Nothing like some spicy Asian food and a sweet white wine to go with it. So, that worked for a time. But as the hours wore on, I grew more and more concerned. I tried texting and calling but Hannah either didn’t respond or it went straight to voicemail. 
 
    It was nearing eleven o’clock and as I drifted off to sleep, my mind went to some pretty dark places. All of them involved Hannah cheating on me with a big-dicked stud who gave her everything she needed and more. That dirty, little slut. I wouldn’t let myself actually believe it, but part of me wondered if she really was working late or if she was just working Lee’s cock late into the night. 
 
    I’d never met Lee but he was new and my wife had been raving about his performance nonstop since they hired him. Had she been fucking him from day one? Was this whole hotwife thing a way for her to cover up her own infidelity? Had she already transgressed and was now manipulating me for her own benefit? 
 
    But then I thought of her naked. A faceless man, Lee I presume, had her up on the desk, one of her breasts cupped in his hand as he licked and sucked on her nipple before working his way down her body, kissing her tummy in a million and one places as he plunged his big, meaty cock deep inside her eager cunt. 
 
    I drifted off into an uneasy sleep, not daring to touch my raging boner for fear of what that might mean. I awoke several times in the night to an empty apartment and the cold fear that gripped me eventually would not let me sleep. Around four o’clock, I finally got up and put on some coffee. There would be no more sleep for me that night. 
 
    I checked my phone: nothing. Zilch. Not even a single message to let me know she was okay. I felt nauseous. I tried calling several times but still it went straight to voicemail.  
 
    Then the doorknob to our apartment jiggled with the sound of a key entering the slot. It turned slowly and clicked open as the door inched its way open. I saw a strand of Hannah’s hair before I saw her. I watched from the kitchen as she tried to enter as quietly as she could, eyes darting this way and that. 
 
    “Don’t bother. I’m already up,” I said, and scared her half to death. “Couldn’t sleep anyway.” 
 
    “Jesus Christ!” she said in a loud whisper, clutching at her chest and breathing heavily. “You scared me to death, Oscar.” 
 
    “Me?” I said, taking a smug sip of coffee and raising an eyebrow. “I thought something terrible had happened to you.” 
 
    She stared back blankly like a deer in headlights. 
 
    “Couldn’t check your phone?” 
 
    “I’m so sorry, I just got caught up working with Lee and…and neither one of us had a charger, I really just lost track of time,” she said. And she seemed sincere. Emphasis on seemed. 
 
    I took another sip of coffee and studied her body language. She didn’t look as thought she’d been fucking someone else all night but who knows. She could have showered and put herself back together before leaving. Maybe she spent the night at his place. I found that particular thought both agonizing and extremely arousing at the same time but I pushed it to the side and focused on Hannah standing before me. 
 
    “Project all finished up?” I asked. 
 
    “Uhh yeah, just about. I mean Lee still has to put some finishing touches on the deck but…I think we have a winner.” 
 
    “Lee..” I repeated for no reason in particular. “Did he stay up all night too?” 
 
    “He left around two, I finished up.” 
 
    I clicked my tongue and nodded my head. Not able to quite buy into what she was saying. 
 
    “Look, Oscar…I know what you’re thinking…” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Yes, and I swear. Nothing happened.” 
 
    Again, she seemed sincere. So, I decided to believe her.  
 
    “Okay. Want some coffee?” 
 
    She stared off into the distance, seemingly lost in a dream.  
 
    I cleared my throat. 
 
    “Ahem, earth to Hannah. Coffee?” 
 
    She finally snapped out of it and was back in the room with me. 
 
    “Oh yes, uh thank you. That would be great.” 
 
    By the time I poured her cup and handed it to her, she was off in whatever fantasy land had gripped her before. This time I let her stay there and simply studied her eyes as my cock stiffened at the thought of all the bad and horrible things she might have done. 
 
    Hannah, Hannah, Hannah…what is going on inside that head of yours?
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    Six 
 
    “Hungry?” I asked, finally daring to break her from her stupor. She looked up from her coffee and smiled. 
 
    “Yes, famished. Really worked up an appetite last night.” 
 
    Fucking or working? 
 
    But I didn’t say that out loud. 
 
    I whipped up a quick breakfast of scrambled eggs and some toast and we sat down at the table to eat. We ate in silence. Every sound was magnified by the heavy silence that sat between us.  
 
    I watched Hannah eat like a ravenous beast. She shoveled the eggs down her throat and chugged her orange juice like it was going to evaporate right before her very eyes. 
 
    Finally, when she had only a few bites left on her plate, she looked up at me. I stared deeply at her and squinted. I don’t know what I was looking for exactly, but it worked.  
 
    She let out a heavy sign, dropped her fork on the table and folded her arms under her breasts.  
 
    “Alright, I can’t do this…” she said, looking away from me and down at the floor. 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    She looked back up at me and stared daggers at me. Her eyes narrowed. 
 
    “I fucked him. Ok? I fucked him and he fucked me.” 
 
    Her voice had a hard edge to it and what I thought was a small trace of contempt. As if it was somehow my fault. As if I were to blame for her running off and having an affair.  
 
    It didn’t occur to me then, but would later, that she would indeed have a case. Not a strong one, but a decent one. After all, isn’t a man’s job to please his wife? 
 
    “I’m sorry what?” I asked. Like a dolt. I heard her loud and clear and for some reason was asking her to pull out the knife and stab me again, this time in a different spot. 
 
    “You heard me, Oscar. I fucked him. And he fucked me. He fucked me so good. It was exactly what I told you I needed…” she shook her head, “and I thought you heard me loud and clear.” 
 
    “Yeah, I heard you but…what the fuck, Hannah? I thought we would talk about this a little more, I mean what? You thought you could just leave me a reading assignment while you went off and – and just…” I trailed off, unable to finish the thoughts. My lurid fantasies had come true. I was now, whether I liked it or not, a cuckold.  
 
    The only choice now seemed to be what was I going to do about it? 
 
    “Look, Oscar,” she said, “I’m sorry if this hurts to hear. I really, truly am. I love you and I mean that, but –” 
 
    “But you need a bigger dick, yeah, yeah, yeah,” I said, finishing her thought. 
 
    “No, that’s not what I was going to say. I was going to say, but I’m not sorry I did it. Not at all. In fact, I’m sorry I didn’t do this sooner.” 
 
    What. The. Fuck? The gall of this woman. Who did she think she was? 
 
    She continued. 
 
    “And it felt so fucking good. Lee’s cock is just…I mean holy shit, it’s like a soda can or something. So fat and meaty and he just stretched me so good, the way I used to get stretched before I met you and I just didn’t realize how much I needed that feeling of fullness back in my life…” 
 
    All at once I saw her pity for me. There was no more contempt, if there ever was any. She just felt sorry for me. And it hurt like hell to see her looking at me that way. 
 
    Without warning or realizing what was happening, I heard myself laughing uncontrollably like a certified maniac. It was a loud, high-pitched cackle. Something otherworldly and I think I was on the verge of going into shock or something. 
 
    “So, did you actually read the article I left up for you?” she asked, trying to get me to snap out of my crazed frenzy. Her look of pity was turning to one of concern now. I steadied myself and gave a slight nod. 
 
    “And?” she asked. 
 
    “So, that’s what you want then? To be a what, a hotwife or whatever?” 
 
    I was trying to play it cool and forget how much the article and subsequent rabbit hole it sent me down had fired me up and turned me on. Years and years of social programming was taking over just then and I had to be mad, pissed, hurt, angry, and ready to kick her ass to the curb. Or so I thought. 
 
    “Yes,” she said quietly. I almost didn’t hear her. 
 
    I chuckled. 
 
    “I think it could be good for us…for our sex life.” 
 
    I scoffed at that. 
 
    “Yeah, maybe good for one of us,” I said, looking away from her. Now it was me wearing the look of contempt. “Can’t believe I married such a total, fucking slut.” 
 
    It was meant to insult her. To hurt her. To diminish her. To make her feel less than. But it ended up having the opposite effect. It seemed to empower her as a wicked smile stretched across her lips. 
 
    I often wonder if it was then that she knew she had me. That I was completely helpless to resist. 
 
    Hannah stood up, seemingly taller, and if possible more beautiful. Her aura seemed aglow and I was suddenly overwhelmed by her. She leaned down and got right in my face. 
 
    “That’s right, honey. You married a total fucking slut who loves nothing more than getting a big, fat random dick shoved deep inside her. In fact, I wanna get as many dicks as I can and you’re gonna fucking let me,” she said as she dropped quickly to her knees once more and positioned herself between my legs.  
 
    I lost all control then and all that social programming was wiped out. Overwritten with a completely new and updated programming that broke every previous paradigm to pieces. My cock was hard and I couldn’t help but be turned on by this sexually empowered and awakened goddess who was now between my knees, running her hand over my engorged crotch. 
 
    She pulled my cock out and began to suck on it like a greedy whore. I never saw her suck so hard or with so much enthusiasm before in my life. It was like she was trying to suction the nut right out of my balls and down her throat in seconds flat. And if she kept it up, she was going to succeed.  
 
    “Okay,” I said, clenching my fists and trying not to come too fast, “okay, maybe this can work.” 
 
    Hannah took her wet mouth off my dick and began stroking me with a wide smile on her face, she raised an eyebrow, prompting me to continue. 
 
    “Go on,” she said, slowly stroking my hard, glistening cock. 
 
    “Rules,” I grunted. 
 
    “Okay, what rules?” 
 
    “I have to be there. I want to watch.” 
 
    “Oscar…” she said, raising her eyebrow even higher. “So kinky.” 
 
    She stroked my cock some more and thought about it. 
 
    “Okay deal. You can watch me get railed by a big, fat cock anytime you want, baby,” she said.  
 
    And right then I began to orgasm. Once again, thick, white globs of cum spilled forth from my shaft and coated her hand as she milked me dry. 
 
    “Mmmm, good boy.” 
 
    Hannah lapped up the come once more and then stood up and kissed me on the cheek. 
 
    “Gotta go get ready for work. Gotta knock this presentation out of the park. I’ll see you later tonight and we can talk more about our new…arrangement.” 
 
    And with that she was off to the shower, leaving me there at the breakfast table staring at my deflating cock and wondering what the hell I’d just agreed to and thinking I wasn’t a very good negotiator.
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    Seven 
 
    I returned to work the following day and to put it mildly, I found it hard to concentrate on even the smallest of tasks. It was equal parts fear, excitement, and dread. We were in extremely unchartered territory when only a few weeks ago we were just a regular, run of the mill married couple for whom things had gotten a little stale. Our situation wasn’t uncommon at all, however our solution to it was. 
 
    Hotwife. Hotwife. Hotwife…I’m married to a hotwife. 
 
    I repeated this word and phrase often in my head, trying it on for size and finding that while it didn’t quite fit, I desperately wished it would. Like a new shirt that was just a tad too small. Rather than take it back and get the size that fits, why not just lose some weight and keep it? 
 
    Because I was in fact now married to a hotwife. Hannah. I didn’t know how long it would last but it was clear there was a firm no-return policy on the whole thing so, I had better get used to it. My wife was now going to fuck whoever and whenever she pleased so long as two conditions were met: the first being that they, being the man in question, had a huge cock. The second of course being my condition that I be in the room to watch. And do what? I wasn’t sure. I only knew I wanted to see it unfold with my own two eyes. 
 
    Several times throughout that day I found my mind wandering off into sexy fantasies involving Hannah and another man. Her bouncing up and down, twerking her sexy ass all over some giant cock, while I sat and watched from the corner. She would moan like a whore as she looked back over her shoulder to watch the giant cock disappear inside her. Then she would look up at me as she was on the edge of orgasm and whisper thank you. 
 
    Eventually, it became clear to me that I was wasting my time at work and that at least for that day, I was going to get nothing done. I poked my head into my boss’s office and let her know I’d be taking a half day. I uttered some such nonsense about still feeling a bit under the weather and simply left without waiting for a response. 
 
    It was unseasonably warm that day and so I decided some fresh air would do me good. I walked home and took my time doing so. I used the long walk for some contemplation, introspection, and some more time fantasizing about all the filthy things Hannah might do with another, superior lover.  
 
    To say it was a complex stew of emotions doesn’t quite do it justice. By the end, I found myself back where I started. Not physically, of course. I made it to our apartment building and was standing outside our apartment door. But metaphorically speaking, emotionally and intellectually, I was back to wondering…why? Why on earth would we do this to each other or for each other and why on earth was I so willing to go along with such an obviously one-sided deal (or at least, I thought it was one-sided at the time, I no longer believe that now). 
 
    As I slid my key into the slot and turned the knob I heard myself whisper, “because it’s hot, that’s why.” A wicked smile spread across my own lips as I slipped inside.
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    Eight 
 
    “What’s hot?” Hannah called out to me as I hung my coat by the door. Her voice snapped me straight out of my headspace and into the present moment. 
 
    “Uh, uh…the weather. Pretty hot for this time of year. Don’t you think?” 
 
    She looked at me sideways, then smiled. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess it is.” 
 
    I finished placing my things down on the bench by our front door. 
 
    “You’re home early,” she said. 
 
    I didn’t respond. 
 
    “Hey, babe?” she called as I entered the kitchen. For some reason a chill went down my spine. She seldom called me babe. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Can you come here for a minute, we should chat.” 
 
    A cold dread gripped me just then. I filled a glass with water and then went into the living area and sat down next to her on the couch without saying a word. 
 
    She placed a hand on my knee. 
 
    “Are you having any second thoughts about our arrangement?” 
 
    The question threw me for a loop as I was not expecting her to ask it. I balked for a moment, thought about explaining how conflicted I was feeling and how complex the situation was for me. But I decided instead to show no fear and hide my true feelings. 
 
    “Uh, no. Nope. All good. Full steam ahead for me,” I said, trying to play it cool. Hannah smiled at me. 
 
    “I’m so glad to hear you say that,” she was getting overly excited now and before I had time to realize the mistake, she was already blurting out the great news. 
 
    “Why’s that?” 
 
    “Because Lee is coming over. Tonight. He wants to fuck me again.” 
 
    The words hit me harder and more deeply than I could have ever imagined. If it was possible, it hurt even worse than the day before. That could at least be written off to a momentary lapse of judgment. A tiny, regrettable transgression not to be repeated. But this? This was premeditated. Planned. Invited. Welcomed. Desired. 
 
    “I’m sorry what?” 
 
    “Yeah, he said he couldn’t stop thinking about the other night and well…I just kind of invited him over…” 
 
    Rather than dwell on what my wife’s hair trigger behavior might mean for our future, I decided to just cut to chase.  
 
    “And he’s cool with you know, me? With me being here? Watching?” 
 
    Some hand-wringing ensued before she fessed up. 
 
    “Well, not exactly,” she said finally. 
 
    “Not exactly? What does not exactly mean?” 
 
    Hannah took a deep breath, searching for the words. 
 
    “I just…I didn’t want to scare him off. I wasn’t sure how to bring it up and I guess…well, I just need that dick inside me again so I thought…well, I thought maybe you could watch…from the closet.” 
 
    The closet? Was she serious? 
 
    “The closet? You’re serious?” 
 
    She laughed nervously. 
 
    “Yeah, I mean, why not. It’s huge, you can leave the door open a crack and Lee will never have to know you’re there. We can both get what we want…and I promise to put on a good show for you.” 
 
    She winked at me as if that last part would be the clincher. Truth be told, it was. She had a point. The closet was huge. It had a perfect view of the bed. Unless Lee was keenly interested in seeing my wife’s shoe collection, there was little to chance he’d just wander on in. And the thought did excite me. A covert voyeur. A peeping tom. It was pervy, no doubt. But I suppose that’s where some of the excitement lay.  
 
    I sighed and threw my hands up in the air. Go big or go home…I guess? 
 
    “Alright, sure. Whatever.” 
 
    Hannah squealed with delight and hugged me. 
 
    “Thank you,” she whispered. “You know, the thought of you watching me has really been turning me on.” 
 
    “Really? I asked, my cock jumping a little. 
 
    “Yeah, I didn’t think I’d be so into it, but…well, feel.” 
 
    She took my hand and stuck it in her pants so I could feel how wet she was. It was dripping. Soaked and drenched to the bone. My cock stiffened. 
 
    Hannah pushed my hand away and leaned back on her elbows before sliding her pants off her waist to reveal her glistening, moist sex. 
 
    “Lick it,” she whispered. 
 
    “What?” I asked, like a moron. 
 
    “Lick it,” she repeated, a wicked smile on her face, “I want you to get my pussy ready for that big, fat cock tonight. Warm me up, babe.” 
 
    I looked down at my pants tent. 
 
    “I’d rather fuck you,” I whispered, leaning in to kiss her. 
 
    But she pushed my head away and down towards her cunt, making a tsk, tsk sound. 
 
    “Not yet, baby. You don’t get to fuck me until after Lee’s done with me.” 
 
    “I don’t?” 
 
    “Nope, you have to be a good boy and get me ready for him. Then you’re gonna watch how he fucks me so good. And then you get to feel this pussy.” 
 
    A shudder went down my spine as I thought of slipping myself inside her used, wet pussy. The excitement overtook me as I dove into her cunt and began to lick and suck on her lips, tickling her clit, and quickly brought her to a loud, screeching orgasm with nothing but my tongue. 
 
    She pushed me away almost immediately and patted me on the head like an obedient pup. 
 
    “Good boy,” she whispered. 
 
    She went off to shower and get ready for Lee’s arrival, leaving me there on the couch, the sting of her juices still permeating my mouth and nostrils, wondering what the hell had just happened.
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    Nine 
 
    When the time came, I hid in the closet. Was it my proudest moment? No, but I didn’t care and neither did my cock. 
 
    Hannah had “gone out” to meet Lee at a bar a few blocks away from our apartment in Midtown. The plan was for them to have a few drinks and then some sex. At our place. Hannah had told him I was away on business. 
 
    It felt like hours, but it really was probably no more than fifteen or twenty minutes that I lay in wait. More than a few times I caught my mind yelling at me to run. To get out. To get far away from here and from Hannah. No good could come of this. 
 
    But I couldn’t seem to peel myself away from that spot on the closet floor. I wanted to stay. I wanted to watch. I had to watch. 
 
    As I waited there, I wondered if Lee even cared that he was fucking someone’s wife. Or did that give him a bigger thrill? Had I even come up? 
 
    Before I had time to ponder these thoughts for too long, I heard a key in the door, followed by Hannah’s laughter.  
 
    Her laughter. That was another icy dagger to the heart. For some reason, it was worse than anything else that would follow. Hearing another man make her laugh like that, well, that was my job.  
 
    I heard the clacking of keys, of coats being shed, lips smacking, and hushed, excited whispering. 
 
    “Mmm,” Hannah said, presumably breaking off a kiss, “let’s take this to the bedroom. I want you to fuck the shit out of me like you did the other week. I’ve been craving your big, fat cock ever since.” 
 
    My own cock instantly rose to attention at these words and a peculiar thrill rushed through me. Adrenaline coursed through my veins and my heart rate increased. It felt almost euphoric. And it was then that, despite all my misgivings and the, ahem, fucked-upness of the situation, I had indeed made the right choice. Was it a good choice? I have no idea. But it was the right choice. Of that, I have no doubt. None whatsoever. 
 
    “Whatever you say, you’re the boss,” Lee said, making her laugh again. 
 
    My cock hummed and throbbed in my pants. But I didn’t dare touch it or even move until it was all over. I didn’t want to blow our cover. 
 
    I heard them scuffling towards the door and tried to silence my breath as best I could. The closet door was open perhaps a quarter to a half inch, plenty of space for me to peek and get a good view, but not enough to expose anything. Especially not in the dim lighting. 
 
    Suddenly Lee was standing mere feet away near the edge of our bed.  
 
    “Stop,” Hannah whispered. “Let me suck your cock.” 
 
    She quickly dropped to her knees. Already she was delivering on the promise to deliver a good show. I had a front row seat as she undid his belt buckle and pulled down his pants. 
 
    A huge, veiny, and curved cock flopped out and nearly took her eye out. I had to stifle a gasp as I swallowed hard and tried to keep my emotions and excitement in check. 
 
    “Oh my god, I forgot how big you were, fuck,” she whispered as she took him in her hand and slowly stroked his half-hard rod. It was massive. I didn’t measure it but if I had to guess, it was at least nine inches. Maybe even ten. This guy was packing some serious heat. For a moment I imagined what mine would look like next to his, Hannah holding us, one in each hand for comparison’s sake.  
 
    But then I saw Hannah open her mouth and begin to suck which snapped me out of my depraved daydream. She moaned and slurped, really getting into the act of sucking his cock. I couldn’t remember a time when she’d shown my dick such enthusiasm.  
 
    I watched, totally enraptured by the sight. It was more powerful than any drug I could ever imagine. I’d never done heroin, but it couldn’t be as powerful and intoxicating as this. Hannah moved with such grace and sensuality as she sucked and worshiped his dick. It was easily twice as long and twice as thick as mine. I couldn’t believe it was even real.  
 
    Hannah took her mouth off his cock and spit on the bulbous head before using her spit as a lube to stroke his cock fast and hard.  
 
    “God, you have such a beautiful cock, nothing like my husband’s.” 
 
    Lee smiled down at her. 
 
    “Well, I’m more than happy to give you what he can’t.” 
 
    Punch to the gut. But I was more than ready to rock and roll with the punches.  
 
    Hannah then made an attempt at deep-throating him but only got about halfway down before she gagged and spit him out, gasping for air.  
 
    “Wow, I think that’s as far as anyone’s gotten on my shaft,” Lee said approvingly. Then he grabbed her hair near the back of her head and gathered it in his hand before proceeding to fuck her slutty face for about a minute before she tapped out. 
 
    The depravity of my wife’s whorish actions was almost too much to bear, in a good way. I wanted desperately to unzip my pants and start jacking off to the scene but I was afraid the zipper would be too loud and alert Lee to my presence.  
 
    As I was waging an internal war between my two heads, Hannah stood up and bent over the bed, offering her backside to Lee. She waved her ass back and forth, slowly swaying in the most seductive motion I’d ever seen. I had no idea her body could move that way. 
 
    “Come on, Lee. Give me that big, thick dick of yours. I fucking need it baby!” She was begging and moaning like a whore now, shaking her ass up and down as she pleaded for him to stick it in her.  
 
    I watched her quivering pussy lips shake as she twerked, drops of her juices flew across the air and landed on the floor, that’s how wet she was.  
 
    What happened next is etched into my memory forever, a permanent, unchangeable mark. Even if I lose all my marbles one day, I suspect that is one image that will never, ever leave me. 
 
    Lee got up behind her and slid himself in. Hannah turned her head as he was entering her and locked eyes with me. I love you, she mouthed without Lee noticing. 
 
    Then her eyes went wide with a look of pleasure I’d never seen before. Not even in porn. She was totally lost and enraptured by his cock entering her. And so was I. It was an instant addiction for me. Any doubts that were still lingering, any reservations that still loitered in my head, were promptly ejected and replaced by the most intense feeling I’d ever experienced. Absolutely indescribable.  
 
    “Oh fuck, yes,” she whispered, gripped the sheets in her hands tightly and nearly ripping them clean off the bed. “Fuck, yes. That’s what I needed. Fill me up, baby. Fill me up like my husband never could.” 
 
    She looked at me as she said that last part and smiled, biting her bottom lip. 
 
    “Shit, yes. That’s it. Get deeper. Oh fuck, I’m gonna come already. Fuck yes, Lee. Keep fucking me just like that! Oh, Lee. Oh I fucking love your cock!” 
 
    She was screaming now and I was finished, in terms of ever going back to a normal life. I loved watching her like this. All I could think of was all the devious trouble we could get into together. With an insatiable appetite like hers well – 
 
    My thought was cut short as she began to come hard and loud and long as Lee pummeled her from behind. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s right, baby.” he said, lightly gripping her throat with his massive hand, “take that cock like a good little slut. Whose pussy is this?” 
 
    Hannah didn’t answer at first, then Lee growled at her and pulled her head back. 
 
    “Whose pussy is it?” 
 
    “Oh fuck, yours. It's your pussy. You own that pussy baby!” 
 
    And as she let him know her pussy belonged to him, she began to come again, this time seemed even more intense than the first.  
 
    I let out a soft gasp and Lee quickly looked over to the closet and I thought the jig was up. We’d been caught. But he quickly looked back down at my wife’s ass twerking on his dick and he went back to pounding her insides with his massive rod.  
 
    Phew. 
 
    “You ready for this nut?” Lee asked her. 
 
    “Oh yes, come for me baby. Give me that come!” 
 
    Lee began to grunt and tense up as he pulled his cock out of my wife and blew a huge load all over her ass cheeks and the small of her back. 
 
    “Mmm, so warm, I love it,” she moaned, looking back at the giant load of white come that Lee had deposited on her back. 
 
    My foot was falling asleep just then and I made an epic blunder. I tried shifting my weight to wake it up, but instead I put too much weight on it and my leg gave way, sending me tumbling forward and crashing through the closet door onto the floor right next to my wife’s trembling body. 
 
    Lee must have jumped ten feet in the air, although Hannah seemed completely dick-drunk and thus remained unphased, she simply giggled and looked down at me with a wink. 
 
    “Holy shit! What the fuck is this? What’s going on here?” 
 
    He looked at me, eyes wide, then back down to Hannah. 
 
    “Hannah, what the fuck?” 
 
    “I’m sorry baby, don;t be scared it’s fine. He’s cool.. He isn’t upset. He just likes to watch,” she started to get up to try to calm him down but he was already gathering up his things and backing away from us as if we were two escaped mental patients holding chainsaws.  
 
    “Wait, Lee…hold on. Just –” 
 
    But he was dressed and out the door without so much as a goodbye. 
 
    Hannah didn’t bother chasing after him, she just shrugged her shoulders and looked down at me, still laying in a heap on the floor. 
 
    Then the two of us just burst out laughing for nearly fifteen minutes straight. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    “Well, I hope you enjoyed the show at least,” Hannah said when we’d both finally caught our breath. She was still completely naked, with Lee’s drying come caked on her back and ass. The smell of sex hung in the air still and my cock, despite the laughing fit, had not lost an ounce of firmness. 
 
    “I did,” I said and that wicked smile returned to her face. 
 
    “Good, why don’t you take that cock out and show me how much you enjoyed it.” 
 
    I took my raging hard dick out and stroked it for her. 
 
    “Holy shit, Oscar. You’re so hard. You wanna feel what he did to my pussy with his big dick?” 
 
    I nodded vigorously. 
 
    “Okay, come here,” she pulled me to my feet and then laid herself back on the bed, spreading her legs for me. Her slick juices coated the inside of her thighs and her pussy was still quivering, practically begging for more. I watched her hole open and close just slightly with each deep inhale as her tits rose and fell on the bed before me. 
 
    Then I pounced. 
 
    I slid right in. But it didn’t seem to matter. She was still enjoying it. More than she ever had before with me I would guess. 
 
    Within minutes she was writhing and shaking beneath my weight and having a genuine, real deal orgasm.  
 
    “Holy shit, Oscar! Fuck that feels amazing. You’ve never fucked me like this before. You really like getting those sloppy seconds, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I grunted through gritted teeth, but I could hold it no longer and unleashed a torrent of semen inside her.  
 
    She wrapped herself around me and clung tight to my body as I unloaded in her and filled her up with my seed.  
 
    “That’s it baby. Take that pussy back. Make it yours again. That’s it,” she rang her fingers through my hair and whispered in my ear how much she loved me and thanked me for letting her be a good little slut. 
 
    We fell asleep like that, in each other’s arms, my dick still inside her. We awoke multiple times throughout the night and fucked again and again, each time I filled her up and went back to sleep with my half-hard cock still inside her cunt. 
 
    It was pure bliss. Something I - or perhaps, we - hadn't felt in a long, long time.

  

 OceanofPDF.com


   
    Ten 
 
    For a little while, everything went back to “normal''. Except it was better. Everything between us. We had sex regularly for the first time in years and we were actually enjoying it. We had a few deep and long discussions about boundaries and rules and both agreed we’d like to try something again soon. 
 
    The only problem was Lee had quite literally skipped town. He quit the next day and moved clear across the country. He wanted nothing to do with the two loons who’d set him up that night, i.e. my wife and I. And perhaps, he had every right to be that way. Who knows? 
 
    But that problem quickly solved itself within a matter of weeks when they hired Lee’s replacement. 
 
    It took a while, but eventually, Hannah hit me with the news. It was right at the point that I was beginning to wonder - or more accurately, worry - if we’d ever be able to make it happen again. I wasn’t about to go trawling the internet for random strangers to bang my wife (or was I).  
 
    One day, when she was standing at the stove making dinner she called out to me. I was on the couch reading a book (no, not a romance novel). 
 
    “Hey, Oscar?” 
 
    “Yeah, honey?” 
 
    “You know what I realized today?” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Well, you know how we hired someone new to replace Lee?” 
 
    “Uh huh…” 
 
    “Have I described him to you?” 
 
    “I don’t think you have.” 
 
    “Well, he’s this sexy, athletic black man. Maybe twenty-seven or eight.” 
 
    “Okay?” 
 
    “Well, it got me thinking,” she said, “I’ve never been with a black guy before.” 
 
    I sat there in silence, my cock hardening to something harder than steel at the bottom of the Arctic ocean. 
 
    “And I think I might like to try some big, black cock.” 
 
    I sat up straight and looked over to where she was standing. 
 
    “What do you think about that, Oscar?” she began walking over to me. 
 
    Gulp. 
 
    “I think…” I looked down at my crotch at the same time she arrived at the couch and loomed over me. She looked down and saw it too. The wicked smile returned and she leaned down and whispered in my ear. 
 
    “Mmm, good boy,” she said, “so, is it okay if I start to pursue him?” 
 
    I nodded vigorously as she lay down on the couch with me and started stroking my cock while we made out. 
 
    “That’s exactly what I wanted to hear,” she said. 
 
      
 
    END BOOK I
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    One 
 
    I could not sufficiently explain, at least not with words, what exactly it was that was happening between us or to us. Nor did I particularly want to. Yes, it was all very strange. But there was no turning back now. There was no way that Lee could unfuck my wife or otherwise wipe the memory from our hard drives, even if he did eventually decide to show his face around Manhattan again at some point in the distant future. No, that check was cashed. Milk spilled. Horse gone from the barn. Whatever clever saying you’d like to choose to describe the irreversibility of our situation, be my guest. 
 
    So rather than dwell on it or obsess over it, we simply went on with living our lives. We went to work. Attended gatherings with family and friends. Went grocery shopping. Saw our doctor for the old annual check up. Got our teeth cleaned. Went out to eat at fancy restaurants. And all the while we were harboring this delicious, dirty, and delicate little secret about ourselves. 
 
    Hannah had discovered she needed more. Specifically, she needed a bigger dick than I was able to provide and she needed as much as she could get. In the process, we also discovered that rather than being hurtful to me (although it was in some sense) it was actually a huge turn on and libido booster for me and in turn had enhanced our marriage and our sex life and taken it to new, as yet unseen heights. 
 
    Had anyone known, say our friends or family members, they might have thought us completely deranged and in need of deep, psychoanalysis and intensive therapy. But the truth was we were completely and deliriously happy. We’d never been closer or more intimate, more in tune with one another. Certainly, I would be the first to admit that I would have never believed it if someone told me that infidelity could actually save and enhance a marriage rather than destroy it. Pure, delusional fantasy I would have imagined.  
 
    But there we were. Six months after Hannah had made her big revelation to me about this hidden desire that had awakened within her. When she told me, point blank, that my equipment simply wasn’t big enough to carry the load in our sex life. Sure, it hurt at first, as I mentioned, but that feeling of hurt and jealousy and betrayal quickly mixed in with some dark force inside my soul that found the pain to be oddly arousing, intoxicating really and soon it all morphed into something I had no control over whatsoever. An insatiable lust and desire to see my wife ravaged and destroyed and pleasured by as many different men as she saw fit. 
 
    It was more powerful than any drug known to man and we were both hopelessly hooked right from the start. Once it got its hooks into us, there was no escaping. Sure, we were playing a dangerous game. But we didn’t care. The danger, I suppose, is what made it so intense and pleasurable. The feeling of playing with fire and just barely avoiding getting burnt.  
 
    After our first foray into this new lifestyle, Hannah had made another confession to me. She wanted to try a big, black cock. She told me how horny it made her thinking of a big, athletic black man with a huge cock and how wet it made her when she fantasized about herself being a fucktoy for a BBC. 
 
    Her obsession with the fantasy had only grown since she’d divulged it to me. She brought it up whenever she had the chance, especially when we were having sex. I have to admit, hearing her say how much she wanted a big, black cock while I was balls deep inside her was just insanely hot. It had a certain edge to it, a little something extra that just made my dick a little bit harder than normal. 
 
    She'd hired a new assistant to replace Lee and he just so happened to be the exact right type for her: young, athletic, tall, and black. His name was Evan and Hannah was planning on using her leverage over him as his boss to seduce him and make him her lover. Was it ethical? No, not strictly speaking. But the young man was always free to resist if he wasn’t interested. No harm, no foul. But if he had a pulse, and he most certainly did. He was going to have an awful hard time resisting Hannah’s willing and able body if she offered it to him on a silver platter. 
 
    Unfortunately, this Evan had a serious girlfriend and thus far was proving immune to my wife’s subtle advances. 
 
    “Perhaps you ought to consider some not-so-subtle advances?” I suggested one night over dinner and a bottle of wine. 
 
    Hannah raised her eyebrow and smiled. 
 
    “You read my mind.” 
 
    She was confident she would break through his defenses soon enough and so was I. But for the time being, the closest we could get was her new toy: a big, black veiny dildo she’d named Jax, after her favorite male pornstar she’d recently grown infatuated with. 
 
    When we finished dinner she scurried off to the bedroom. 
 
    “Going to play with Jax?” I asked, calling after her. 
 
    “Yep,” she said, I heard her flop down on the bed, “you can come watch if you want.” 
 
    I looked at the uncleared table and debated between doing dishes and watching my wife pleasure herself with a giant black dildo while I stroked myself.  
 
    The dishes, of course, did not stand a chance of getting done that night.
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    Two 
 
    “I have amazing news,” Hannah said as she closed the apartment door behind her. It was about a week later and she was flush with excitement. 
 
    “And what’s that?” I asked without looking up from my book. 
 
    “Evan. He broke up with his girlfriend…or maybe, she broke up with him. I can’t remember. But it’s not important. He’s sad and vulnerable now. I am going to make my move. He’s all mine.” 
 
    She had a wild look in her eyes that was making me a little uneasy. 
 
    “I don’t know, Hannah. Are you hearing yourself? That all sounds a little…manipulative. It’s making me a little uneasy.” 
 
    She waved me off with her hand. 
 
    “What’s there to be uneasy about? He’s a young hot guy. It’s not like they were gonna get married anyway. And a guy like him will be looking for a rebound within a few days. Trust me. I just wanna make sure that the rebound he grabs is my pussy,” she said with a wink. 
 
    Hannah had gotten quite bold and direct when it came to talking to me about her objects of sexual desire. The filter was completely off. She didn’t mince words or traffic in innuendo. There was no need for me to read between the lines. She simply just spoke her mind. 
 
    It was, most of the time, oddly refreshing to tell you the truth. 
 
    I shrugged and went back to my book. 
 
    “I suppose when you put it that way…” I said. 
 
    She reached over the couch and slapped my shoulder. 
 
    “Hello? Jeez, that’s all I get? I thought you’d be more excited. It’s like my - our - biggest fantasy. I’m finally going to get that big, hard, black dick in me.” 
 
    You might have thought she was Ahab the way she was obsessing over things these days but I resisted the urge to tell her as much. 
 
    “No, no. I’m excited, of course,” I said. And truthfully I was. I had been having lurid, depraved dreams of watching my sweet wife Hannah, who was not so sweet in the least anymore, getting dicked down and bred by huge black cocks. Each time the dream would end the same way, they would deposit a healthy load of seed into her womb and she would rub her belly and tuck her legs up to her chest and whisper something about hoping to get pregnant. Then I would wake up.  
 
    As I said, totally depraved. But as my mind drifted off, I found myself hard as a steel rod. And Hannah noticed. 
 
    She smirked. 
 
    “Now, that’s more like it.” 
 
    She sat down next to me on the couch. 
 
    “You gonna take that thing out and stroke it for me or what?” 
 
    “Seriously?” I asked. 
 
    “Mmm, yes. I love watching you stroke your tiny dick for me when you get turned on by the thought of me with a big, fat cock. So hot.” 
 
    She got up close and whispered in my ear, sending shivers down my spine. 
 
    “Take it out,” she said. 
 
    And I did as I was told.  
 
    There was no waiting to get hard or any such thing. I was at full attention as soon as I whipped it out.  
 
    Hannah marveled at my hardness, but wouldn’t touch it. 
 
    “Go ahead, stroke it,” she said, her eyes nearly burning a hole in my cock. 
 
    I began to jerk off in front of her like a dirty, pathetic perv. But she was loving it and I’ll be honest, having someone enjoy watching you jerk off is pretty fucking hot. Generally speaking the male of the species pounding his pud is often regarded as a pathetic and shameful act. So, to have a female member of the species take interest and get turned on by it so much that she offers you some sexy encouragement, well, that was something akin to Shangri-La, wasn’t it? 
 
    “Mmm, that’s it,” she whispered, “you gonna come for me? You gonna milk that cock all over yourself for me? Please baby, I wanna see you come all over yourself, thinking about what it’s going to look like when I have a big, sexy black cock between my legs.” 
 
    I began to tense and grunt as I succumbed to the twisted pleasures she was making me feel. My orgasm finally bubbled over and hot white jizz began to ooze from my tip, spilling over my hands and down into my lap. 
 
    A naughty, embarrassing mess. 
 
    “So fucking hot,” Hannah said, marveling at the shameful spill that was now soaking into my pelvic region. 
 
    She leaned over and kissed my cheek. 
 
    “Why don’t you go clean yourself up and then meet me in the bedroom? I wanna play with Jax again while I think about taking the real thing.” 
 
    I cleared my throat and felt my cock getting hard all over again. 
 
    “Sounds great,” I whispered. 
 
    And she left me there. I stood up and walked carefully to the bathroom, cupping my hands around my waist to make sure nothing dribbled onto the floor. 
 
    This was a new low for me, but for some deranged reason, that only made it hotter.
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    Three 
 
    That weekend was to be Hannah’s office’s annual employee appreciation party. Which really just meant dinner and an open bar at a swanky Midtown bar. It was there that she planned to make a move. 
 
    The plan was simple. Let loose at the party and flirt with Evan. See if he took the bait. I figured it was a fifty-fifty shot. I was also a little nervous at how fast and loose Hannah seemed to be playing things, at least ethically speaking. Evan was her employee and I imagined since this was a work party other co-workers would also be there and therefore able to see her flirting with a subordinate. Couldn’t imagine something like that would go over well.  
 
    But when I raised it, again she waved me off. 
 
    “Isn’t like someone from HR going to be there or you know, just co-workers in general?” 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “Please, you act like I work for some big corporate behemoth. HR? We’re a small boutique shop. We have less than ten employees. I’m practically the C.E.O. at this point,” she bragged. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. 
 
    “Trust me,” she said, this time a serious look in her eyes, “I know what I’m doing. I know how to flirt with the line and not cross it. Besides, it’d take a hell of a lot more than an affair with a co-worker for them to fire me. I’m too valuable. Plus, Chris has fucked at least three of his assistants. He doesn’t have room to talk.” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow. Jesus, what kind of company was this? But I put it out of my mind. Wasn’t my concern, wasn’t my problem. I just wanted to perv out on watching my wife be a whore. That was all that mattered to me any more. Sick sure, but there you have it. 
 
    Hannah spent that entire morning and into the early afternoon pampering herself like the (size) queen she was. She got her hair done. A manicure and a pedicure. A massage. The works.  
 
    For my part, I picked out a sexy little black dress and bright red high heels that made her legs and ass look incredible. As we stood together looking in the mirror at her incredible reflection, I put her chances at near 99% that she was going to get what she wanted. What man in their right mind could refuse such a goddess as this? 
 
    I was having a hard time myself just keeping my hands at my side and not ripping her right out of the dress and ravaging her body right then and there. Though I must confess I doubt very much that she would have let me.  
 
    At last she smiled. 
 
    “I think I’m ready to go.” 
 
    “Alright, let’s do it then,” I said.  
 
    We walked the few blocks from our apartment to the Midtown bar where the event was to be held. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    As we walked along the streets of Manhattan a nervous energy coursed through my entire body. It was an excitement that was hard to put into words. It was electric. I almost couldn’t believe we were suddenly going to actually attempt something so devious as this. Just who did we think we were? But I suppose that is what made it all the more exciting. 
 
    “Do you really think this is going to work?” I asked.  
 
    Hannah caught a glimpse of her reflection in some overpriced, high-end furniture store window as we walked along Fifth Avenue.  
 
    “Yes,” she said swiftly. Her confidence was through the roof. It turned me on to see her owning her sexuality like this and pushing the limits of what her own body was capable of feeling and wanting. 
 
    I shook my head and exhaled. How could I argue with her at this point? 
 
    She was on fire.  
 
    I was just along for the ride as long as I was a good boy and cooperated. And I intended to do just that.

  

 OceanofPDF.com


   
    Four 
 
    The bar was pretty packed. It wasn’t quite prime time but clearly, people were already out in full force and ready to go. Nevertheless I was surprised to see so many people packing the joint. Thankfully, Hannah’s company had the foresight and the funds to reserve a nice, roped off area towards the back that had plenty of space and its own private bar area and wait staff.  
 
    We arrived fashionably late, as it were. About thirty minutes past the official start time for the event. As we made our way through the crowd, Hannah said hello and exchanged pleasantries with a few people and introduced me to them. One of them, of course, being Chris. The owner and man who’d apparently fucked at least three of his assistants so far. It seemed that Hannah was intent on matching him point for point. 
 
    After that, we made a beeline for the bar and ordered drinks. Two vodkas on the rocks please and thank you. 
 
    “He here?” I asked, taking a nervous sip from my drink and scanning the area. At first glance, it did not appear there were any young, athletic black men in the vicinity of our cordoned off little VIP area.  
 
    “No,” she said, not bothering to hide the disappointment in her voice. She scanned the area too but clearly knew her searching would be in vain. “No, not yet. But don’t worry. He’ll be here.” 
 
    “You sure?” 
 
    “Yes, I asked him and he said, one-hundred percent. He was in. He’ll show.” 
 
    “Alright, if you say so.” 
 
    “I do, now let’s go mingle,” she said and led me over to a group of people standing around a tall table, talking and drinking cocktails. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    Several drinks and nearly two hours later, there was still no sign of Evan. In fact, no one else even mentioned him. It seemed the entire small company had managed to show up, everyone aside from this Evan and yet, no one seemed the least bit concerned that he was the only one missing.  
 
    For a brief moment, I worried perhaps my wife was losing her mind. That she’s cracked up, as it were, and that Evan was actually just a figment of her imagination. A fantom. A ghost. A product of an extreme obsession and the desire to manifest it, whatever the cost. 
 
    Hannah was getting a little tipsy. But no big deal, it seemed like it was that kind of party. Everyone else was clearly letting loose and enjoying themselves. I was getting there myself I must say. Evan’s absence aside, it was a pretty fun affair.  
 
    “Are you sure he didn’t bail? Is he even real?” I asked with a chuckle, trying to disguise what was turning into a genuine concern as a joke for the time being. 
 
    “Of course he’s real. And no, he didn’t bail. He’ll be here. Just relax and enjoy yourself.” 
 
    “Okay, another drink?” I offered. 
 
    She handed me her empty glass and smiled. 
 
    “Yes please, and maybe something to eat too?” 
 
    I smiled and nodded and headed over to the bar. 
 
      
 
    Another hour passed and the party started to thin out a bit. It was not to be some all night affair after all. We had roughly another half-hour or so of the company-sponsored open bar and limitless appetizers. After that, we would be relegated to paying for our own drinks at the main bar with all the other peasants. 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey,” I said, “Young guy like that, probably found something better to do than some lame company party.” 
 
    Hannah looked dejected. 
 
    “Yeah, probably,” she said quietly and tried to shake off her sour mood and put on a more sunny disposition. 
 
    “What do you say we grab one more drink, then head out of here and grab some ice cream? You and me on the couch?” 
 
    She smiled and nodded. 
 
    These were among my favorite moments. The ones that reminded us how much we loved each other and cherished our friendship and deep bond. You see, outside of the admittedly deranged sexual component of our marriage, everything else was the same or better. We still enjoyed spending time with one another just being…us.  
 
    It was odd, but it was true. 
 
    I felt a strange sense of relief that Evan would not be showing and that it would just be the two of us for the night, in our sweatpants, watching television and eating ice cream. 
 
    It sounded like heaven to me. 
 
    But then Hannah’s face lit up as she glanced over my shoulder. 
 
    “Evan!” she cried, “You made it!” 
 
    I turned around and there he was. 
 
    He was no phantom or ghost. He was very real indeed. 
 
    A man just like you or me. A man who, in short order, would have my wife for himself if he decided he wanted her.
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    Five 
 
    I’ll be honest. I was more than a little disappointed Evan finally showed, and at the last second like that too. We were just minutes away from heading home for some comfortable clothes and ice cream and now, there he was. 
 
    I’d also be lying if I didn’t admit that I had a raging hard on at the same time when I watched Hannah run up to him and practically attack him as she wrapped her arms around his thick neck, kissed him on the cheek, and pulled him close against her body and held him there for an inappropriately long amount of time.  
 
    It was way over the line, but thankfully, no one left who she worked with seemed to care and Evan certainly didn’t seem to mind. 
 
    So, all good there. Aside from the raging boner I had to quickly and as inconspicuous as possible tuck up into my waistband. Yes, disappointed and horny. Like I said many times already, this was a complicated situation and one not made better by too much introspection and personal reflection. Better not to think too much and simply roll right on through any mental yellow lights or yield signs one might come across. 
 
    At least, in my experience, that’s what worked best. 
 
    Hannah led Evan over to where I was standing, beer in hand, and introduced us. 
 
    “Evan, this is my husband, Oscar,” she said. I extended a hand and shook his. 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Evan. Heard a lot about you.” 
 
    He smiled and gripped my hand with a perfect firmness. Not too hard and not too limp. 
 
    “Good things, I hope,” he said with a chuckle. 
 
    “Nothing but,” I said, releasing his hand. 
 
    “So glad you made it, Evan” Hannah chimed in, “I thought you weren’t going to show. We were getting ready to leave actually.” 
 
    Hannah was visibly tipsy and Evan seemed to think it cute rather than off putting or anything to be concerned about. 
 
    “Yeah, sorry about that. Got held up a little, that's all. Glad some people are still here.” 
 
    He glanced at his watch. Only about fifteen minutes left to drink on the company’s time. 
 
    Hannah was way ahead of him. 
 
    “Let’s get a round of shots!” Hannah exclaimed. “Tequila shots!” 
 
    I looked at Evan who shrugged and gave me a look that seemed to say, I’m game if you are, old man. 
 
    Ok, I added that last part about the old man. But he was probably thinking it. 
 
    “Alright, I’m in,” I said, which drew cheers from Hannah. She quickly sauntered off to the bar and lef the two of us standing there. I stook large swigs from my beer as I watched Evan’s eyes chase after her sweet ass and rake up and down her luscious body. 
 
    When she leaned up on the bar to get the bartender’s attention, well let’s just say her dress was a little short and anyone who was paying attention was treated to a nice view of the bottoms of her ass cheeks and just the tiniest hint of the red lace of her thong riding down her crack between her legs. 
 
    Evan looked over at me and I met his gaze. Busted. He knew I’d seen him checking out my wife and he was immediately embarrassed and apologetic. 
 
    I held up a hand to stop. 
 
    “It’s alright. Nothing wrong with admiring the view, checking out the goods. She’s a beautiful woman, you’re only human.” 
 
    He smiled and I saw his shoulders relax a little. Thankful for the kindness and mercy I’d just shown him. He may have muttered a thanks or an I know, still sorry. Hard to say. The only thing that was clear was that he was interested. There was no doubting that. So, I decided to nudge him further in the direction in which his primal instincts were already traveling. 
 
    “She really likes you, you know?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Yeah, we get along great. Really been enjoying the work so far.” 
 
    “Oh no, not like that. I mean she has a thing for you.” 
 
    Evan looked over at me with a raised eyebrow and seemed to want to ask me if I was fucking with him or something. Of course, I wasn’t. 
 
    But before any of that could be hashed out, Hannah returned with three shots of tequila and lime wedges on a sticky tray and handed one to each of us. 
 
    “Cheers!” Hannah said, leading us in the toast. And before I knew it, the chilled metallic taste of tequila was sliding down my throat and I was eagerly sucking on a lime wedge to chase it away. 
 
    “Ahh, delicious,” Hannah said. 
 
    “Mmhmm,” Evan agreed, still sucking on his lime wedge. 
 
    “How about one more? Bartender said last call,” Hannah said excitedly. She was really going out on that ledge. Don’t get me wrong, she was still in full control. Just extremely well-lubricated for the night that lay ahead and with this kind of ammunition there was no telling just what kind of sexy trouble she might get us into. 
 
    I shrugged again and said sure, why not. Evan seemed to follow my lead and within a matter of minutes, we were repeating the same ritual. Glasses clinked. Liquid drained. Wedges sucked. Followed of course by the satisfactory ahhs and mms. 
 
    “I’m gonna go grab a beer,” Evan finally said. “Anyone want anything?” 
 
    “Sure, I’ll take a beer. Same as you is good,” I said. Hannah politely declined showing a rare moment of restraint for her. 
 
    When he was out of ear shot she leaned up against me and whispered in my ear. 
 
    “I want to fuck him so badly,” she said and giggled, never taking her eyes off him as he moved across the room towards the bar.  
 
    My cock was half-hard once more from just hearing her say that. Then she nibbled on my ear and said something else that got me all the way hard. 
 
    “I want his thick, balck cock between my legs tonight, do you think he’ll give it to me?” 
 
    It was said like a question, but I think all three of us knew the answer. We would just have to play the game correctly and we’d get a very satisfactory answer in due time. Of that, I was certain. 
 
    I filled her in on the short conversation we’d had when she went to the bar to order us shots. 
 
    “Already laying the groundwork? Good boy,” she said with a surprised smile. I’ll be honest, the praise felt nice. Really nice. I wanted to be a good boy for my goddess and serve her in any way possible. Another complicated and depraved facet of this whole thing, but there you have it. 
 
    “This is good actually,” she said, still speaking in a hushed whisper. “I’m going to go to the bathroom. Keep talking to him and just kind of, you know, fill him in.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I don’t want a repeat of last time with you hiding in the closet like some pervy, peeping Tom. I want you to really be there in the room this time. And who knows, maybe I’ll even suck your cock while he fucks me…if you’re a good boy for me,” she said with a wicked smile.  
 
    She kissed me on the cheek and left to go to the bathroom. I watched her supple ass bounce away from me until Evan finally returned and handed me my beer. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said. 
 
    “No problem.” 
 
    After an awkward silence, I just kind of went for it. 
 
    “Evan, listen. Uh, about Hannah…”
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    Six 
 
    Evan stared back blankly at me. He’d heard what I said, however he hadn’t quite comprehended it. 
 
    “Sorry, could you repeat that?” he said, turning his head to the side and narrowing his gaze. 
 
    “My wife wants to fuck you and I want to watch.” 
 
    He chuckled nervously. 
 
    “You’re joking right?” 
 
    “I’m not. And I’ve already seen the way you look at her.” 
 
    “Well, sure I mean, she’s very beautiful but I don’t think I could do something like that.” 
 
    “Why not, she’s willing and able. You’re willing and able. I just want to be able to watch. We have an arrangement, Hannah and I, it’s a bit new to be sure, but I don’t refuse her what she wants. I get it for her. Understand?” 
 
    “But she’s my boss. I just started here. I don’t think it’s such a good idea.” 
 
    I thought for a minute and felt a little guilty. The young man had all the reservations I’d been having but ignoring in favor of my baser instincts. I felt for him. I did. But again, baser instincts and all that. So, I leaned in and put a hand on his shoulder. 
 
    “Sure, that’s understandable. Sleeping with your boss might not be a wise move all the time…” I lowered my voice to whisper for the next part, “but sometimes…it’s very wise, if you catch my drift. Sometimes, it’s a really great way to skip a few rungs on that old, proverbial ladder everyone is always trying to climb. Just something to keep in mind.” 
 
    I winked at him and took my hand off his shoulder, hoping he would be picking up what I was, in as vague and non-committal a manner as possible, putting down. Namely, that sleeping with the boss, who was my wife, might bring with it certain career advancements that might not otherwise be available. At least, not so quickly anyway. 
 
    He nodded along as though he understood. 
 
    Then I delivered the clincher. 
 
    “Plus, she’s the one who told me to proposition you like this. So, of course, she’s expecting an answer when she gets back from the restroom. I don’t think I’m going out on a limb to say she is going to be very, very disappointed if she returns to a no.” 
 
    Before we could say anything else between us, Hannah returned from the restroom and also apparently a pit stop at the bar since she was now holding some sort of vodka-cocktail with a long, black straw.. 
 
    Remember what I said about her being more direct? Well… 
 
    “So, what’s it gonna be Evan?” she asked, raising her eyebrows. 
 
    “What do you mean?” he asked, trying to play it coy. 
 
    “Are you going to come back to our place and fuck me, or what?” She grabbed the black straw with her thumb and index fingers and slowly brought it up to her mouth and sucked sensually on it, staring deeply into Evan’s eyes and almost willing him the answer she wanted to hear. 
 
    Evan watched her. Gulped. And then looked her body up and down. It was written all over his face. He’d have to be a fool to refuse such an offer. He was going to say yes because deep down, that’s exactly what he wanted. He wanted Hannah and he was going to have her. 
 
    And I, of course, was going to watch. 
 
    Evan shook his head and whistled. 
 
    “Shit, alright. You got me. I can only politely refuse so many times. If that’s what you want, Hannah,” he leaned in and whispered in her ear, “I’m down.” 
 
    Hannah’s face lit up as she hugged him and whispered something else in his ear that I couldn’t quite make out, but I was certain it was sexual in nature.  
 
    I was also certain that watching them embrace and whisper into each other’s ears in such a public setting was giving me a raging hard on and if we didn’t get out of there soon I was going to have to rush into the bathroom and relieve the pressure. 
 
    “Well,” I said, “what do you say we get out of here and head back to our apartment then?” 
 
    Hannah looked over and smiled at me. 
 
    “Oh, I am so ready. Thank you, baby. I love you.” 
 
    “I love you too,” I said. 
 
    I led them out of the bar and onto the sidewalk as they spilled out behind me, I saw they were already holding hands. My pants tightened around my crotch even more as I reached in quickly to tuck yet another raging hard on up into my waistband. 
 
    We couldn’t get home soon enough.
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    Seven 
 
    The door to our apartment slammed shut behind me. In the blink of an eye, Hannah and Evan were all over each other. A tangled mess of limbs and half-removed articles of clothing as they spun towards the couch. 
 
    His dark skin contrasted beautifully against her’s and sent my own lust into overdrive as I removed my coat and went to sit in the armchair that was situated in the corner across from the couch. 
 
    Hannah was moaning as Evan kissed her and gently lowered her body onto the soft cushions and placed her there, removing his hand from the small of her back. He held his kiss on her lips, lingering there for what felt like several minutes before he finally broke it off and stood up, looming over her quivering body. 
 
    Her dress was up around her hips, her back arched in longing as she reached down and began to finger herself as Evan removed his jacket. He turned to look at me and for the first time since we left the restaurant, he seemed to acknowledge I even existed, though I did not blame him at all for getting totally lost in Hannah’s beauty and forgetting all about little old me. I would have done the same were I in his position, there is no doubting that. 
 
    Evan shook his head and seemed to snap out of whatever spell Hannah had put him under and my stomach dropped. Oh no. He was getting cold feet.  
 
    “Oscar,” he began, looking back and forth between me and Hannah, almost wincing, “are you sure you’re alright with this? I mean, don’t get me wrong, I want to, but –” 
 
    Hannah reached up and pulled him down so that he was now lying face down, on top of her. 
 
    “He doesn’t mind at all,” she said, answering for me. “Feel how wet I am.” 
 
    She took his hand and guided it down between her legs. His face lit up in recognition and a little something else when he felt her wetness soaking his fingers. He still turned and looked to me for final approval. A gentlemanly move, to be sure. But Hannah was in charge here. There was no getting around that. I was simply her good little boy who would sit and watch and stroke. And maybe, if I was lucky, get a courtesy blowjob for my good behaviour. 
 
    But I decided that some words of encouragement might placate him and ease his nervousness so that he could finally just give in to the moment and enjoy the pleasures of my wife’s flesh, unencumbered. 
 
    “It’s alright, Evan. This is all more than okay with me. Enjoy yourself,” I said with a smile as I sat back and kicked my feet up on the ottoman.  
 
    He turned to face Hannah who smiled at him. 
 
    “See?” 
 
    Evan’s shoulders relaxed just a bit and we were off to the races in earnest at that point. Once again, it seemed they both forgot I even existed and got down to the business of the pure, carnal pleasure for which they were both yearning. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    Hannah’s dress was now up past her belly button, her red lace thong riding up her hips as Evan explored her wet cunt with his fingers and gently kissed and licked her navel as her breathing grew fast and shallow. Her hands extended up over her head as she arched her back even further leaving room for Evan to return his free hand to the small of her back. 
 
    She looked over at me and winked before returning her gaze to Evan’s display of youthful, sexual energy. 
 
    “Oh god,” she moaned, “that feels so good.” 
 
    Evan had her on the edge of an orgasm before she finally pushed him away. 
 
    “No, no. Not yet. Stand up and show me that cock. I’m dying to see it.” 
 
    Evan stood up so that he was near her head which lay on a small, red pillow at the end of the couch. 
 
    There was no missing the prodigious bulge in his slacks. Hannah gasped as her face lit up with excitement.  
 
    “Holy shit,” she said, reaching up and gently brushing her hand over the outside of his pants. Evan reached down and unbuckled his belt. Then undid the button, followed closely by the zipper. His trousers fell to the floor and then his briefs followed the same path downward shortly thereafter. 
 
    His rock hard cock flopped out and nearly took Hannah’s eye out.  
 
    She let out a delighted shriek and then giggled maniacally as she gazed up in wonder at what was easily the biggest cock I’d ever seen. 
 
    “Oh my god,” she finally whispered when she managed to get her nervous laughter under control. “That is so beautiful.” 
 
    She reached up and touched it with her index finger, seemingly to make sure it was in fact real and not some apparition. 
 
    “You like it?” Evan said with a self-satisfied smile. And why not? Who wouldn’t be proud of such a substantial piece of manhood?  
 
    “I love it,” Hannah said, “I love it.” She reached up and wrapped her tiny fingers around his thick, dark shaft and gave it a gentle squeeze as she bit her bottom lip and looked over at me. 
 
    “You ready for this babe?” 
 
    I nodded and gripped my own cock from outside my pants. I was going to try my best to pace myself but it was already proving quite difficult and we hadn’t even made it into the bedroom yet. 
 
    “Feed it to me,” Hannah finally said, opening her mouth as wide as she could and inviting him in. 
 
    Evan took a step or two close to the couch and did as he was asked. He fed it to her. Gently at first, as she explored the contours of his rod with her small mouth, but then a little more forcefully as she grew more confident in herself.  
 
    Soon, he was about halfway down (which was no small feat) and had to stop. He held it there as Hannah coughed and sputtered, tears welling in her eyes, before she could take it no more and she had to tap out. 
 
    Evan withdrew from her mouth and let her catch her breath before reinserting his cock and repeating the process a handful of times.  
 
    After the fifth round, Hannah turned and looked at me. 
 
    “How does that look, Oscar? Do I look good with a big, black cock in my mouth, baby?” 
 
    “Yes. You look so sexy, Hannah,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.  
 
    Evan then reached down and took her hand, pulling her to her feet. 
 
    “Why don’t we head to the bedroom and see how you look with a big, black cock in your pussy?” He said with a devilish grin. 
 
    Hannah wrapped her arms around his neck in glee. 
 
    “You read my mind,” she said before planting a deep, passionate, and wet kiss on his lips. 
 
    Then she turned and reached back, grabbing him by the cock (not his hand) and began leading him to the bedroom. 
 
    It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen and perhaps even since. 
 
    When she got to the hallway and was nearly out of view, she stopped and looked at me. 
 
    “You coming?” she said with a smile. 
 
    I did not need to be asked twice. I hastily got up and followed them both into the bedroom, my heart thudding in my ears.
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    Eight 
 
    Hannah took her dress up over head and tossed it in the corner. She undid her bra as Evan stood before her, lightly stroking his big, black cock just inches away from her belly button. She then bent over and started to undo her red, high heels. 
 
    “Wait,” I said and she looked over at me, “keep them on, please?” 
 
    She raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “Alright,” she said, “I’ll keep them on for you babe.” 
 
    Hannah smiled and my heart melted. Evan took off the last of his own clothing, a white undershirt, and tossed it aside. Hannah laid down on the bed facing him and spread her legs wide, displaying her glistening, wet slit and slapping it playfully with her hand. 
 
    Evan continues to stand there, stroking himself lightly, simply watching Hannah tease him with her wet pussy. There was a passion and intensity burning in his eyes. 
 
    I sat down at the top of the bed near Hannah’s head. Her blonde hair was splayed across the comforter as she began to beg and plead for Evan to please, come and fuck her. I placed a hand on her head and stroked her hair as I watched Evan get in position to enter her. She looked up at me and smiled. 
 
    “Take your cock out baby, I want you to be stroking it when he buried himself deep inside me.” 
 
    I nodded and unzipped my fly and pulled my hard cock out. I took it lightly in my hand and stroked it while Evan rubbed the bulbous head of his dark member against Hannah’s pussy lips. It made a wet sloshing sound like cheesy macaroni.  
 
    “Oh fuck, that feels so good. Put it in me, Evan, please!” 
 
    “Yeah? You want this big, black cock in you? Let me hear you beg for it,” he said with a smile as he continued to tease her with the head of his cock. 
 
    “Please!” she said, nearly shouting now, “give me that big, black cock! Now!” 
 
    And with that, Evan was all too happy to oblige. He shoved the tip in and shut her right up. It was as if all the air had been sucked from her lungs. Her mouth made a wide o and she gazed down between her legs and watched the first few inches of his cock disappearing inside her. 
 
    She finally took a sharp inhale and regained her breath and ability to speak or at least whisper. 
 
    “Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit,” she whispered over and over again. Evan continued to burrow into her, hollowing her out with his massive rod. Hannah would shut her eyes tight one second and then open them ever so slightly the next, showing only the white of her eyes as her pupils disappeared into the back of her head in a pure, and unadulterated state of bliss. Her lips curled into a satisfied smile and she moaned like a sexy whore. 
 
    “Oh that’s it, yes, that’s it go deeper, I can take it. I want to feel every inch of it,” Hannah said, finally regaining her lucidity and glancing again between her legs.  
 
    Evan reached out with a massive hand and cupped her right breast, tweaking her hard and erect nipple with his thumb and index finger. 
 
    He plunged the last few inches of himself into Hannah and was suddenly pressed right up against her, his pelvis to her’s, as he leaned down towards her and planted a wet kiss on her lips. I watched with a mix of horror, fear, lust, and jealousy as it unfolded mere inches away from where I sat. 
 
    Their eyes were shut tight as they kissed deeply and passionately, savoring the moment of him being all the way inside her and her opening up to accept all of him. He held it there for another few seconds before finally withdrawing and starting another rut. This time his strokes were a bit more shallow and came in quicker bursts as he began to work Hannah back towards climax. 
 
    “Harder, harder!” she cried, gripping the sheets with ferocious intensity as her toes curled and she began to scream in pleasure. It was unlike anything I’d ever heard before. Evan was getting up in her guts, I could see her stomach move up and down with each thrust as he tried to reach deeper and deeper and soon she was lost in the throes of the most intense orgasm I believe anyone on earth has ever had. 
 
    It lasted nearly a full minute with her moaning and panting and screaming and convulsing as one wave after another of pleasure, bliss, and euphoria washed over her and drowned her in ecstasy. 
 
    When she finally regained her composure, Evan flipped her around so she was on all fours and facing me. Our eyes met and she beckoned me closer with her index finger and a wicked smile on her face. 
 
    “You’re being such a good boy, honey. Come here and let me suck that cock.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am,” I said as I inched closer to her and offered her my hard wood.
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    Nine 
 
    Hannah opened her mouth and plopped it down on my dick and began to suck, flicking her tongue out along the underside of my shaft and tickling my balls as she took all of me down her slutty little throat. 
 
    “You’ve been such a good boy,” she said with her mouth full of my cock. “You ready to watch him fuck me some more?” 
 
    I nodded enthusiastically as Evan knelt behind her on the bed and prepared to enter her from behind.  
 
    He slapped his dick upward against her pelvis, teasing her. The deep thud, thud, thud sound reminded me how big he was and that after this, my wife might never be the same. 
 
    Of course, I’m not an idiot. I don’t mean physically, down there. I mean mentally…spiritually…sexually…it seemed Evan was unleashing a hunger and thirst within her that might never again be quenched. She was getting her first taste of big, black cock and I could already see it changing her in permanent ways. 
 
    “Stick it in, Evan,” she said, taking her mouth of my cock and turning to face him so she could watch him insert himself inside her once more. 
 
    She winced in pain for a half second as he entered her and then her face melted with pleasure once again. She turned back and looked deep into my eyes. Smiling. 
 
    “I’m never gonna be the same after this you know?” 
 
    Like she’d read my mind. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “That’s alright with me,” I said and I meant it. 
 
    “Good,” she said and went back to sucking my cock. 
 
    Soon Evan was reaching so deep inside her I thought he might split her clear in two. She spat my cock out as a loud, full-throated orgasm erupted from the depths of her soul. 
 
    For a moment, I thought it was going to be too much for her and that she might faint from the overwhelming magnitude of the sensation. 
 
    But eventually it subsided in much the same way as the first one and Evan went back to pounding away at her. 
 
    Then she had a wicked idea. 
 
    “I want you to feel me,” she said, “I want you to feel how stretched out I am.” 
 
    I got up and walked around the bed and Evan stood aside. I reached up and went to slip a finger inside her wet cunt. 
 
    “No, no. Not with that. I want you to put your cock inside me. I wanna see if I can even feel you anymore.” 
 
    Gulp. 
 
    “Are…are you sure?” I said, hesitating. 
 
    “Do it, hurry up!” 
 
    So I got up behind her and slipped it in. No resistance whatsoever. It was the wettest and warmest (and widest) sensation my cock had ever felt. I began to thrust clumsily in and out of her. She didn’t move or show any signs of knowing I was inside her.  
 
    Evan sat down in front of her and offered her his cock to suck while I made my futile attempt at measuring up. 
 
    She turned and looked at me. 
 
    “Can you feel it?” I whispered. She smiled. 
 
    “Not one bit,” she hissed and began sucking Evan’s organ as I foolishly made an attempt to get deeper or to thrust harder…to get her to feel…anything. 
 
    But it was no use.  
 
    After a while, she shooed me away and laid back down on her back so that Evan could rearrange her guts some more. 
 
    “Where do you want me to come?” he asked politely as he shoved himself back inside her and began thrusting in and out. 
 
    Hannah looked up at me and made eye contact as she gave her answer. 
 
    “Inside me of course,” she whispered, then turned back to face Evan, “I want to feel you fill me up with your come.” 
 
    Evan was lost in the throes of passion but even the heat of the moment couldn’t stop him from balking at the request. 
 
    “Uhh, you’re on birth control right?” 
 
    Hannah laughed. 
 
    “Yes, yes of course I am.” 
 
    Yes, of course she is. I agreed with her silently in my head. 
 
    “Alright,” he said, “and you’re cool with that Oscar? Because I’m about to bust a fat fucking nut inside your wife.” 
 
    Hearing him say that sent shivers down my spine and my cock lurched in my hand. 
 
    I nodded.  
 
    “Yes, fine by me,” I managed to say through gritted teeth. 
 
    And within thirty-seconds, Evan was breathing hard, his muscles tensing and flexing as his semen rushed to the tip of his cock and bubbled out at first and then exploded, sending a torrent of seed rushing out into my wife’s belly. 
 
    She came hard and fast and loud and it seemed like it didn’t stop for nearly ten full minutes as her quivering body lay on the bed twitching and writhing as little moans and yelps escaped her supple lips.
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    Ten 
 
    I stayed in the room and watched over her as she continued to bask in the afterglow of her many orgasms and the feeling of being filled up with another man’s hot, sticky cum. I watched it ooze slowly out of her pussy and onto our bed sheets and wondered what in the hell had we just done. 
 
    I hoped she was telling the truth when she said she’d been taking her birth control. But there was something in her voice, something that just seemed off that under ordinary circumstances would have made me cautious, but in the heat of the moment, well…I just couldn’t bring myself to care. 
 
    But now… 
 
    Evan excused himself to shower and clean up and then politely and without much fanfare said his goodbyes and left us there alone. 
 
    “Bye, Evan…I’ll see you on Monday,” Hannah said with an evil giggle.  
 
    When I heard the door shut, I turned and faced her. 
 
    My cock was still so hard it ached. 
 
    “Hannah,” I started, “you have been taking your birth control, haven’t you?” It was less a question than a desperate plea to be put at ease, my mind suddenly in knots. 
 
    She squirmed a little on the bed and opened her legs wide, I could see flecks of drying come on her thighs and the clear, hardened residue of her own juices. 
 
    “Mmm, I don’t know actually…” she said and my heart skipped a beat but my cock got harder at the deranged thoughts swimming around in my head. 
 
    “Hannah,” I said, but no other words followed. 
 
    “What? You don’t think it’s a little hot that your wife just got her pussy bred by another man?” 
 
    Gulp. I didn’t think it was possible but my cock continued to harden. 
 
    What had we done? What had I done? 
 
    Well. There was no undoing it. Twisted and depraved thought it was, it was our reality. 
 
    I bought the ticket, it was time to take the ride. 
 
    “Do you think it will take?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. 
 
    “Maybe you better come here and throw your hat in the ring if you’re worried,” she said with a smile. “I won’t feel a thing, but I wouldn’t mind feeling another warm load inside me when you’re finished.” 
 
    She spread her legs and in the spirit of competition, I pounced. 
 
    Time to spin the biological wheel and let the chips fall where they may. 
 
    As I slipped inside her, I was overcome with an aggressive lust and I felt like a new man all at once. 
 
      
 
    THE END
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 Chapter 1: The Problem 
 
    (George) 
 
      
 
    DANNI was going to be pissed. I already knew it before I walked in the door but I really didn’t have a choice, did I? 
 
    Of course not.  
 
    My best mate, Alton, got dumped by his girlfriend. It was ugly. Bad break up - the whole bit. I’ll spare you the details. But suffice to say, he needed a night out on the town. And I owed him that much. 
 
    He’d been there for me during my lowest moments and we’d made a promise to each other that we would always be there for one another, we’d always have the other’s back in times of crisis. 
 
    This was a crisis. 
 
    Alton wanted to get out and clear his head.  
 
    “Alright, so what do you want to do? You call the shots. We do whatever you say, you and me, Friday night,” I said to him. 
 
    He got a sly smile on his face and I regretted the offer immediately for two reasons. First, because I knew what he was going to say. Second, and most importantly, I’d forgotten that Friday night was our “date” night and that Danni was planning to cook me dinner and perhaps, I hoped, a little something else if you catch my drift. 
 
    “I wanna hit a titty bar, you and me, just like the old days.” 
 
    And there it was. 
 
    How could I be so stupid? 
 
    It was true though, I admit it. Before I met Danni well, me and Alton and a few other degenerates in our crew enjoyed a good boys night out at the strip joint. I confess. I was a pig.  
 
    But it had been ages since then. I’d grown up. I’d reformed. Put all those childish things to bed. I was a mature, married man now. Happily so.  
 
    I opened my mouth to protest but Alton held up a finger to silence me.  
 
    “I don’t care, man. Promise is a promise. Do what you gotta do, beg, borrow, steal, but I’m picking you up Friday night and we’re going. That’s all there is to it.” 
 
    I sighed heavily and relented.  
 
    “Alright fine,” I said, “Danni’s going to be pissed.” 
 
    Alton’s sly smile widened at the mention of my wife’s name. He had a thing for her. He always tried to play it off like a joke, but I knew. It was written all over his face. I knew what he’d like to do to her if he had half a chance. 
 
    Not for the first time, I allowed my mind to wander into that dark place. It was something I’d never shared with anyone. Certainly not Alton. I felt blood rushing to my crotch and tried to push the feeling away. But as usual, it was too strong and my mind veered off the well-trodden path and into a land far more sinister and filled with lewd temptations. 
 
    I imagined Danni. Her tight, sexy body and dark hair. Her freckled cheeks and luscious lips. She was on her knees in sexy high heels, her ass cheeks plump and round as she rested them on her calf muscles, a red-lace thong split them down the middle as her head bobbed back and forth. My mind’s eye followed the motion of her head to see what she was doing. Those freckled cheeks were hollowed out and her luscious lips were open and wrapped around a large, dark cock. Alton’s large, dark cock. 
 
    A firm slap on the back from Alton’s big, meaty hand snapped me out of the lucid daydream before I could take it any further and thank god. I could still conceal my half-hard chub without him noticing. Had it gone any further, well, I’d have some explaining to do. 
 
    “You alright, buddy?” He asked, studying my face with that same sly smile, almost as if he could read my thoughts and was enjoying watching me squirm. Almost. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah...I’m fine. Just trying to think of what kind of excuse to tell Danni. Tonight was supposed to be uh…” 
 
    “Date night?” Alton asked, finishing my thought for me. 
 
    “Something like that.” 
 
    “Well, hell, like I said...do what you gotta do. I mean she could even come if you can convince her. I know I said just you and me, but hell, she’s so fine I’d make an exception for her.” 
 
    He winked at me. My mind started to wander again but I was able to head it off at the pass this time and shut things down. 
 
    “You’re an asshole, you know that?” 
 
    Alton just smiled and then we both burst out laughing.  
 
    I didn’t take his suggestion seriously. At least not at first. But as I was driving home from work on Friday, still trying to think of excuses, I let my mind wander again and wondered if my sweet, innocent wife would really be up for something like a boy's trip to a strip club? 
 
    Knowing Danni as I did, I seriously doubted it. But I wondered what it might be like to have that kind of wife. And my mind flashed right back to that dark place once again as I pressed down on the accelerator and headed quickly for home. 
 
      
 
    . . . 
 
      
 
    MY WIFE, Danni, was the sweetest, most innocent woman in the entire world. She was the girl next door in almost every sense of the phrase. Sometimes, it was just a little too much. 
 
    She’d grown up a dancer and more seriously, a gymnast, and truly was an Olympic hopeful before an injury derailed her career before it ever really got going. She came from a loving, albeit strict, religious family and I was the first real boyfriend she’d ever had when we met a few years back, interning at the same agency downtown. 
 
    In fact, I was the first and only man she’d ever really been with. Sure, she’d had some flirtations. Some hand holding. Some kissing. Some heavy petting. She wasn’t a complete and total prude. But she’d never allowed herself to go all the way. 
 
    She was saving herself for true love and luckily for me, she seemed to find it when I walked into her life.  
 
    All of this is really just a long way of me saying this: Danni was shy, conservative, and relatively sheltered. Compared to me, she was a choir girl on steroids. She was at least somewhat aware of my past degenerate ways, but I never gave her all the gory details. 
 
    For some reason, a lot of guys seem to hold two conflicting thoughts in their head for which there is simply no real-world resolution: they want an experienced girl, someone who knows what she’s doing in the bedroom but they also don’t want to marry or have a serious relationship with someone who’s been around the block a few times. So, how do you find a woman with experience who knows what she’s doing if you aren’t comfortable with the fact that she’s handled plenty of other dicks? 
 
    Answer: you don’t. 
 
    Now, strictly speaking I wasn’t one of these types of guys, but let’s face it, on some level, this kind of thinking is pre-programmed into each and every one of us at some level. It might be stronger or weaker depending on a variety of factors, but it’s always there. I’d be lying, however, if I didn’t say it kind of thrilled me to know that Danni was a virgin and that I would be the first and only man she’d ever been with or would be with in the future. 
 
    That is until we settled into our new life together. Don’t get me wrong. Sex was sex and I was thankful for any way I could get it. But I did find myself growing frustrated and a tad bit disappointed with the overwhelming vanillaness in which we seemed doomed to remain. 
 
    I suppose it is my fault. I had thought that once I’d gotten my hands on her well, I guess I thought we’d have no trouble flipping that freak switch on once we’d belonged only to each other. I thought some level of commitment and familiarity might open Danni up, relax her fears, and abolish those hangups about sex and sexuality that two-plue decades of repressed desire inevitably bring about, especially in a young woman. 
 
    But so far, over the first few years of marriage, it had been tough sledding to say the least. I’d always been intrigued and turned on by the fact that she used to be a dancer and a world class gymnast and I had hoped (or more aptly fantasized) that her skill set would translate quite well in the bedroom. It hadn’t. At Least not yet. But I still believed it could if given the chance. 
 
    I knew that she just needed to open up somehow. Come out of her shell just a little bit. And then I thought, we could really begin to explore the limitless potential of our own sexualities. I was right of course, but I was wrong (or at least unprepared) about just what, or more accurately who, was going to be the one to help her open up. 
 
    This of course is all a very long way of me saying this: telling her I’d be blowing off our date night to go to the strip club with Alton was going to be a tricky sell to say the least. Not to mention it was not going to be a positive development in nudging our sex life in the direction I wanted it to go. Or, so I thought at the time. 
 
    There was always the option of lying, or perhaps bending the truth a little bit. Perhaps, another man would do that. A lesser man. But I wasn’t going to lie to my wife. Alright fine, I couldn’t lie to my wife. One look at those cute, doughy eyes and dimpled cheeks and I would simply and automatically default to nothing but the whole, unadulterated truth. I couldn’t help it. She had me wrapped around her tiny little finger. And I loved her too much and too intensely to do anything whatsoever about it. 
 
    As I stood on the front doorstep and my hand hovered over the knob, I took a deep breath and resolved to be as direct and honest as possible and let the chips simply fall where they may. But I never could have guessed they would fall the way they did.
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    Chapter 2: The Temporary Solution 
 
    (Danni) 
 
      
 
    MY HUSBAND wasn’t making any sense. I mean, I heard the words clearly enough and they formed a series of coherent sentences and a sequence of thoughts that logically followed each other. But it just wasn’t processing in my brain. 
 
    “I’m sorry, wait…backup. Start at the beginning,” I said, folding my arms over my apron. There was a half-diced onion on the cutting board in front of me, a stained chef’s knife lay flat next to it. I had just started prepping for our date-night dinner when George walked in from work. 
 
    I knew right away something was up, I could always tell with him. My heart fluttered as he took me in his strong, powerful hands and wrapped me up in a hug, kissing my cheek and greeting me warmly, as he always did when he got home from a long day at the office. 
 
    Then he launched right into his pitch. The one I heard and yet did not understand. 
 
    George took his coat off for his second attempt and eyed the chef’s knife nervously as he began again. 
 
    “Well, you know Alton, right?” 
 
    I nodded. Another flutter in my chest, not unlike the one George just produced in me. Accompanied by a tingling sensation between my legs. Yes, I knew who Alton was. How could I forget such a fine –  
 
    I cut my thoughts off and scolded myself for going to that dark place, as I often did when George mentioned one of his attractive friends. Especially when Alton came up. It had been a while since we last saw him, but every time we did… 
 
    Well, let’s just say I take my marriage seriously and was raised well. I’m a faithful woman who doesn’t have time for such slutty fantasies. I’m no hussie, as my mother would say. I cleared my head of what I thought were unwanted fantasies as quickly as they came and continued to listen to George. 
 
    “Well, his uhh girlfriend just dumped him. And he’s a little heartbroken, you know. But uh, he’ll be fine and all that. It’s just that, uh, you know, I gotta be there for him. He’s been there for me in the past and so I gotta, well, I gotta be there for him now.” 
 
    I unfolded my arms and went back to chopping the onion. My mind had finally processed the information and I understood what was happening now. 
 
    “At a strip club?” I said over my shoulder. 
 
    “Yes, and I’m really, really sorry. I know tonight is date night and I really hate to do this, but Alton, man, he’s not gonna let me off the hook and I can’t blow him off like this. Not in a time of crisis.” 
 
    I finished dicing the onion and placed the knife back down before turning to face George again. 
 
    “You know how I feel about those places…” I began. 
 
    He took a step towards me and took me back in his arms and put his finger under my chin, bringing my gaze up to meet his. 
 
    “I know, Danni. I do. But it’s really, you know, it’s not as bad as you think. And I’m not going for me. I’m just there for moral support. You know, we’ll have a couple beers. I’ll buy him some lap dances and it’ll be over.” 
 
    “Oh and you won’t be partaking in these lap dances?” I asked, not quite buying it. I knew a little more about my husband’s past than he thought I did. I had my ways, of course. And I always found his sexual history both intimidating and intriguing at the same time. But I never liked to dwell on it too much.  
 
    “Nope, I promise,” George said. He looked me straight in the eye and smiled. I knew he was telling the truth. Or at least, he intended to. 
 
    But I also knew that once he got there, he would be faced with the temptation of a room filled with flawless, bikini-clad women with fake boobs and g-strings as thin as dental floss throwing themselves at him in an effort to extract as much money as possible from his wallet. At the end of the day, he was a man and he had a penis. There was only so much will-power before eventually, the baser instincts would win out. 
 
    I was secure and insecure with George at the same time. On the one hand, I knew and he had demonstrated time and again that he only had eyes for me and was secure about our marriage. But I also worried about whether or not I was satisfying him sexually. He was the only man I’d ever been with and I always wondered if he regretted not marrying a more promiscuous or experienced woman. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said finally, “I guess, alright. Fine. I don’t really like it, but what choice do I have?” 
 
    Sure, I could have put my foot down and said no. But then that would make me one of those wives and I hated that idea more than I hated the idea of George and Alton at a strip club unsupervised. 
 
    “Look, I promise it’ll be fine,” George said, stroking a loose strand of hair away from my face and I melted in his arms. 
 
    He looked up, as if he was considering saying something else. Then, he said it. 
 
    “And you know, you can come with us if you want. You know, Alton said he wouldn’t mind at all.” 
 
    What? 
 
    I heard the question in slow motion. This time, there was no misunderstanding. My brain processed it all correctly. George just told me that I could go with them…to the strip club. 
 
    My body was suddenly trembling with a strange excitement as I looked back at George and realized he was serious but didn’t think I’d say yes. 
 
    To be honest, neither did I.
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 Prologue 
 
    It was just one of those sweet, summer nights, you know? Not too hot or humid, but just right. Nothing to do but everything and plenty of time and freedom to do it. Endless possibility and enchantment seemed to stretch on past the stars and into infinity. 
 
    We were only twenty-five, but we’d already been married three years. We started early. At least, compared to most people our age. We both came from strict, religious backgrounds and had met at university in Washington D.C.  
 
    We’d both chosen to attend a small, private religious college over the big, raucous party schools many of our friends from high school had gone off to. 
 
    I do believe in love at first sight and the first time I laid eyes on Alice Carrington, I was finished. I fell head over heels for her and spent every second I wasn’t in class or studying, trying to court her. I followed her short, blonde curls around campus like a lost puppy dog. Her icy blue eyes and fair, freckled skin frequented my dreams and on more than one occasion, I had to wake up and take a cold shower to keep myself from giving in to such lewd temptations. We would have to marry before there was any of that.  
 
    She was a preacher’s daughter and came from a family much more devout and pious than mine ever was. We went to church and obeyed the laws of God best we could, sure, but we weren’t the strictest in our congregation, not by a long shot. 
 
    Alice and I started dating in junior year and after we graduated, and after a long, serious talk with her father more importantly, I asked for her hand and she’d said yes. I was the happiest man in the whole wide world. 
 
    We were engaged for a year before our nuptials. We had a traditional wedding in a church, before God, and celebrated with our friends and family. Our honeymoon was the first time we’d gone further than holding hands and kissing. It was awkward at first and Alice was very shy about it. It was always with the lights off and under the covers. In our first three years of marriage I’d venture I only saw her naked three times and even then, only quick glimpses as she always rushed to cover up lest I get too good of a look. 
 
    I’d be lying if I said I didn’t mind. I did want her to be more comfortable around me, more open with her sexuality now that we were married. But I just figured it would take some time. Given our upbringings, it was more than understandable. I guess I’d just hoped when we finally said ‘I do,’ things would accelerate. And they really hadn’t. 
 
    Of course, the sex was good for me. Great really. But, I’m the guy. It doesn’t take too much for me to enjoy myself. As for Alice? Well, I don’t think she was finding it very pleasurable. Something needed to change and on that one sweet summer night, it did.
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    One 
 
    “I shouldn’t have worn this,” Alice said, checking her reflection in the mirror as I clicked my right blinker on and turned into the neighborhood. 
 
    “What do you mean? It’s a pool party. I think what you have on is more than appropriate.” 
 
    She looked over and frowned at me. 
 
    “You know what I mean, Joey. This two piece you got me, it’s a little…slutty, don’t you think?” 
 
    She was wearing a t-shirt and jean shorts over a black, two-piece bikini I’d purchased for her birthday and I was so damn excited to see her in it. 
 
    If by slutty she meant revealing then yes, yes I did think that and that was the entire point. I was getting tired of her hiding her body from me and I was hell bent on curtailing it, just a little bit. She had nothing to hide and nothing at all to be ashamed about. 
 
    I understood we both had conservative upbringings and there were bound to be some 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)
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 One 
 
    Henry and I were entering our seventh year of marriage and things had gotten…well, let’s just say that whole seven year itch thing is real. I mean really real. At least, it was for me. And I think, based on what I discovered about my husband, it was real for him too. Just not in a way I would have expected. We each had our own, shall we say unique, way of dealing with it. Was it healthy? Who knows. It certainly wasn’t normal. But then again, what exactly is normal anyway? 
 
    We’d both been successful in our careers. Financially we were doing more than okay. We could basically buy whatever we wanted, go wherever we wanted, and be whoever we wanted to be. There were no real restrictions on us. We made a decision early on to be selfish, i.e. no kids. Neither one of us could fathom bringing another life into this crazy, messed up world. It would be irresponsible of us to do so. But in reality, that was just an excuse. We didn’t want to face our own fears and our own selfish impulses. That’s the truth. 
 
    But we wanted that freedom, that latitude, to travel spontaneously. Stay up late. Maybe drink too much. Sleep in. Travel some more. Those kinds of things. Cliche as it sounds, we only had one life to live and we wanted to live it. Not spend it stressed out and chasing kids around for however long it took to safely shepherd them into adulthood. Yes, it was selfish and immature.  
 
    Of course, even without kids, that kind of life never really materialized for us. We both got caught up climbing the ladder in our respective careers. Upgrading our lifestyle with each pay bump, working longer hours, taking on more stress, and generally just settling into the slow, painful grind of life. A typical night for us was dinner, televisions, in bed by ten. Maybe we’d watch a movie and stay up until eleven on the weekends. I know, I know. Crazy right? 
 
    We’d made promises to each other and to ourselves that we wouldn’t end up like this and yet here we were, trapped just like everyone else. Shackled in our golden handcuffs. Life was getting familiar and boring really quickly and it was hard to figure out how to press the pause button. 
 
    Don’t get me wrong, we still loved each other. It was just different than it used to be when we were young. I can’t exactly describe it but, different is the best way I know how. Strong feelings for one another were still there, somewhere beneath the surface, buried under all the superfluous bullshit of life, but lately I’d been getting this sinking feeling that if something didn’t change soon, our marriage was headed for a bad end. Strong feelings or not. If something drastic didn’t happen, I feared we’d end up like too many of our friends already had: divorced in our mid-thirties and totally lost in life. Adrift at sea with no sign of land anywhere. 
 
    I suppose it was about a year ago, perhaps sometime around Thanksgiving, when I noticed Henry was acting a little off. Odd. Strange. Not himself. It was subtle, but it was like he wasn’t there. Somehow cut off or withdrawn from me, from us. We’d fallen into this odd routine where we barely spoke to one another outside of hello-goodbye-hello again-how was your day-love you-goodnight. Maybe a brief hug, a quick peck on the cheek or lips, and that was it. Day after day after day. It was like we were set on autopilot. 
 
    We used to go to bed together every single night and all of a sudden Henry started staying up late in his office or watching TV and would fall asleep on the couch. He’d sleep in. I’d wake up early to hit the gym or do yoga and by the time I got home, he’d be gone. Suddenly, we weren’t even really talking anymore. Always, somehow, out of sync with one another.  
 
    Then I noticed him being a little shady on top of that. He changed the passcode to his phone and computer and he never let his phone out of his sight. He even took it in the bathroom when he was getting a shower or taking a dump. Which I suppose is not totally abnormal and certainly not indicative of anything by default, but for Henry, it was simply out of character and it gave me all kinds of bad feelings. Call it women’s intuition if you want, I like to think I simply knew my husband.  
 
    Eventually I couldn’t ignore it anymore and began to fear the worst: Henry had to have been having an affair. Perhaps one of the hot new interns at his office. Maybe someone he met online. Who knew? He was still well-built and attractive. It wasn’t like he was some fat slob. He could pull almost anyone wanted if he turned on the charm. And he had a nice cock. It wasn’t huge, but it was slightly above average and I had no real complaints about it. Except that lately, well it hadn’t been inside me nearly enough. 
 
    But I couldn’t be sure, it was just a hunch, and I had absolutely no proof at all other than my own misgivings. I tried to poke and prod and ask him questions to see if he would slip up and reveal anything. But he always shut me down and shut me out with a well concocted excuse to get away and out of the house.  
 
    I’m not proud of it, but I decided to go snooping around to find the evidence I needed. Henry was away on business, some conference in Los Angeles and he was going to be gone for nearly an entire week. He left his laptop behind and I just knew there was something on it that he didn’t want me to find. It was the perfect opportunity and I decided to pounce. If I found anything suspicious at all, I was going to even take it a step further and pull our phone records. Was it a breach of privacy? Not if I found what I needed. And I was sure I would.  
 
    You could say I became obsessed with the idea. I needed to expose his infidelity at all costs. I was fed up and wanted to know the truth, I wanted to get it all out in the open so that we could…what? I wasn’t exactly sure, heal? Divorce? Separate? It all depended on what I found. I was sick of being ignored and frankly, he wasn’t fucking me at all and I was dying for some hard dick. If he was using it elsewhere and not giving any to me? Well, there would be hell to pay. 
 
    I mentioned Henry was still well built and handsome and could pull any girl he wanted, right? Well, that was a two-way street. I was still tight and toned and vibrant at thirty-five. In fact, I know my worth, I was even a step above Henry’s level. He was probably a seven. I was a solid nine. I had a guy in L.A. even approach me on the street and ask me if I wanted to be a porn star. Honest to goodness. I declined of course, but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t flattered. 
 
    Point is, if Henry thought he was going to run around on me while our marriage went to hell, well he had another thing coming. I simply wasn’t going to let that happen. 
 
      
 
    End of Sample 
 
      
 
    (BUY NOW)
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    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? 
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    About F. Rey Noel 
 
    I’m a bit of a digital nomad, but my home base is sunny Key West, FL.  
 
      
 
    I love to write erotic romance and I specialize in hotwife/wife-sharing stories because, well...that’s what turns me on.  
 
      
 
    I spend most of my time on a beach somewhere, soaking up the rays and exploring the sunnier, more mischievous side of life by combing through the depths of my own devious mind. 
 
      
 
    Aside from that, I have a voracious appetite for erotic literature, cigars, rum, and anything Cuban. 
 
      
 
    I write what I write, generally in long binges (sometimes with the help of certain substances and sometimes not) and let the chips fall where they may. 
 
      
 
    We might have some ups and downs along the way, but stick with me and I promise, we'll have one hell of a journey together. 
 
      
 
    I really hope you enjoyed this book and please, please, please consider leaving a review. Even if you didn’t like it, constructive criticism is always welcome (as long as you're gentle). Reviews are a huge help in boosting visibility and getting more people to see and read the book. 
 
      
 
    Again, thank you so much for reading and please feel free to reach out or connect with me on twitter (@FReyNoelErotica). 
 
      
 
    My other available works can be found here on Amazon. 
 
      
 
    And stay tuned! I have lots of hot, steamy wife sharing romances coming your way very soon!  
 
      
 
    "Buy the ticket, take the ride." - Hunter S. Thompson 
 
      
 
    Stay wicked, my friends, 
 
      
 
    -F. Rey  
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