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LUST ISLAND

Chapter 1 – A Normal Life
It’s been a long time since my husband and I had great sex.
Brian and I are a pretty white-bread, middle-class couple, but the idea of being fucked silly by a big, muscle-bound black man? That gets me wet and horny. Every. Single. Time. I’d never do it, of course, but there isn’t anything wrong with having personal fantasies, right?
We seem to have fallen into the old trap that so many of my married girlfriends have also fallen into. Get married, work too many hours in demanding jobs, buy a fixer-upper house, maybe have kids, and end up so busy or tired that you forget to have sex unless you actually schedule it once or twice a month (if you’re lucky).
Brian and I don’t have children – it just never happened. I’d always assumed I’d have kids, but I’ve been absolutely fine with it being just the two of us. Sure, I would have loved to have a kid of my own, but just watching my friends juggle all the demands of having a kid? That wears me out! For most of my girlfriends, having kids was when their sex lives started to wane. For Brian and I, I don’t know if there was a specific point where we stopped fucking like rabbits. All the years we dated and our first few years of marriage, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. It wasn’t uncommon for me to walk around gingerly for days at a time, because I was so raw from so much sex—and we never stopped, even when we were raw!
Those were the days.
Even now when we have sex, it’s automatic. We know exactly the right way to touch each other. Tweak this part of the body, lick that part of the body, apply just the right amount of pressure there…and orgasm in five minutes. Thanks for coming folks, the chicken is great tonight!
I’m sitting in my car in the driveway of our house and I look up at it. It’s a nice house, in a nice neighborhood, and we’re a nice couple.
I’m tired of being so nice! I want…no I need some excitement! Some whizbang sizzle in my life.
But. I have no idea how to find that sizzle again. Part of me is scared that it’s lost forever. Is this the new normal?
Brian taps at my window and I nearly jump through the roof.
“Hey, Jenny. You coming in or are you going to sit there all night?” The smile on his face still melts my heart like it did when we were in college – and that was a good twenty years ago.
I grab my things and open my door.
“Sorry,” I say, leaning in for a peck kiss. “Long day. I was daydreaming about beaches and relaxing getaways.”
“Well, you’re in luck!” Brian says. “Let’s drop off our stuff and go out for dinner. I have a surprise for you.”
I look at Brian. He’s never been much of one for surprises – his stability and reliability are two of the reasons I married him. It’s also, I think, one of the reasons we’ve fallen into such a rut.
“OK,” I say. I’m actually really tired and would love to just sit on the couch and veg out with a good book, but I can’t say no when Brian is so excited.
“Awesome!” He sounds like he’s twenty again…and I have to admit, it’s kinda hot. See, I’ve never actually fallen out of love with him. And I don’t know how to rekindle the fire we once had, without making it seem like he’s done something wrong. And he hasn’t. We’re both responsible for where we’re at now. I just don’t know if he’s happy with how things are or if he wishes we had sizzle again, too.
**
“So what’s this big surprise?” I ask, sipping my glass of chardonnay. I normally don’t drink on a Tuesday night, but this tastes so good that I have to stop from guzzling an entire bottle. I just have to make sure I don’t drink too much or I’ll be paying for it tomorrow at work. I can’t drink like I used to. Now, I feel it the next day even if I have just two glasses of wine these days.
“Well,” he says, smirking and drawling the L. “Funny you should mention going on a beach vacation. Because guess who just bought us tickets for one!”
“Wow! Really?”
This is so unlike him! And it is so just what I, what we, need. A low-key getaway. Just the two of us.
“Yes, really! I talked to your assistant and she let me know which dates to choose.”
So that’s why she’s been looking like the cat that ate the canary. I haven’t been able to figure out what’s been up with her. And that must be why she’s been so weird about putting things on my schedule.
“I’m impressed,” I say, and I really am. I wonder what’s gotten into him, but I don’t want to ask and risk ruining his surprise and enthusiasm.
“So, when do we leave?” I ask, a big smile starting to spread across my mouth. This has made a humdrum day a pretty awesome day!
“Well, that will be the most surprising part. We leave this weekend!”
I splutter my wine.
“What? What about that dinner we have with the Thomson’s?”
“Already taken care of.”
“And don’t we have something next weekend, too?”
“That’s rescheduled too. Seems everyone is more forgiving when you tell them you’re taking your gorgeous wife on a spontaneous vacation.”
He leans across the table and gives me a lingering kiss, and my heart swells with love for this man. I love how he’s taking the initiative to do something special for us. This won’t fix the rut we’re in, but it will certainly go a long way to getting out of our rut, right? We haven’t been on a beach vacation in years!




Chapter 2 – Welcome to Lust Island
“Welcome to Jamaica!” The passport clerk stamps our passports and motions us through. I look around, stunned. We aren’t even out of the airport and already I’m in love with this place! This island is gorgeous!
And my head is still spinning from this all happening in the space of three days! Though I now know my husband starting planning this a month ago.
“Oh, honey,” I say, leaning over and kissing Brian on the mouth. “This is so perfect. Thank you for doing this!”
Brian laughs a warm laugh and shyly runs his hand through his thick brown hair. He’s even more handsome than when we met.
Soon, we’re at our resort, which is right on the beach. It reminds me of the resort we went to on our honeymoon.
**
The last few days have passed in a hazy blur of sun, cocktails, and sex. The sex isn’t great, but it feels like we’re both putting in more of an effort, but it still doesn’t have the sizzle it did when we first got married. We’re not back to the sex we had when we were younger, but don’t they say that your sexual patterns change as you get older? Once again, I worry that he might be falling out of love with me and this is some kind of last-ditch effort to try and rekindle the romance we lost so long ago. It’s so hard not to be nervous and scared about where our relationship is going. Will I join the ranks of the forty-something women who are newly divorced? I shudder. Even the idea of dating now is enough to keep me in even a dull marriage. At the same time, I’m scared to talk to Brian, just in case our marriage is fizzling out.
“Hey honey,” Brian says, sitting up in his beach lounger.
I shade my eyes and look over at him. “Yeah?”
“There’s this dinner dance thing tonight. You wanna go?”
The look in his brown eyes tells me that he wants to go, so I agree. It would also be nice to talk to some of the other couples we’ve seen around. We’ve kept to ourselves the last few days and nights, just trying to focus on relaxing and being with each other.
**
“So how did y’all end up here, at Couplez?” Peggy Sue drawls. She and her husband are from Tennessee and their voices just sound like melting honey.
I look at Brian and smile.
“It was all this one’s idea,” I say, smiling broadly. I lean over and give him a big kiss.
So far, this has been an amazing vacation. We’ve been resting a lot, we’ve gone SCUBA diving and ziplining, and we’ve also spent plenty of time just lying on the beach and swimming in the ocean.
“Oh, so this is y’alls first time here, then?” Duke, Peggy Sue’s husband, says. “Well, day-um, but you are in for a good treat! Aren’t they honey?”
Duke touches Peggy Sue’s hand and they share a meaningful look, like they’re in on something that Brian and I know nothing about.
“Yep. First time.” Brian says, looking at proud at having made such a popular decision. “A colleague of mine recommended the place. Said it would be perfect for Jenny and I.”
“Well, you all certainly have come to the right place!” Peggy Sue reaffirms. “We love it so much, we come at least once a year!”
Peggy Sue giggles at this. I don’t know how many Rum Punch drinks she’s had, but there is definitely something she’s not sharing. She looks like she has a secret she’s just bursting to share, but won’t.
Figuring that my mind is just working overtime, I take another sip of my drink and motion for the waiter to bring me another. Though I could also be imagining things. I look around us and it’s incredibly easy to see why anyone would want to come back here year after year. We’re eating outdoors, under palm trees on the edge of the beach, it’s still hot and humid at eight in the evening, everyone we’ve met is really nice, and the scenery and beaches are gorgeous. I only wish we had more than a week to spend here.
We chit chat for a little while longer. Peggy Sue is very outgoing and happy to tell us all about her grown children and their achievements.
I tickle Brian’s hand. It’s our old signal that means I want to leave.
“Well, I think that’s about it for us tonight,” Brian says, standing up and putting his hand on my shoulder.
“No! You can’t go!” Peggy Sue exclaims.
“My girl’s right,” Duke says. “You have got to stay and do a little dancin’!”
I smile when Duke does a little shimmy in his chair. I love that this couple has so much energy and verve. I hope Brian and I still have this much energy magic going between us ten years from now – Peggy Sue and Duke really aren’t that much older than we are!
“I don’t know,” I say. Dancing sounds fun, but I’m a little drained after dinner with these two. I really like Peggy Sue and Duke, but they’re a bit overwhelming.
“Look!” Peggy Sue says, pointing across the outdoor seating area, to the outdoor dance area. And there, on the portable wooden dance floor, is the man of my fantasies.
I stare at him, looking over every inch of his luscious dark body. He’s easily six feet tall and his muscles are luminous from sweat. It’s like looking at a sculpture masterpiece of a perfect male body. While he’s moving around the stage, checking that it’s set up properly, I’m mesmerized by how he moves. He is graceful – more graceful than I would have ever imagined a man built like that to be. He looks like a body builder, but apparently he’s the dance instructor.
“Earth to Jenny!” Peggy Sue is saying, laughing and giving me a significant look.
I exhale a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding and I laugh along with her. God, it wasn’t obvious I was drooling over him, was it?!
“What do you think, honey?” Brian asks, his arm wrapped around my shoulders.
“Why not,” I say. “We used to dance all the time, didn’t we Brian?”
Brian laughs. “You. You used to dance all the time. I just tried to keep up.”
I smile warmly at Brian and hug him. It’s true. Dancing was always one of my passions when I was younger, but it was one of the things I let slip by the wayside when I started being serious about Brian, because he really isn’t much of a dancer. He can manage the White Boy Shuffle and that’s about it.
“C’mon, sweetie pie, you just have to stay!” Peggy Sue insists, grabbing my hands all pulling me back to the table.
When I glance back over at the stage and my fantasy dreamboat, I don’t have to think twice about it! Just imagining dancing with him, his hands on my body, his hips close to mine, it sends tingles of desire through my body. Brian is going to have a good time when we get back to our room tonight!
“What do you think honey,” Brian asks. I can tell he’s game to stay out longer, before calling it a night.
“OK, OK,” I say, pretending like it was a really, really tough decision. Though Peggy Sue saw the look in my eyes and I’m sure she knows why I changed my mind!
“He should be starting up his intro salsa class any time now,” Duke says, gesturing towards the instructor and the stage.
“So you two dance salsa?” Brian asks, his surprise not hidden from his eyes.
Peggy Sue and Duke look at each other and laugh uproariously.
“Well,” Peggy Sue says, still laughing. “We can salsa a little. We mostly just get out there are wiggle around. It’s a good ol’ time.”
“It sure is, dancing,” Duke agrees.
Pretty soon, the instructor taps his microphone and announces the intro salsa class.
“Go on, honey, I’ll be fine,” Brian says, nudging me towards the dance floor.
“Are you sure?” I ask, silently crossing my fingers that he doesn’t change his mind.
“No. I’ll be fine, Jenny. You know I like to watch you,” he responds and I can see a twinkle in his eye.
God. When was the last time I did a dancing strip tease for Brian? He used to love that! And I used to love doing that for him.
When Peggy Sue, Duke, and I are on the dance floor, I can see several other couples. After I finish scanning to see if there are any single dancers, and there aren’t, I hear a lilting voice in my ear.
“Do ya know how to dance?”
I turn and find the dance instructor is standing next to me, a welcoming smile on his face.
“I.. yes. But not salsa.” I say, blushing fiercely and trying not to stare at his broad shoulders and muscular chest. He’s put on a tight t-shirt, but it leaves little to the imagination.
He smiles and takes my hand and leads me onto the dance floor.
“Welcome everyone,” he says. “I’m Ernard, but you can call me Ernie. And this is…”
It takes me a moment to realize he wants me to answer the question. I’m so caught up with being so close to him, that I lose track of everything.
“I’m Jenny,” I say.
“Now, Jenny claims she doesn’t know salsa, but I bet she knows how to shake those hips of hers,” Ernie says in a very flirty way and lightly puts his hands on my hips. I bet all the women love him.
“Let’s start with the basic,” Ernie says, taking my hands and pulling me into closed position. My heart races when our bodies are so close and it feels like the temperature just went up ten degrees. There is the faintest smell of cologne on him and I would give nearly anything to be able to find the source of that smell and just sniff it.
Down girl! I think. I’m feeling as hot and horny as a sixteen-year-old! But damn, have I missed this feeling of unbridled lust!
I make a couple of missteps, but Ernie and the other couples are forgiving. Once I master the basic, the rest starts to come easily enough.
“And then you turn your lady on five,” he says, watching the rest of the class. To me, he says, “You’ve danced before, yes?”
“I took ballroom dance classes for years. I just haven’t really studied salsa,” I say, feeling proud that he’s recognized my ability to dance.
“I can tell,” he says approvingly. “You move very well. You are a real pleasure to dance with.”
I blush and feel immensely proud at the same time.
After about twenty minutes of the class, it’s obvious he’s only doing a handful of moves with the class and the music has a fairly slow beat. I’ve started learning how he moves his body and the different ways he signals me to move in different ways.
By the time the forty-five-minute class is over, my body is humming with sexual electricity and my panties are soaked. I’m surprised that Ernie can’t smell how turned on I am – I most certainly can.
“Will I be seeing you on the dance floor tonight?” Ernie asks, his hand resting almost possessively on the bottom of my back.
All I want to do is lean into him and run my hands over his gorgeous body!
Very reluctantly, I say. “I should go check in with my husband.”
Ernie places his hand over his heart, but smiles warmly at me. “I am heartbroken.”
“Stop,” I say, blushing and smiling. “I’ll save a dance for you.”
“You honor me, dear Jenny,” he says. My personal fantasies are most definitely going to involve dancing from now on!
The music starts and people start twirling around the dance floor. The music is spicy and I can’t help but sway my hips as I make my way back to Brian.
“Looks like you had fun,” Brian says as I drop myself onto his lap and wrap my arms around him, something I have done in years.
“He’s my total fantasy,” I say. It takes me a moment to realize what has just slipped out of my mouth.
Oh shit, I think, steeling myself for a fight.
“Really?” Brian asks, looking up at me and rubbing his hand along my leg.
“Oh my god!” I say in an embarrassed rush. “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean that how it sounded.”
“That’s… It’s OK, Jenny. Really, it is,” Brian says, then pulls me into a close embrace
I pull away a bit and look at Brian. I never would have predicted that response to saying that I fantasized about sleeping with a black man. Do I tell him about my fantasy? I’ve never asked him about his, though of course I assumed he has his own. We haven’t had that kind of intimate conversation in years.
“It’s OK,” he says, continuing to play with my knee.
I look at him, not sure what to think or to say.
“Let’s go for a short walk,” he says.
“OK…” I say, getting up off his knee. He grabs my hand and leads me towards the beach. We walk in silence for a few minutes, then he motions for me to sit down in the sand, almost by the water’s edge. The sun has just finished setting over the ocean and the moon is reflecting brightly in the now-dark water. It’s a romantic scene, but I’m confused by Brian.
“Jenny,” Brian holds my hands gently in his and looks me in the eye, “I thought you knew. Couplez is a swingers resort.”
I pull my hands back from him, shocked.
“Wh… what?!” I’m not sure if I’m angry or repelled right now.
“I thought it could help jumpstart our passion,” Brian says, and from the tender look in his eyes I can tell he is one-hundred-percent serious. This is unbelievable. From Brian!
“I think having sex more than once or twice a month, for more than five minutes would rekindle the passion in our marriage!” I say, my voice trembling and rising rapidly.
“But we’ve been having sex here,” Brian says.
I sigh in disbelief. “Really? This is our first proper vacation in at least a year. A few days of sex does not make up for the rest of the year! Do you really believe that it does? We’re not even have sex like we used to. Remember when we were filled with passion and couldn’t get enough of each other? We’re not going to re-find that after a handful of days in a beach resort!”
Adrenaline and anger are coursing through my body, and after all the rum punch I drank with dinner, it’s all mixing into a dangerous cocktail. Part of me wants to head back to the dance floor and fuck Ernie until I can’t walk, but part of me says I need to cool down and not do anything rash. Fantasizing about sleeping with another man is one thing, but Brian saying he actual wants me to do it is something else entirely!
“I’m not saying it’s your fault…” Brian starts to say, but I cut him off.
“You damn well better not be,” I shout. Anger is shooting through my body like a lightning bolt.
“Let’s…”
“No!” I say, holding up my hand and aggressively cutting him off. “I need some space right now. I am furious with you. Do you think you can just give me to another man?!”
“But you said you have fantasies about black men!” The color is rising in Brian’s face and I can see his anger starting to rise, too.
“Do I really need to explain the difference between fantasy and reality? And please don’t tell me you don’t have your own fantasies that don’t include me, because I won’t believe you for a second!”
“You know you’re the only one for...” Brian starts to say.
“Don’t play that with me. I’ve seen what’s on your computer. You are so not the goody two shoes you would have people believe you are.”
I turn and storm off, as much as I can. It’s hard to make a dramatic exit when you’re trudging through soft sand. We haven’t had a fight this nasty in who knows how long. One of the things that’s always been great about our marriage is that we don’t have nasty, dramatic fights. I don’t know if it’s the heat and humidity down here or if it’s something else that is bringing things to a head like this. I’m pretty sure we’ll be fine, but it doesn’t feel that way right now.
After walking up and down the beach for a while, I decide I need at least one more drink before I go back to our room. Brian and I need to have a serious talk and I’m too jittery. I’m also not at the point of caring whether or not I’m a little drunk when I get back.
“Hey sweetie pie.”
I turn and Peggy Sue is walking up behind me.
“Come back for some…” Peggy Sue stops talking and the smile falls from her face when she sees me.
“Honey. What’s wrong? Did something happen?” Peggy Sue sits down at the bar next to me. “You want a drink, honey?”
I nod and Peggy Sue nabs the bartender’s attention and she orders us two large rum punches.
Peggy Sue gives me her full attention and says, “Now honey, tell me what happened.”
I haven’t cried up until this point, but I feel like I’m going to now. Peggy Sue’s kindness and warmth is unraveling something in me.
When the bartender drops off our drinks, Peggy Sue grabs them. “Let’s go sit at that table over there, it’s quieter.”
We head to a table on the edge of the dining and dancing area, and a little ways away from where everyone else is and it’s more private.
“We…” I pause and take a big gulp of my drink. “We had a fight out on the beach. A huge fight.”
“Oh sweetie pie, I’m so sorry to hear that. Do you want to talk?”
Normally I’m not the type to gossip about my marriage, except with my closest girlfriends. But with Peggy Sue, I don’t see why not. I mean, she is not someone from my normal life and odds are I’ll never see her once Brian and I return home. Brian…
I start rambling on, telling Peggy Sue about what happened.
“Hold on a minute,” she says, interrupting me. “You didn’t know about Couplez? What goes on here?”
“No. Not a clue,” I say, and I feel my anger rising again. “He wants me to sleep with someone. Someone not him!”
“Oh dear. That is a bit of a pickle, isn’t it?”
I finished my drink and went to the bar for a new round. It’s the least I can do for Peggy Sue.
“Well honey,” Peggy Sue says, pausing to sip at her fresh drink, “what are you going to do?”
“Honestly, I don’t know. Part of me wants to sleep with the dance instructor…”
“Oh boy, but is he yummy!”
“Have you slept with him?” I ask, feeling a little alarmed.
“Oh no, he’s much too much for me. Besides, I like the ladies when I’m here. Reminds me of my college days.” She radiates happiness as she smiles and momentarily gets lost in her memories.
When I sit up a little straighter, she says, “Oh honey, you’re not my type. Don’t you even begin to think this is some backwards seduction of mine! I have more style than that!”
Peggy Sue laughs and I instantly relax.
“As I was saying, part of me wants the dance instructor and part of me wants to stay faithful with my husband. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t a little hurt that even suggested this. It’s such a surprise!”
“Does he want to sleep with another woman? Or man?”
“Not that I know of. I mean, he hasn’t said that to me.” I take another drink and think back to the beach. “But then again, I didn’t give him much chance to tell me either way. It really made me angry when he told me he wanted me to sleep with another man. And he might have mentioned what kind of resort this was before we came here!”
“Now, now. Do you want my advice?” Peggy Sue asks.
“Sure,” I say. I realize I’m looking forward to what she has to say. We’re barely acquainted and she seems like a straight-shooter, so I feel pretty confident she’ll be honest with me and not tell me what she thinks I want to hear.
“I think you should sleep with our dear Ernard.”
“Really?”
“Oh my, yes! He is a charmer, that’s for sure. And the way he wiggles his hips!” Peggy Sue laughs again and makes a swooning motion. “If he can dance like that standing up, imagine how he can dance in bed!”
That makes me giggle. For a long time, before I met Brian, I swore I would never marry a man who couldn’t dance. But then I met Brian and he was more wonderful than I ever thought another man could be.
“But what about my marriage vows? Don’t they mean anything?”
“Look,” Peggy Sue says, a note of seriousness back in her voice. “It’s not like you’re going behind his back. Think of it as an adventure. You said you have a fantasy about sleeping with a black man, right?
“Yeah, I do,” I admit. The thought of Ernie’s dark body over mine… It’s a tempting thought. But I’m married!
“Let me tell you a secret, honey. The first time Duke and I came here, it was me who had suggested the idea to him.”
“Oh wow,” I say, feeling even more impressed by Peggy Sue. I’m realizing she’s a more formidable woman than I originally realized.
“Wow was right! I was so shy, even though it had been my idea.” Peggy Sue closes her eyes and smiles. “But let me tell you, sweet honey, I’m so glad I did! Our marriage is so much stronger! Because you see, honey, when we come here, it’s for sex and fun. When we’re at home and together, that is about love. We’re able to separate sex and love, and our marriage is so much stronger because of it. Coming here provides a little extra spice for us – and there’s nothing I’d give up our yearly vacations here for! We call this place Lust Island! There is something about the heat and the beach that makes everyone open up in ways that they don’t when they’re at home.”
She sees the doubt in my eyes and shakes her head.
“I am telling you the God’s honest truth.”
“But how?” I ask, genuinely curious.
“Well, this is our special vacation. It’s like what they say about that Vegas – what happens there stays there. Our friends don’t know what we do down here. Oh don’t give me that look, we’re not ashamed. It’s just none of their beeswax!”
I smile. “But how is your marriage stronger?”
“I’m not sure how to explain it. Part of it is trust – trusting that your partner will make their way back to you. Part of it is just fun. I can’t tell you how I look forward to these trips! We are utterly faithful to each other when we are not here. But here, we just let ourselves be free and indulge in who we want.”
“Do you tell him about who you’ve been with?”
“Oh of course I do, honey! Sometimes he’s even there! And let me tell you,” she says excitedly, leaning towards me and lowering her voice, “the sex we have after we share our stories or one of us watches the other? It is out of this world! It is such a turn on for him to see me with someone else – especially when it’s a sexy lady. It makes him wild! And I find it so hot to watch him with another woman!”
I think about what she’s said. It’s a lot to take in. She’s totally not someone that I thought would be a swinger. Yet she is and apparently her and Duke have the time of their lives down here. Could this be what our marriage needs? A little spark and spice from a third party? Could this be how we find the sizzle again?
I get up and hug Peggy Sue tightly.
“Thank you so much for listening and talking to me. You’ve given me so much to think about.”
“Don’t think too long honey, or someone else might snatch up that sweet Ernard.” She smiles warmly and touches my arm. “The women flock around him like bees to honey.”
“Now go and find your husband and talk to him.”




Chapter 3 – Revealing The Fantasy
I make my way back to our room, but it’s empty when I get there.
My stomach is in knots. We’re not using cell phones down here, so I can’t call him and see where he is. See if he’s OK.
After talking with Peggy Sue, I unexpectedly feel calmer. Maybe this is something that will help our marriage. Is it possible we can become closer by sleeping with other people? Will this help bring the sizzle back into our marriage? Or is this just an excuse to break our marriage vows?
Brian and I haven’t even had a chance to talk things out and already I feel emotionally drained. This is a lot to think about and consider. If I indulge in my fantasy, what does that mean for our marriage? Could I say yes to him sleeping with another woman? Right now, I can’t even wrap my mind around that.
**
Bright, blinding sunlight streams through our balcony window and wakes me up. I shield my eyes and look at the other side of the bed.
I’m alone.
Looking around the room, it looks exactly as I remember it from last night. Granted, I was a little drunk by the time I came back, but I could swear nothing has changed since I came back last night.
Has Brian gone and slept with another woman? A wave of anger surges through me, followed by a wave of insecurity.
Has he not been sleeping with me often because he’s no longer attracted to me? Is there something wrong about me? Am I somehow deficient?
As I’m working on not breaking down into tears, I hear the door open.
Brian walks in and closes the door.
“Hi.” He says, his voice quiet and strained. His clothes are dirty and rumpled, and his eyes are bloodshot. It looks like he hasn’t slept all night.
“Hi.” I say.
I don’t know what to do. Do I walk over and touch him? It feels like there is an enormous gulf is between us.
“I spent the night on the beach,” he says, as if anticipating my question. “Alone.”
I nod my head and breathe a silent sigh of relief. At least we can have this conversation without a careless mistake to deal with, too.
“I guess we should talk,” I say, finally. I feel scared out of my wits.
“Yeah,” he says, then walks over and slumps into an easy chair by the balcony.
I sit at the head of the bed, my knees drawn up to my chest.
It takes a while for us to get started, but it turns into a good conversation.
“I just want us to be happy. I want you to be happy,” Brian says tenderly.
“But I am happy,” I say, but even as the words cross my tongue, I realize they aren’t fully true.
“Jenny, you and I both know you’re not fully happy. Content, maybe, but not happy.”
I hang my head. Have I made a bad marriage?
Brian crosses the room, sits next to me, and wraps his arms around me.
“Will you consider this?” He asks.
I nod. Though I still feel deeply unsure.
“I’m serious, Jenny,” Brian says and I can hear the gravity in his voice. “I think this can help give our marriage a little…kick in the pants, so to speak. I’ve always fantasized about seeing you with another man, watching you like that.”
“Brian,” I say, feeling a little embarrassed. “Who here is going to want to sleep with me?”
“Are you fishing for a compliment, Jenny?” There is exasperation in Brian’s voice and he looks away for a moment.
“No, I… I guess I don’t feel as sexy as I used to.” I look down at my feet and fiddle with the bedspread. It hurts to admit this. My body isn’t in horrible shape, but you can’t stop all the sagging or softness as you get older. It’s been years since I wore a bikini.
I can see him trying to work out if I’m looking for a compliment or if I really feel this way. Whatever look is on my face convinces him my self-consciousness about is real. While some of the couple at this resort are our age or older, there are also a lot of couples in their twenties or early thirties, who still have tight fit bodies.
“You are incredibly beautiful, Jenny. I’m completely serious. Even more so than the day we got married.”
“Thanks,” I say, allowing myself a small smile. It’s sweet of him to say that, especially considering the couple we met on the beach yesterday, who couldn’t have been more than twenty-five.
“I’m serious. There’s something about you that other women don’t have. Allure? I don’t know if that’s what you call it, but you’ve got it in spades, Jenny. You really do. Any man would be crazy to turn down a night with you.”
“So will you do it?” Brian asks again. It’s obvious he senses my hesitation.
“You really want me to do this?” I ask. I’m still wrapping my mind around my husband wanting to see me sleep with another man. I never imagined Brian was that kind of man.
“I really do. I think it would be hotter than fucking hell to watch you with another man.”
“Oh.” I say. I’m not sure how I’m supposed to feel.
“And before you get any weird ideas in your head, I still love you as much as I did the day I asked you to be my wife. None of that has changed.”
Something starts to unclench inside me. We might not be OK in this moment, but we will be.
“Do you want to sleep with someone?” I ask, scared of his answer.
“Maybe,” he says, nervously running his hand through his hair. “Maybe eventually, but not right now. What about you? You seemed attracted to that dance teacher.”
I pause and think.
“In a way, yeah. He’s definitely sexy and I am attracted to him,” I admit. It’s hard to fathom that I’m talking to my husband about breaking our marriage vows and sleeping with another man! Ernie is definitely a sexy, sexy man, but…it feels so wrong!
“Then why not give it a try. I swear to you on everything that I’m not trying to trick you into something, that I won’t hold this over you if we have an argument.”
Brian crosses the room and sits down next to me.
“Will you consider this,” he asks.
I nod my head. I’m awash in feelings and thoughts. Is this something I do? Is this something I’m even capable of?
He starts to rub my arms and my legs, and he unclenches the tight position I’ve been holding myself in. I lean into kiss him and he returns my kiss hungrily.
In bed, I’m laying beneath him and looking into his eyes as he licks and sucks at me. He hasn’t given this much attention to my pussy in years, and his tongue circling and teasing my clit makes me groan and shudder. When he sticks his thumb in my ass, I nearly cum right then. I’ve always loved a little assplay, but he’s always found it dirty and avoided it like some women avoid blow jobs except for birthdays and vacations. He’s doing everything I like, and I’m enjoying it but it’s still…it still feels like there’s something missing. My body still responds to him even as I’m pushing my pussy against his mouth and he’s sucking my clit harder and harder, his hands holding my hips tightly. My orgasm crashes over me in waves and he rides my orgasm to the very end, licking more and more softly, and sucking gently until my pussy stops twitching.
He crawls up over me and kisses me, my juices all over his chin and lips and tongue. I kiss him greedily and he spoons behind me. We hold each other tightly and fall asleep in each other’s arms.




Chapter 4 – Living The Fantasy
“Look, there are Duke and his wife,” Brian says, then directs us over to their table.
“Well hello there, you young lovebirds,” Duke says, completely sincerely. “We weren’t sure we were going to see you two before we leave tomorrow. We haven’t seen you in a couple of days.”
“Oh, we’ve been here and there,” I say brightly. “We’ve been eating dinner in town, trying out the local places.”
“We went on a couple of those all-day nature tours,” Brian volunteers, draping his arm across my shoulders.
Peggy Sue raises her eyebrows and gives me a questioning look, but I don’t respond.
“We’re sure glad to have caught you before you left!” Brian says.
Brian doesn’t know about my talk with Peggy Sue and as far as I’m concerned, he doesn’t need to.
We all chat and have a good time through dinner. There’s another salsa class tonight and I’m still debating whether or not to take Brian up on his offer of a free pass for sleeping with Ernie.
“Everything OK with you two,” Peggy Sue asks quietly, leaning towards me.
“I think so,” I admit.
“And have you…”
“No. Neither of us. But,” I pause, glancing over to make sure the men aren’t paying attention to our conversation, “I am definitely dancing tonight, so we’ll see what happens.”
Even thinking about dancing with Ernie gives me butterflies, and something in my smile makes Peggy Sue smile broadly.
“I am pleased as punch to hear that,” she says and smiles brightly.
Later, something shifts in the air. I realize that I’m going to do it. I’m going to sleep Ernie. When the decision was set in my mind, I’m not sure. Part of me wonders if it was always there and that I was just slow to accept what my lust already knew it wanted. I’m still nervous as hell, but I’m finally being fully honest with myself and admitting that I want to sleep with another man. Or more specifically, that I want to be fucked by Ernie.
“Are you staying to dance?” Peggy Sue asks with a wink and a smile.
I give her a wide smile and wink back.
“You bet I am!” I laugh. Once again, I watch Ernie as he moves around the stage, as he checks to make sure everything is set up correctly and ready for the dance.
Tonight, there are more couples taking the class. There are also other women here for the class and without their husbands. And when Ernie comes over to me at greets me warmly and asks me to be his partner for the warm-up class, I see several women look at me with open jealousy and hostility.
“Welcome again class,” Ernie says, smiling broadly at the class and looking around the dance floor. “I will teach you some basic moves, and then we will all shake our hips and dance the night away.”
There is a titter of laughter, especially from the women.
“Now, the basic, it is like this. Eight beats,” Ernie says as he walks me backwards and forwards. He has me in open position, but I can already feel a current running between us.
While the class is practicing the basic turn and the cross-body lead Ernie has just shown the class, he pulls me into closed position and starts dancing with me and leading me through new moves. In this moment, I am massively grateful for all the dance classes I took, because I’m able to follow Ernie’s lead with ease.
“I’m glad you came back,” he whispers in my ear, then leads me into a double spin.
“Me, too,” I say, smiling and looking directly into his eyes.
He lets go of my hands and I know that’s a signal for me to do some styling. I throw my arms above my head, crossing my wrists, then do the basic in front of him, with an exaggerated sway to my hips. I do a slow turn, keeping my eyes on him the whole time, then slowly lower my hands and run them down my hair and neck, over my breasts and stomach, and down to my hips.
Ernie reaches his hand out to me and pulls me back into a closed embrace.
“That was very sexy, Jenny,” Ernie says, holding me so close that there isn’t any space between our bodies.
“I was hoping you would think that.”
“That sounds like an invitation,” he says, a different look coming into his eyes.
“Perhaps it is,” I tease and wiggle my hips against him as we dance.
Before he can say anything else, the song ends and he has to return his attention to the class.
“My friends. You now know the basics and a few moves. Please. Enjoy your dancing this evening.”
Ernie gives the class a full-wattage smile, then goes and cues up a playlist and starts the music. As he walks back to me, no less than three women try to ask him to dance – all of them flipping their hair and pushing out their cleavage at him.
I feel a swell of pride and desire when I see him turn all of those women down, and walk directly back to me.
“And now where were we? Vamos a bailar.” He asks huskily, holding me close and dancing me around the dance floor.
Even though it’s dark out, it still hot and the humidity hangs over the island like a wet sweater. By the time we’ve danced five songs, I’m covered in sweat, and I need a break for a couple of minutes. I need a drink and to stop moving for a couple of minutes.
The song ends and I tell Ernie I am going to have a drink.
“Don’t be long,” he says, his hands lingering on me as I start to pull away from him.
I tilt my head down and look up at him sexily.
“Come over with me,” I tease, then turn and shimmy off the dance floor.
Pride and desire surges through me when I glance over my shoulder and see that he is, indeed, following me back to the table. I wait a moment for him to catch up and he puts his arm around my waist when he does. I smile and slip my arm around his waist. Heat is radiating off his body and I desperately want to strip his clothes off his body and lick the sweat off his body.
As I walk back to our table, I see everyone watching us. Brian is smiling and looking excited. Peggy Sue is smiling at me and looking like a proud mama watching her child go out into the world for the first time. And in a way, she is. I’m not sure I’d be out here doing this tonight, if it wasn’t for the talk we had a couple of days ago.
“Have you all met Ernie?” I ask.
Brian looks at me, a smile on his face. He gives an almost imperceptible nod and I smile back him, mouthing ‘thank you.’
“Thank you for taking such good care of my wife on the dance floor,” Brian says, standing up and shaking Ernie’s hand. “I wish I could dance, but…two left feet.”
“She is a dream to dance with,” Ernie says kindly. “She is the kind of dancer who instinctively knows how to move her body.”
“Oh stop,” I say, feeling embarrassed and shy from all this praise. “I haven’t danced in years!”
“That sure is a pity,” Peggy Sue says. “You are such a natural on the dance floor. You look like you were born dancing.”
“She’s right,” Duke says. “If you hadn’t told us earlier this week that you hadn’t danced salsa before, I never would believe you. It is a pleasure to watch you dance – you exude such joy and abandon.”
“And Jenny here is an amazing pleasure to dance with,” Ernie says. To my husband, he says, “thank you for sharing her with me.”
I drain my drink and put the glass back on the table, next to the plates with the remains of our desserts.
“Are you ready for more?” Ernie asks, touching my waist.
“Definitely,” I say. I lean down and give Brian a quick kiss, then wrap my arm around Ernie’s waist again and let him lead me back to the dance floor.
“I don’t recognize this,” I say, when a new song comes on, with a different beat.
“Ah, this is a cumbia song. Allow me to show you.”
Ernie pulls me tightly against his body, one arm wrapped around me, his other arm holding my right arm away from my body.
“We move as so,” he says, grinding his hips into me as he undulates his hips back and forth in time to the music. “We just step twice to the right, and then twice to the left. You understand?”
What I understand is that we are basically having sex on the dance floor and that his erection is pressing against me like a firm invitation.
“You mean, move my hips like this?” I say, pressing my hips against his erection and matching his movements precisely. There can be no doubt that I am inviting him to have sex with me.
A small guttural sound escapes from his throat. “Exactly like that, Jenny. You certainly know how to move your hips.”
Looking directly into his eyes, I lick my lips and say, “I’d love to show you exactly what these hips can do.”
Without saying anything, Ernie spins me and stops me so that my back is against his front. He continues holding my one arm away from my body, but places his other hand on my lower stomach and guides my movement in time with his hips. His hand is achingly close to my pussy and my pussy is already throbbing for him.
I reach up with my left hand and wrap it around his neck, and turn my face up to him. Ernie leans down and kisses me gently.
He spins me around so that I’m facing him again, holding me tightly against his body.
“Would you like to go to the beach?” Ernie asks, dropping his mouth to kiss me again. His tongue is in my mouth, pulsing in time to the beat of the song.
When he ends the kiss, I’m breathless.
“Oh yes, please,” I say, all hesitation and nervousness now gone. All I can think about is touching him and having his hands all over my body.
“I want to dance with you naked,” he says, his hips still snaking against mine. “We will dance in the moonlight.”
“I want that, too,” I say, reaching up and running my fingers through his dreadlocks and then down his jaw.
“Come with me,” he says, walking me to the side of the dance floor. “I need to arrange the music.”
I watch him as he chooses a new playlist and sets it up. He motions to the bartender, pointing to the music, and the bartender gives him a thumbs up.
Ernie slips his arm around my waist and directs me towards the beach. We take off our shoes and walk along the water, the dark waves lapping at our feet. Even now, only a few hours from midnight, the water is warm and inviting.
“Let’s sit,” Ernie says, then motions to the water’s edge. He lowers himself on the sand, and then pulls me down in front of him, so my back is against his muscular chest. As the tide pushes the waves to shore, little licks of water tickle our bare feet. After all the dancing, it feels divine.
“It is so beautiful here,” I say, leaning back against Ernie, the top of my head nestled against his cheek. The moon is almost full and its reflection paints a white trail against the calming sea. “But you’re probably used to it.”
Ernie laughs a little. “Maybe a little. But Jamaica, it is my home. It is the most beautiful place in the world. And it is here that I got to meet you.”
I smile and turn my head to look up at him, and then his mouth is on mine. I shiver as his tongue enters my mouth once more. His tongue massages mine and I feel my panties get wetter than they already were.
Moving around so that I’m facing Ernie, I push up the bottom of my sundress and straddle his lap. He lowers his mouth to my neck, nibbling and sucking. I can feel how hard he is, and how large, and I reach a hand down and stroke the length of his cock. I’ve never been with a black man before, but from what I can feel, it seems that what everyone says is true – and I’m looking forward to finding out firsthand.
Ernie starts to slide my dress straps down, but I stop him. “Not here. Come back to my room.”
“But your husband?”
“Is it a problem if he’s there? If he wants to watch us?”
“No, no problem at all,” Ernie says, then kisses me again, running his hands down my back and then grabbing my ass and pulling me closer to him. I groan as my body reacts to him. I want Ernie. I need Ernie.
We walk back to the hotel room, pausing often to kiss more and run our hands over each other’s body. Ernie’s body is solid and muscular. He has the body of a professional athlete – all rippling muscles and almost no body fat.
Back at the resort, he presses himself against my ass as I open the door to the room. Before the door is even closed, we fall on each other, ravenous for the other. He’s pressing me up against the wall, holding my hands above my head and taking his time kissing and sucking on my neck, which sends bolts of pleasure into my body. I groan loudly and deeply when he starts sucking my earlobe and thrusting his tongue into my ear.
He steps back and peels his t-shirt off his torso and it takes my breath away. His body is every bit as glorious as I imagined it to be. I run my hands over every inch of his torso and arms, feeling his muscles flex and relax under my touch.
“You are so gorgeous,” I say, unable to take my hands off him.
“And you are beautiful beyond words,” Ernie says, pulling my hair back from my head and kissing me deeply again.
I hear the balcony door whisper on its tracks and I see Brian. For a moment, my body stiffens. Is he really going to be OK with this?
Ernie doesn’t even glance over at the sound, but continues to kiss my neck. He briefly releases my hands and slips my sundress off my body, so that I am standing there wearing nothing but my bra and panties.
“So beautiful,” he says, running his hands over my skin.
His touch gives me goosebumps and I can feel my hair stand on end, even though the room is only lightly air conditioned.
I undo his jeans and they fall to the floor in a puddle next to my dress. With the balcony door still partially open, we can hear the salsa music from the dance.
“And now, we dance a new dance,” Ernie says, then pulls me tightly against his body.
Our bodies rock and sway against each other, and we take turns licking and sucking and exploring each other’s body with our hands.
As he did earlier, he spins me around and holds me so that my back is against his front. Only now, his enormous cock is hard as a rock and pressing through two thin layers of cotton, trying to get to my pussy. I rub my ass against his cock, while Ernie reaches around and plays with one of my breasts with one hand and slithers his other hand down into my panties.
I gasp as he presses a finger against my clit, then rubs his finger in my juices. I’m so turned on, I can already feel an orgasm building, just from dancing with Ernie like this.
Brian is in the corner by the balcony, watching us with rapt attention. Ernie has either not noticed Brian or is so unconcerned about his presence that he doesn’t even acknowledge that Brian is there. Brian smiles at me encouragingly, a look of awe and happiness flooding his face as he watches Ernie touch me.
There is no rushing in Ernie’s movements, it’s like dancing to the slowest, most sensual song. Our bodies and sweat are mingling, getting to know the other.
“You like this, sweet Jenny,” Ernie whispers in my ear, “you like dancing like this?”
He slowly pushes two fingers against my clit, rubbing it in the most infuriatingly light way possible. It’s like he can feel that I’m on the verge of an orgasm and is making me wait.
“Oh god yes,” I say, moving against him, his rigid cock poking against my ass.
I turn around in his arms, so that I’m facing him again, and with the flick of two fingers, he’s undone my bra and is sliding it off my body. My nipples are so hard and tight, they ache. He lightly caresses my nipples and makes me feel like I’m going to explode. He’s being so gentle with me, when I want him to be rougher, more commanding.
He dances me around the room more, moving his body against mine, running his hands along my body, from my hair to my waist and hips and pussy. I can feel so much tension unraveling in my body. The more he touches me, the more I let go and any lingering hesitation I had about sleeping with him falls away. I want this. I want Ernie. And I’m realizing it’s absolutely fucking hot that Brian is here with me, watching this. This isn’t just about me fucking Ernie, it’s about sharing this moment with Brian, too.
We slow dance some more, then Ernie starts leading me towards the bed.
“Sit on the edge,” he says, directing me to sit at the foot of the bed.
I sit down and lean backwards, propping myself up on my elbows.
In one swift motion, Ernie simultaneously lifts my ass and pulls my panties off me.
“Now let me see that sweet pussy I’ve been smelling all night,” Ernie says, his voice husky and deep. He places his hands on my stomach, then slowly caresses me, his hands moving from my stomach, to my hips, and then down my thighs. When he reaches my knees, he pushes them widely apart.
I gasp as I watch him assess my most intimate body part. I’m not sure I’ve ever felt so physically exposed or that anyone else, even Brian, has ever looked at my pussy so rapturously.
“Mmm, mmm,” Ernie says, licking his lips. “That is one fine pussy. You sure are a lucky man, Brian.”
Ernie doesn’t even look at Brian as he addresses him, but just keeps staring at my pussy as if it were the best dessert he’s ever seen.
Slowly, Ernie starts trailing kisses up my legs, almost light enough to tickle. First one kiss on the inside of a knee, then a kiss above the knee on the other leg, then a kiss and a caress on the other leg. He’s really taking his time and I’m so hot and ready to go, I feel like I’m going to scream from frustration if he doesn’t start fucking me soon!
“And here, look at you, little flower,” he says.
“Oh god,” I moan, falling back on the bed when he takes a long, slow lick of my pussy.
He takes a little taste of me, then kisses me at the very inside top of my leg, then plants a line of kisses around my bikini line. I try to raise my hips as encouragement, but he pushes my hips back onto the bed.
“Take your time, sweet Jenny,” he says in that honeyed lilting voice of his. “Relax. Enjoy yourself.”
I do my best to relax, but the anticipation is so overwhelming! And even though Brian is so quiet, I’m acutely aware of him watching Ernie touch me in ways that only Brian has done over the last two decades.
And then. Then Ernie starts delicately massaging my clit with his tongue.
“Oh sweet fuck,” I say, falling backwards against the bed. His technique is so different from Brian’s and my body is responding to him as if I was hooked up to an electrical current.
Ernie eats me out slowly, licking every drop of my wetness, running his tongue all around my pussy. I look down at him to watch him, and he starts sucking my pussy again, this time sucking hard. When he thrusts two fingers into my pussy at once and starts working them in and out and around and around, my body convulses and I cum all over his fingers and in his mouth.
“Oh my god. Sweet… Oh yes, just like that!” I say, wiggling my hips against Ernie’s mouth and fingers. He takes his mouth off my clit, but leaves his fingers inside me and I can feel myself clenching against them.
“You like that, my sweet Jenny, when I suck your sweet white pussy?”
“Oh fuck yeah,” I say, trying to catch my breath.
“And now would you like to taste Ernard’s cock?”
In answer, I sit up on the bed and look up at Ernard, then hook my fingers in his boxers and pull them down to his ankles. He steps out of them and then spreads his legs apart. His cock is fucking enormous! I’m not sure I’ve ever seen anything quite so thick and large. I have no idea how I’m going to give him a blow job, since I’m not even sure I can open my mouth that wide!
“Now, come over here,” Ernie says, going over to stand by where Brian is sitting. “Let’s give your husband an excellent view of you sucking my big black dick. Give him a show he is never going to forget.”
I walk over to Ernie and kiss him on the mouth. I’ve always loved the tangy taste of my pussy on a man’s lips.
I start a slow trail of kisses down Ernie’s body, kissing as much of him as I possibly can. Finally, I lower myself onto my knees. When I put my hand around the base of his cock, it twitches and a drop of pre-cum appears on the tip. Looking up at Ernie, I make eye contact with him as I stick out my tongue and lick the tip of his cock clean. I swirl my tongue around the fat head of his cock, tasting him and seeing how he responds.
Opening my mouth as wide as I can, I start pushing his cock into my mouth, taking as much as I can at once. Ernie groans when I massage his cock with my tongue, while sucking on him at the same time.
I work my head up and down, trying to take more and more of him into my mouth, but it’s hard because he’s so big. I lick and suck the tip of his cock, twisting my head and working him with my tongue. As I take Ernie in my mouth again, he pushes my head down more of his cock and my gag reflex kicks in. I can hear Ernie chuckle about this and I also hear a sharp intake of breath from Brian. I wish I could look at him, but Ernie is pressing my head further down on his cock and is completely filling my mouth.
“Yeahhh,” he says. Ernie’s cock is twitching in my mouth.
I bob my head up and down on his cock, using the speed and force I wished he’d used on me.
“Hold on there, Jenny,” he says, then pulls my face away from his thick cock.
My cheeks are sore from opening my mouth so wide and I can feel drool running down my chin as I look up at Ernie.
“Fuck that’s hot,” Brian says, talking for the first time since he came in the room.
Ernie and I maintain eye contact. I’m waiting for him to tell me what to do next. I’m not normally so submissive, but we’ve kept most of our roles from dancing, with him being the lead and me being the follow.
“What do you want, sweet Jenny?”
“Fuck me, Ernie.”
Ernie wordlessly lifts me from my knees and leads me over to the bed. His enormous cock glistens with a mix of his pre-cum and my spit.
“On your hands and knees. And face your husband,” Ernie commands me. There is a different tone is in his voice now. Less gentle.
And then I learn that the gloves have come off. Oh god, they have come off!
Before I’ve even fully gotten comfortable, Ernie is behind me and he grabs my hips and then plunges the full length his bulging, thick cock into my wet pussy.
“Oh fuck. Oh sweet fucking, oh my god,” I scream. Ernie is lunging into my pussy hard and fast, over and over again.
I can’t even catch my breath. It feels like his black cock is splitting me in two. Each lunge of his cock has a biting sting to it! He works himself into my pussy and forces my pussy to stretch around his cock.
“Oh god, oh god, oh god,” I scream and groan. Ernie is not letting up and continues to push and pump his cock deep into my pussy. I can barely keep my balance on my hands because he’s pounding into me so hard my whole body is swaying and rocking in time to his pounding hips. My breasts are swinging low and my painfully tight nipples are grazing the top of the bedspread.
“Is this what you want to see, husband,” Ernie pants, clearly addressing Brian.
“Oh hell yeah,” Brian says. “Fuck her hard!”
I lift my head and there is a glazed look on Brian’s face. It’s not clear if this is more than he was expecting or if this is exactly what he wanted to see. When I see him reach into his shorts and start playing with his own erection, I realize that he’s enjoying this as much as I am.
“Good, because we are far from done,” Ernie says. He spreads my ass cheeks and manages to plunge even deeper into my pussy. I can feel I’m stretching out to fit him and now I’m able to comfortably move my hips against him, to make sure that my g-spot is getting the attention it craves. I work my hips up and down, and side to side, and rotate them in a circle against his throbbing cock.
“Oh look at how she moves her hips. You’re a lucky man, husband,” Ernie says, then slaps both sides of my ass. The impact makes me quiver and groan, and I grind even harder against him as his balls slap against me and I take all of his big black cock.
Brian is grunting as he jacks off watching us. I wish I could see his cock, watch him touch himself, but he hasn’t take off his shorts. It’s been ages since I watched him masturbate and it’s something I’ve always found to be incredibly hot.
Ernie plunges into my pussy again, but this time instead of withdrawing, he moves his hips from side to side and up and down. It feels so fucking amazing I’m writhing and wriggling and trying to move my hips against his, too. He slaps my ass again and then reaches around and starts playing with my clit, and that utterly destroys me. Another orgasm rips through my body, expanding and contracting my body so forcefully it’s almost painful. I whimper as I feel my orgasm gush over his thick cock and rush down my leg.
“Sweet mother of god,” I groan, my pussy clenching and releasing Ernie’s thick cock.
His cock is so big it hurts and I know I’m going to be raw and tender tomorrow. But that doesn’t matter. I’m having an amazing time and I’m so glad that I decided to do what Brian wanted. Sleeping with Ernie is making this an incredibly special and memorable vacation.
“Work it sweet Jenny. Show Ernard what your pussy can do,” he says, while roughly massaging my ass.
My body is humming and thrumming with pleasure and sexual excitement. I’m bucking against his thick cock and grinding into his hips. I haven’t felt like this in years. It feels like every nerve ending is lit up after being dormant for years. This. This is what I’ve been missing.
My second orgasm subsides and I’m feeling worn out already. Sex with Ernie is much more physical than it is with Brian.
Ernie places his hands on my ass and I shudder as he slides his cock out of me. More of my juices leave my pussy and slide down the inside of my thighs.
I collapse on the bed, panting. I look at Ernie and I can see he’s sweating.
Ernie lays down on the bed and holds his thick cock up for me. Even though it was just in me, the sensation of taking his thick cock into my pussy is intense and a little painful.
I move and straddle his hips, my pussy throbbing above his twitching cock.
“Oh sweet fuck!” I scream as Ernie thrusts up into me and simultaneously pulls my hips down hard, so that I take his full thick cock faster than I expected to.
“That’s right, take it all, sweet Jenny. Show Ernie how much you like his big black dick.”
Bracing myself with the headboard, I lean over Ernie and start working my hips up and down over his cock, alternating between teasing the head of his cock and sliding down so deep that I can feel his balls against my ass.
“That’s right,” Ernie groans. “Keep doing that.”
He raises his head and starts sucking one of my nipples hard and it makes me crazy. My nipples are so tight and tender that his sucking hurts, but I want this pain. I’m abandoning myself to the physical and emotional intensity of fucking Ernie. I rock my hips against him faster and faster, and he sucks my nipple harder and flicks it roughly with his tongue.
“Oh shit,” I cry out. It’s been so long since I experienced this much physical pleasure at once, I nearly feel like I’m going to pass out.
I sit upright and circle my hips over Ernie’s cock, taking all of his black cock in my pussy.
Hearing a sound, I glance over and see Brian watching us with deep intent, his hand still in his shorts. Having him watch me like this, especially being so raw from sex already, I feel more exposed to him than I ever have before. The look in Brian’s eyes are of deep love and unbridled lust, and it unleashes something in me. I start playing with my breasts and speeding up the movements of my hips, watching Brian the entire time.
“Look at me, sweet Jenny,” Ernie says, reaching up and grabbing me and pulling me down so that we are chest to chest. He starts thrusting up into my pussy, fast and hard, and then faster and harder. His breathing catches and I can feel him twitching as he starts to cum.
“Ride me hard sweet Jenny,” he yells, slapping my ass hard and repeatedly. I squirm and move my hips and ride him hard. Pushing myself up, I hold my arms above my head and undulate my body and move my hips like I’m salsa dancing. I grind onto his twitching cock and take more than is comfortable for me. Ernie reaches forward and starts playing with my clit again. I feel so tender and raw, I try to squirm away from his touch, but I can’t escape his finger.
With Ernie’s finger on my clit and his big cock deep inside my pussy, I start to cum again and I ride Ernie hard as he groans loudly and holds my hips tightly against him and grinds into me, too.
“Fuck!” Ernie groans, his eyes rolling up in his head. He thrusts up sharply and then I see his body noticeably relax as he cums.
I slow my movements and look over at Brian and smile at him. Brian gasps and his jaw slacks open as he cums, too.
Rising up off Ernie, I collapse on the bed. I am so spent and used, I feel weak as a kitten. Ernie reaches over and places one of his hands on my breast.
Ernie’s cum and my juices are leaking out of my pussy and onto the bedspread. I’m suddenly aware that the room is cool from the air conditioning and it makes me shiver. I grab one of the pillows and hug it close to my body for warmth.
What now? I wonder. I have no idea what the protocol for something like this is. I mean, clearly Ernie isn’t going to stay the night. Not with Brian here.
Before I can even form a sentence to ask, Ernie is up and getting dressed.
“You’ve got a good wife there, husband. Be sure to hold onto her,” Ernie says. After leaning down to give me a long, lingering kiss, he walks out the balcony and towards the beach.
I look at Brian, not sure what to say or do.
“Well, did you enjoy that?” Brian asks excitedly, a huge smile splitting his face in two.
I giggle like a misbehaving schoolgirl.
“Did you not see me cum three times! Holy fuck. I don’t think I’m going to be able to walk tomorrow!”
“That has to be the hottest thing I have ever, and I mean, ever seen. You were amazing! You were unbelievably hot and sexy! I’m so proud to have you as my wife.”
Brian gets up and goes to the bathroom, coming back with a wet towel. With the utmost tenderness, he wipes Ernie’s and my cum from my legs, and gently cleans the outside of my pussy.
As I watch Brian clean me, I finally realize what Peggy Sue was trying to describe. Brian was so clearly turned on by watching Ernie fuck me senseless, and I can’t deny it was mega-hot knowing that he was watching me fulfill a fantasy he hadn’t even known I had until a couple of days ago. I’m filled with a rampant desire and overwhelming love for my husband.
Brian comes back to bed and spoons with me, and we fall asleep in a cocoon of sexual contentment.




Chapter 5 – A New Day
The sky is a perfect blue, there is a light breeze, but it’s already obvious the weather is going to be scalding hot today. Sitting on the beach and swimming is all I want to do anyway, since this is our last full day in this paradise.
I feel better than I have in a long time. After having so much great sex, I feel like I’m actually relaxed, like all the stress of the world has lifted from my shoulders. Brian and I have discovered something new in our marriage, and I can already tell our bond is stronger than it was when we arrived. Despite being incredibly raw and sore from last night, we made love this morning and it was truly toe-curling. While I came hard and often with Ernie last night, it was nothing like the mind-melting orgasm I had with Brian this morning. We have definitely re-found the sizzle to our marriage and our sex life.
“More juice, babe?” Brian asks, snapping me out of my daydream.
I lean forward and give him a big, sloppy kiss.
“That would be fabulous. Thanks, darling,” I say. I feel deeply content.
Brian sets a fresh glass of juice in front of me, then leans back in his chair.
“Thank you so much, Brian,” I say sitting up and putting my hand on his arm.
“You’re welcome, Jenny. I’d do anything for you. You know how much I love you.”
And I do. If I’d ever questioned his love, I now know just how much he loves me and wants me to be happy. It reaffirms my love for him and my desire to keep him happy.
“Duke and Peggy Sue have the right idea,” I say, waving to them as they walk towards us from the breakfast buffet.
“How’s that?”
“They come here at least once a year.”
“Are you suggesting something?” Brian asks playfully. He’s smiling so broadly it looks like his face might split in two.
“Let’s make this a yearly thing,” I say. I lean in and kiss him passionately. “I love you, too. Now and into infinity.”
~~




DOUBLE DOWN

“Babe, what happens in Vegas…”
“Stays in Vegas. I know, I know.” I sigh as we walk down The Strip.
Colin has been asking me for months to try swinging, but I’m…really not sure. Colin makes me happier than I ever imagined I could be, and he swears I do the same for him, so what would me sleeping with another man achieve?
Though I gotta admit, I’ve seen some unbelievably hot men since we landed here in Vegas this morning. Sure, they spark some fantasies in me, but…I’m married and that’s not what married women do.
“What would you like to do this evening, Lauren?” Colin asks, grabbing my hand and lacing his fingers between mine as we walk down the streets. It’s the little gestures, like holding my hand in public, that fuel my love for my husband. We’ve been married for a few years now, but we still feel so much love for each other and I know that that is special. I have girlfriends who are in stale marriages and I’m so thankful that’s not the case between Colin and me.
“This is your vacation, Colin. Why don’t you choose?”
I hadn’t even really wanted to come to Vegas, but it seemed important to Colin and it also seemed a good excuse to get out of town for a few days. I’ve never understood the appeal of gambling and no-holds-barred living, but I figured it was worth checking out. Plus, his job offered to pay for my ticket to join him for this conference that he’s going to, so I figured why not.
“Well… If it’s about what I want tonight…” Colin squeezes my hand and pulls me closer to him.
“You know what I mean,” I say, hearing the tightness in my voice. Sometimes I really wish Colin would drop the ‘let’s be swingers’ thing. It’s funny as an occasional joke, but he’s been going on about this weekly for a while now.
I glance at Colin and he looks a little crestfallen.
“Yeah, I know. Look,” Colin says, pointing to a framed poster outside of a shopping mall. It’s an advertisement for a comedy show.
“Hm. Maybe. We can do that at home, though,” I say, not pausing to look at the poster. “Why don’t we look for an event that’s more special?”
Colin sighs, but doesn’t say anything. As we continue walking down The Strip, beneath all the neon and through all the gamblers and tourists and touts and drunks, it feels like Colin and I are on different wavelengths. I can’t deny that being in Vegas is a perfect time to try swinging, and I can’t deny I’m a little curious, but I’m more concerned about our marriage and what this might mean. Does Colin think that he’s not enough for me? That he doesn’t satisfy me? That is so not the case! I guess I don’t see why we should share what we have with each other, just to search for a new thrill. Or maybe I’m not enough for him? That thought scares me.
On another night, on another vacation, tonight would have been special. Fancy dinner, amazing Cirque du Soleil show, cocktails on a rooftop deck.
But we’ve just been going through the motions. We barely talked over dinner and there was a grim atmosphere between us during the show and when we went for drinks. It felt like being on vacation with a stranger with whom you didn’t speak the same language, but couldn’t escape. We hardly acknowledged each other’s presence.
“Hey, Colin,” I say, squeezing a towel around my long, dark hair as I come out of the bathroom after my shower. Getting up the nerve to ask this is taking more courage than I ever knew I could summon.
“Yes, Lauren?” Colin’s voice isn’t exactly cold, but it’s obvious his mood isn’t great. He’s responding to me out of habit and politeness. He glances up at me, not even looking at my naked body, but quickly returns his attention to the newspaper he’s reading.
“I was thinking about what you said.” I look at the ground and hesitate. I’m not sure if I’m saying this for him or if I really want to do this. “Maybe we could try that?”
I take a deep breath, scared to look back at Colin. I wasn’t sure if the words would actually come out of my mouth or not. I’m really not sure about this, but I love Colin and I want to keep him happy. Things have been a little humdrum, if I’m honest with myself, so maybe this will get us back on track?
“Really?” Colin puts down the paper and crosses our hotel room and stands in front of me, his eyes bright with excitement. “Are you serious? You’ll do it?”
Colin’s happiness is infectious and a smile curves my lips up.
“I think so, yes. I’m still not sure, but I’ll try.”
“Thank you so much! This is going to be out of this world!”
I smile. I hope so.
“Um. How do we do this?” It’s been so long since Colin and I started dating, that flirting and picking up someone is a distant memory. It’s different when you’re married and committed to someone. Though I guess being committed to Colin is taking on a new meaning.
“Well, I was thinking we could make it a game.” Colin is grinning and I can see the wheels of his mind turning rapidly, though it’s also clear that he’s put thought into this already. A lot of thought.
“How do you mean?” I walk over to the couch in our hotel suite and sit at one end.
Colin follows me to the couch and sits close to me. His hands find my bare skin and caress it.
“Well,” he says, lowering his mouth to my neck and nibbling at it. “How about something like, we hang out a bar or casino or club or wherever. When a guy comes up and orders the drink you’re drinking, then you make a pass at him. Totally random.”
Colin slides down to the floor in front of me and pushes my legs apart.
Oh, God. His mouth feels so good! Colin hasn’t eaten me out in months, so I know how important this game of his is to him. My emotions go into hyperdrive. It feels so good to be close to Colin again, like we’re a unit again. Pleasure rapidly rises and surges through my body, my hips wiggling and pushing against his tongue as he licks my aching pussy and pushes me closer to coming.
Imagining how another man will eat my pussy pushes me to the edge of my orgasm, making me feel like I’m betraying Colin by imagining sharing myself with another man, doing things with another man that you’re not supposed to do once you’re married.
I scream my orgasm as my pussy shakes and gushes over Colin’s tongue and mouth.
Colin pulls me down to him and hugs me tightly, kissing me deeply and letting me taste my pussy.
“I feel so much closer to you,” I murmur, running my hands over Colin’s body, yearning to feel his skin and make him feel as good as I do right now.
“This will bring us closer. Just you wait.”
“Tonight’s the night.” I say, feeling antsy as we step out of the shower and into the steamy bathroom. Colin was adamant about helping me to prepare for tonight, down to helping me wash my body.
“Lauren, you’re amazing. I really didn’t think you’d agree to this, but I’m so glad you did. It’s going to bring our relationship to the next level. Are you ready for that?”
I lean back into him as he wraps a towel around my hair, then gently rubs a towel over the rest of my body. It feels luxurious to have someone pamper me like this.
Colin’s touch is light as he massages scented lotion into my skin, making sure my skin is soft and feminine. I’ve missed this kind of attention from Colin.
“You start working on your hair and I’ll go lay out the outfit I bought for you.” Colin gives me a long kiss, his hand resting on my bare hip, frustratingly close to my already-wet pussy.
I smile as I look at myself in the mirror. Colin has been more attentive since I agreed to pick up another man and it’s helped me not think about the fact that he wants to share me. After I agreed, he assured me that he wouldn’t be jealous or love me less, but that he would actually love me more. It doesn’t make sense how he would love me more, but he’s been very clear on this point.
The idea of sleeping with another man is definitely sexy and has had me on edge, sexually. It’s like preparing for a date with a boyfriend in high school, when you’re ready to go all the way and have sex for the first time. Colin and I have been together for nine years already, and married for six, and I’m not sure I remember how to flirt or pick someone up. My single girlfriends all say it’s easy, but…I don’t know.
My reflection in the mirror shows my long legs, toned stomach, and long brown hair. There are still a couple of highlights from summer in my hair. I plug in my curling iron and then start the blow dryer.
“Hey, Honey,” I call out as soon as my hair is dry. “How about some music?”
Colin walks up to the bathroom door and gives me a wonderful smile.
“Any requests?”
I smile back at him, basking in how good it feels to be close to him again.
“No. Surprise me.”
There’s a twinkle in his eyes when I say that, then he goes back into the main room of the suite we have. In moments, the room is filled with the sounds of sexy R&B music and I can’t help but sway my body as I roll my hair on the curling iron and let it set.
It's been ages since I got all dolled up – way too long. Once I’m finished curling my hair, I finish putting on my face – a little mascara and eyeshadow around my eyes, some foundation to smooth out my skin tone, and then I use a lip stain to keep my lips bright Fuck Me Now red through however many cocktails I have tonight.
By the time I’m all ready and dressed, my stomach feels like a butterfly sanctuary. I’m excited, but also nervous as hell!
“Oh, my God. Lauren.” Colin freezes when he sees me and his mouth literally falls open. “You look fucking beautiful.”
“Thanks, hon.” I nervously and gently pat my long hair. “Should we get going?”
“Absolutely!” Colin rushes to turn off the stereo and then we’re heading down to the bar of the main casino in the hotel.
We decided to do tonight in the main bar, since there would be more people coming through. Really, I don’t think Colin wanted to leave anything to chance. I know how important this is to him!
The main floor of the hotel is an overwhelming combination of lights and people and sound. Even though we’ve been here a couple of days already, I always feel a little dizzy when I encounter the constant dinging and ringing of the slots and the flashing lights. I really don’t understand how anyone could work here and not have migraines all the time!
Colin places his hand low on my back as we walk through the casino and over toward the bar area. The bar itself is a huge half-moon shape, with neon piping the mirror behind the rows of booze.
“You remember the game, right?” Colin asks, lowering his hand and squeezing my ass.
“Proposition anyone who orders a tequila sunrise.”
“Right,” Colin smiles. “That should keep it easy. And fun.”
Fun. I’m still not sure about this, but I am sure about keeping Colin happy. It does sound like fun, but it’s hard to lower my inhibitions about fucking another man who isn’t my husband!
I slide onto a bar stool and perch on the edge, keeping my back straight and my knees together. Will I be mistaken for a hooker? Colin sits on the other end of the bar, smiling like a kid on Christmas day.
It’s been so long since I sat at a bar by myself, I’m not sure what to do. My drink is strong, but I still gulp the first one down. When the warmth buzzes through my body, I feel myself relax a little and my nerves quiet.
I figure that everything happens in Vegas, so I can be as obvious as I want to be about looking for someone. I openly look at or smile at all the men who come up to the bar for drinks, amazed at how casually some of them are carrying thousands of dollars in chips like it was nothing. A few men try and talk to me, but as soon as I discover they’re not drinking “my” drink, I cut them off and shift my attention.
Gotta admit, it’s kinda fun to be toying with men like this.
“Hey baby. What you drinking?”
I look up and my mouth falls open. It’s the most gorgeous man I’ve ever laid eyes on in my life – tall, muscular, little bit of grey at the temples, piercing green eyes. He looks like that actor in that heist movie everyone was talking about a few years ago.
Now this is a man I could fuck.
“Tequila sunrise. You?”
“Vodka, straight. Can I convince you to change your mind?” My interest in him is obvious and he moves closer to me. Damn…he even smells amazing. I close my eyes and inhale the musky, earthy scent of his cologne, then sigh as I turn away from him.
“Sorry. Hate vodka.”
“And tequila kills me. Alas.” He leans down and kisses my shoulder, then whispers in my ear. “In case you change your mind, you can find me at the high-stakes poker game in the VIP section. I’m just out here stretching my legs between games. And I’m a winner, baby, and I know how to treat a woman right.”
I bite my lip and my pussy clenches with desire. Maybe I could break the rules? The man grabs his bottle of vodka and I sneak a quick glance at my husband. He’s smiling, obviously enjoying and understanding how attracted I am to this stranger, but he subtly shakes his head and mouths “Rules.”
“I’ll keep that in mind,” I say, trying to be coy. I cross my legs and press my thighs together, hoping to take the edge off how much I want to raise my dress and bend over the bar and just let this stranger plow into me and fuck me until I can’t walk anymore.
I pretend to be engrossed in my phone.
We’ve been here a while and no one has ordered the drink. I liked that last guy…and he told me where to find him…
My husband immediately texts back.
No. We follow the rules of the game, like we agreed.
I look up at him and nod, then signal the bartender.
“Another tequila sunrise, please,” I tell the bartender, watching as she puts on a show while she pours my drink.
“That looks great. I’ll have one of those, too.” I look to the source of the deep voice and I can’t believe my eyes. It’s the most muscular man I’ve ever seen in my life – and he’s black! He has to be an athlete, because he looks so huge!
“That’s actually your drink?” I smile at him, wrapping my lips around the straw of my fresh drink and taking a long, slow sip. It certainly doesn’t seem like something a man like him would drink.
“Well,” he chuckles, “it’s not really. But if a pretty lady like yourself is having one, I thought I might have one, too. May I join you?”
“Absolutely.” I gesture toward the stool next to me, but he simply moves it to the side and stands in front of me.
“Name’s Jermayne. I’m too big…for one of those stools. Man like me is a tight fit, if you catch my drift.”
“Lauren. Are you now?” I take a long look at his entire body and I bite my lip. He’s wearing a fitted dress shirt, open at the neck, and it’s molded to his torso as if it was painted on him. His chest and torso are a ripple of abs, and his arms are sculpted muscle. “Excuse me for asking, but are you a body builder?”
“I find the better I take care of myself, the more pleasure I can enjoy, if you catch my drift.”
“I do. I really like what I see.”
“And I like what I see. Are you staying in the hotel?”
“Ah, a man that gets right to the point. I like that.” I smile slowly at him, angling my body so that I’m facing him and that I’m fully on display.
“A woman like you, in a dress like that, in a bar in Vegas? It’s crystal clear.”
“I do have a room here,” I say, reaching out and stroking his hand with my fingers. “Actually, my husband and I do. He wants to watch another man fuck me. Do you mind?”
The man laughs and moves closer to me, then lowers his head so that it’s right next to mine.
“I don’t care if you’re married or he watches. But once I start, I’m not stopping until you’re screaming my name and I’m satisfied. Are we clear on that?” His voice is husky against my throat and I feel his tongue move across my sensitive skin.
“That,” I shiver as his tongue and mouth find my ear, and he sucks my earlobe. “That sounds fucking fantastic.”
“You want to make this a party?” Jermayne asks, a wicked smile on his lush, dark lips.
I pause, not understanding. “What do you mean.”
“I mean,” he says, running his fingers down my chest and pinching my each of my nipples, hard. “Is how adventurous are you? My boy Tyrone,” he says, nodding to a man sitting close to my husband and who is as built as Jermayne, “will fuck you, too. We’ll fuck all your holes and cover you in jizz.”
My mind goes haywire as the idea takes over my brain. It’s weird enough to be going through with this crazy idea of Colin’s, but two men? I don’t even know how you sleep with two men at once! And is he talking about coming all over my body? What the hell?
I slam the rest of my drink and feel the booze start to make me relax a little.
“Yeah, sure. Why not?” I figure you only live once and if I’m going to do this, I’m going to fucking do this like a porn star.
“Then let’s go.” Jermayne nods to his friend and he comes over to us, licking his lips as he blatantly looks at me and fixes his eyes on my boobs.
“Her husband’s going to watch,” Jermayne says, his hand grabbing my ass as I stand up.
My mouth nearly falls open when I watch Tyrone. When he shrugs at Jermayne’s comment, I can see powerful muscles flexing and moving under the tight black t-shirt he’s wearing. He looks strong enough to pick up a truck – using only one hand!
I look over to Colin and see him already signing the bill for our drinks. He catches my eye and I nod at him. When he sees that I’m now with two men, his mouth falls open and he just stares. Are you sure? I nod again and Colin’s face breaks out in an excited smile and I can see him fidgeting as he stuffs his card back in his wallet and stands up.
“Lead the way, pretty lady.”
People stare as we walk through the casino, Jermayne’s hand still on my ass and Tyrone walking on my other side. Colin is somewhere behind us, but I never get a chance to look behind us.
For a second, I cringe and what these people must think of me. Then I remember: this is Vegas. This has to be among some of the tamest stuff happening! Plus, it’s not like we’ll ever see any of these people again, so who cares? I try to embrace the excitement as we walk through the smoky casino, the sounds of people cheering as they win or lose, the screeching sounds of the slot machines.
This is definitely going to be a night to remember!
Jermayne jabs the elevator button and the doors instantly glide open. We enter the elevator and Colin squeezes in just as the doors are closing.
“You the husband?” Jermayne asks, looking over Colin.
“Yeah. This is…”
“Yeah. Don’t care.” Tyrone says, finally speaking. His voice is low, but there is a certain danger in his words.
Colin immediately closes his mouth and looks between these two black men, before settling his eyes on me. I can see the hint of alarm in his eyes, but I figure there isn’t much I can do at this point. Tonight is about a new experience – one that Colin asked for.
Tyrone grabs the hem of my dress and yanks it up, then pushes his hand in my panties, his fingers invading my pussy.
I lean back against the mirrored wall of the elevator, biting my lip and gasping as his fingers plunge deep inside of me and wiggle around. I can’t help but push down on his fingers, because they feel so good and I’m so horny!
“Fuck, bro. Bitch is tight as fuck!”
“Fuck yeah. It’ll be fun to stretch this ho out.”
The moment we’re inside our hotel room, which isn’t anything fancy – just the standard two Queen beds, an armoire with a TV, and a table and desk by a big window – Jermayne pushes me up against the wall. His thick lips cover my mouth and his tongue penetrates deep into my mouth, nearly making me choke. His tongue swirls and pulses, and it sends licks of fire throughout my body.
I gasp when Jermayne removes his mouth from mine. My body is already pulsing with lust and I’m horny as hell! I didn’t think I would enjoy tonight, but I’m starting to get into it!
“What about you?” I ask Tyrone. He’s already taken off his shirt and he’s covered in tattoos.
Jermayne steps aside and Tyrone comes over, immediately ripping my dress and panties off, so that I’m standing there in nothing but my heels.
“I like that dress!”
“Then buy another.”
Tyrone’s kiss is harder and more demanding. His fingers knead at my skin, practically pinching me. He thrusts his fingers inside of me again and the fire in my body burns brighter. I try to kiss him back the way I want to be kissed, but he utterly dominates me.
“Get over there and get on your knees,” Tyrone demands.
I look over and it feels like I’m in another dimension. Colin is sitting in the corner, by the desk, and Jermayne is standing between the beds, naked and with his incredibly long and thick dick twitching against his thigh.
I do as I’m told, then start sucking as much of Jermayne’s dick as I can. I pump the base of his dick with both of my hands, because he’s way too thick for me to fit inside of my mouth! He tastes so salty and delicious, I try to fit more of him in my mouth, but I can’t!
Tyrone grabs my hair and moves my head so that he can stick his dick in my mouth. I’m able to get a little more of him inside of me, but he keeps pushing his dick in and it makes me gag and choke.
“Take more, you little white ho,” he says, grabbing my hair and roughly slamming his dick in my mouth.
I suck and lick at both of them and feel amazed at how fucking enormous their dicks are! They alternate stuffing my little mouth with their enormous cocks, holding my head and fucking my face. Spit and pre-cum slide out of my mouth as I choke on their cocks. I try to keep up with their speed, but I can’t, so I open my mouth as much as I can and rub their dark cocks with my tongue and suck as much as I can.
“Get on the bed,” Jermayne says, his voice heavy and commanding.
I crawl to my feet, weak from lust, and climb on the bed. My body shivers as I look at how huge these men are. Obviously their cocks are gigantic, but they’re so muscular, too! They look like they could snap me in two, just by snapping their fingers.
“Do you want me like this?” I ask, getting my hands and knees, and sticking my pussy in the air. I feel like such a slut, but the smile I see on Colin’s face tells me I’m exactly the woman – and more importantly, the wife – that he wants me to be! I can’t help but feel proud.
“Fuck yeah,” Tyrone says. I feel the bed shift as he climbs on behind me, then I feel his legs straddle mine.
“Oh, wow,” I moan. He runs three fingers through my wet pussy, roughly flicking my clit. My hips buck and jerk around. His touch is too rough for me, but I also like it!
The tip of his rock-hard cock presses against my ass and it makes me gasp. How in the hell is something that massive going to fit inside of me?!
Tyrone rubs the tip of his cock through my wetness, then rubs his black cock against my throbbing pink clit. I grasp the sheets in my hand and brace myself.
“Holy shit!” I scream when Tyrone pounds his cock into my pussy. He’s so big and it hurts!
Tyrone grabs my hips and starts rhythmically pumping into me and I can feel myself stretching out already. My senses are on overload!
My eyes rolling back in my head, I’m surprised when I feel my hair being pulled. Jermayne is now in front of me, his massive cock bouncing in front of my mouth. I instinctively wrap my lips around his cock, trying to suck as much of his cock as I can.
I grunt and moan over Jermayne’s cock and he presses my head down, forcing me to take more of his cock.
“You like that?”
I nod my head and look up into his eyes. I lick and suck at his cock, losing myself in the salty taste of him. Tyrone’s balls are slapping against me and I can feel my pussy clenching and squeezing his dick when he’s balls deep inside of me. I wiggle my hips when my body starts to light up with that fiery tension that I get before I come.
“Fuck man, this bitch is tight!” Tyrone groans, pounding his cock into my pussy and staying deep inside of me. I bounce my hips, rubbing my g-spot against his cock and moaning as my orgasm rises fast and hard inside of me. My body collapses on the bed as I scream my orgasm and gush all over Tyrone’s thick black cock.
Tyrone grinds deeper into me and it makes me come even harder. My hips are bucking and grinding back on him. All of my nerve endings are lit up like the neon lights out on The Strip.
There’s a wet pop of a sound when Tyrone slides out of me. I can’t decide whether I want more sex or if I’m glad to have a break from his massive dick!
Jermayne moves behind me, then I feel his hands on me, rolling me over onto my side. My eyes lock with Colin’s and it’s the most amazing, deep sensation that hits me.
I’m opening up in ways I never imagined and it’s all because of this crazy game that Colin talked me into. Tonight is so far outside of my comfort zone, but it’s been amazing!
“Holy fuck!”
Jermayne slides his fat cock into my pussy and my eyes roll back in my head. Goddamn this feels so out of this fucking world! He jackhammers into my pussy and I scream with each thrust of his steely black cock.
My tits bounce each time Jermayne slams his dick inside of me. Tyrone comes over and kneels in front of me, his dick slick with my pussy juice.
“Suck my dick,” he commands. I eagerly open my mouth wide, though he’s way too big for me to get much in my mouth. I like and suck as much as I can, loving the taste of me mixed with his pre-cum! He pushes deeper inside of my mouth and I choke and gag as his cock invades and fills my mouth.
Behind me, Jermayne’s muscular body feels like a rock. When he holds up one of my legs, Colin immediately looks at my pussy and his eyes go wide as he sees how much Tyrone and Jermayne have been stretching me out.
My body shivers and quakes. I feel so raw, like I’ve never felt before. My body is being fucked into oblivion and my marriage is totally moving into an entirely different realm. My mind can’t even process all of the thoughts that are warring in my head. What I’m doing is so, so wrong, but it feels so amazing! It’s also opening up a new world for me and Colin, and that’s exciting all by itself.
Jermayne stops pounding into my slick pussy and a breathy sound escapes from my mouth.
“What happened?” I ask, my voice a whine. I want more!
“Sit up and open your mouth,” Jermayne commands, his voice jagged and deep.
I do as I’m told, and they both stand in front of me, each of them jacking their dicks off in front of me. I close my eyes and open my mouth, eager to taste their come when it spurts out of them. With one hand on my tits and my other hand fingering my clit, I come again the moment I feel Jermayne and Tyrone’s hot spunk splattering against my face and my tits.
I rub their hot come over my face and body, then collapse on the bed, utterly spent.
The next morning, Colin can’t stop grinning or stop touching me. My body is still damp from my shower, but Colin keeps running his fingers over all of the bruises I have from last night. There are finger marks around my boobs and my hips and my legs.
“You were fucking spectacular last night, Lauren. I never thought you’d actually do it!”
I pull him close to me and give him a long kiss. His cock pokes through his boxers and I’m already dreaming of fucking my husband. My pussy needs more!
“Babe,” Colin says. “I know you were worried about last night. So what happens in Vegas…”
“Doesn’t have to stay in Vegas. I want to do that again!”
~~




THE DARE





“Crista. I dare you to choose one of the men here.”
I look at my husband, not sure if I’ve heard him right. We’re a few cocktails in to our weekly date night and I’m already a little buzzed. He said he wanted to do something a little different, and go on a spontaneous road trip and spend the night in the city…but I didn’t expect this.
“Really now?” I ask, arching my eyebrow at him. “What’s brought this on?”
Bobby throws back the rest of his cocktail and motions for the waiter to bring him another.
“Well, you’ve said you want to have a threesome with another man, but we never get around to making it happen, because you always block it. Are you just teasing me? You know I want to do this.” I can hear the frustration in his voice. We’ve gone back and forth talking about this for weeks now. After a boozy night with friends, Bobby confessed he wanted to have a threesome and watch me get fucked by another man. I agreed, though I thought he was joking.
Turns out, he wasn’t joking.
And the truth is, I have been putting it off. I miss the discovery of what it’s like to be with someone new. I’m definitely curious about sleeping with another man, not because I don’t love or feel sexually fulfilled by my husband, but it’s just so…naughty...especially as a threesome! Of course, there is so much to be said for being married and happy, but sometimes? Sometimes I miss just going to a bar, and going home with a stranger and getting fucked senseless. And the idea of being fucked by two men at once? It makes me squirm in delight. But the reality of making it happen? It brings out a shyness in me like never before.
I take another sip of my cocktail and mentally shake my head. I’m a little tipsy, but not drunk. I can’t deny I want to try it, and even more, I want to make Bobby happy. Fuck it. Let’s do it.
“Do you want me to choose? Or do you want to choose?” I ask Bobby, smiling slowly and licking my lips at him.
“Really?” He asks, his eyes go wide in excitement and he sits up straighter. It’s pretty obvious he was expecting me to put him off again.
“Really. Let’s do it.” I finish my drink and put the glass back on the table. I’m mentally psyching myself up to do this – it seems like one thing to talk about doing something like this and another thing entirely to actually do it.
“Let’s look together,” Bobby says, scooching his chair closer to mine. He turns and looks around the bar, looking at all the different men.
I look around the bar, too. There are several good-looking men here, space many of the below. However, the man that catches my eye is a muscular black man drinking at the end of the bar. He looks like he’s in his mid-30s, he’s wearing a crisp suit and wearing a vibrant red shirt that looks striking against his dark skin. Even though I am apprehensive to do this, I’m feeling bold and want to. However, I don’t want to seem too eager, so I wait for Bobby to give me a couple of suggestions.
“How about him?” Bobby asks, pointing out a man a few tables away from us.
“No,” I say. “He looks too preppy.” The man my husband is pointing to, is wearing pressed jeans and Oxford shirt. “He doesn’t look like kind of guy who would want to have another man watching.”
“Fair point. What about that guy over there?” Bobby is pointing out a man who looks at he’s probably a banker, pinstripe blue suit, white shirt, and a novelty tie. Clearly, it was “wear a funky tie to work” day.
“No,” I say. “He looks too full of himself.”
Bobby sighs with obvious frustration. “What do you think? Who looks good to you?”
I pause for a moment to make a show of looking around the room, like I haven’t already chosen who I would like to sleep with.
“What do you think of him,” I ask my husband, nodding in the direction of the bar.
“Who are you looking at?” Bobby asks, craning his neck and searching for the man I’m looking at.
“Him,” I say, discreetly pointing to the gorgeous black man drinking alone at the bar.
“Really now?” Bobby asks, raising his eyebrow at me. He looks amused and surprised at my choice.
“Yes,” I say sheepishly. I pick up my empty glass and swirled ice cubes around feeling nervous to look at Bobby and see his reaction.
“Do you think you would go for it?”
“You’re okay with my selection?” I asked looking up at Bobby, meeting his eyes. I’m surprised that he would consider a black man. I mean, we’re not prudes, but I would think that he might be intimidated, because…well you know what they say about black men.
“Sure,” Bobby says. “I’m open for that if he is.”
I tip my glass against my mouth and suck one of the ice cubes. Reaching into my purse, I pull out a small mirror, to check my lipstick. Satisfied, I drop the mirror back in my purse and look at my husband
“Bobby. You’re sure about this?” I ask, part of me hoping he changes his mind. The idea of sleeping with another man? Totally thrilling and hot. The reality of actually making it happen? Totally scary.
“Abso-fucking-lutely.”
Well, okay then.
I give myself a mental pinch, and then stand up from my bar stool. I give Bobby a quick peck on the lips, then head over to the man at the bar.
“Hi there,” I say, smiling brightly as I sidle up next to the black man I pointed out to my husband.
He turns and looks at me, then smiles back.
“Hello.”
He’s not revealing much, though he’s smiling at me, so I start a little chit chat with him. I learn his name is Marcel and that he’s not waiting for anyone and that he’s not wearing a wedding ring. He buys me a fresh drink, and we hit it off quickly, start chatting and flirting. Malone’s is the kind of sports bar that you go to watch a game or to pick up someone…sometimes both on the same day.
“So, Marcel,” I start, feeling shy and hesitant, “would you like to go…someplace more private?”
Marcel looks at me and smiles sexily, his broad lips revealing large, white teeth.
“My, aren’t you forward tonight?” He says playfully, then leans closer and puts his hand on my thigh.
Despite being the one who just made a pass at him, I feel a hot blush burn from my scalp to my chest.
“Oh, you are the cutest thing,” Marcel says, raising his hand from my leg to my face, and tracing my hairline.
“Thanks,” I say, looking downwards. I gasp when I see the bulge in his pants. His pants are stretched across his groin and from what I can tell, he has a gigantic cock. Oh, boy!
“That sounds like a mighty fine plan to me,” he says, leaning in and kissing me just to the right of my lips. His light kiss makes me realize how much I want him and want to taste him. Taste his tongue. Taste his skin. Taste his throbbing cock.
“Well, there’s a catch,” I say, and look him in the eyes. “I’m, well. I’m…” I can’t bring myself to say the word ‘married,’ so I hold up my ring finger and show it to him.
“That’s not a problem,” he says quickly and dismissively. “I don’t judge and this is only for a night. Your marriage is your business.”
“Ummm,” I hesitate. “My husband is just over there,” I say and point.
“Look, Crista. I don’t do threesomes and I don’t sleep with men. Sorry,” he says, then starts to pull away.
“No! It’s not like that,” I say in a rush, reaching out to touch the top of his thigh. I inhale my breath sharply when I feel how muscular his leg is. My first thought is touching his legs while I try to take as much of his enormous cock in my mouth as I possibly can. It looks so big; I don’t even know if it’s possible to fit it all in my little mouth.
“We want a threesome, but, well, with you both fucking me – this isn’t about the two of you ever touching,” I say, rubbing my hand on his leg and to the inside of his thigh. “Is that okay with you?”
Marcel looks at me a moment, then asks, “Which one is your husband?”
I turn and point him out. “Over there, in the red sweater,” I say.
Marcel looks over at Bobby. Even though I’ve been nervous, I mentally cross my fingers that he says yes. He’s definitely handsome and sexy, and we’ve chatted easily, so I feel comfortable with him. Before I married, I was never a huge fan of one-night stands, though I certainly had my fair share, so feeling comfortable with him really means something to me.
“Yeah, he looks alright,” Marcel says.
I breathe a sigh of relief and move my hand up the inside of Marcel’s thigh. He leans in towards me and plants a long, wet kiss on my neck, and it makes me shudder.
We head over back to Bobby and I introduce them. Bobby looks excited, Marcel looks amused, I feel nervous and awkward. How often is it that you introduce a man that is going to fuck you silly to your husband, with the knowledge that your husband approves and is also going to fuck you silly at the same time?
”So where are we going to do this?” Marcel asks. “Y’all live around here?”
I look at Bobby. This isn’t something we had really discussed and I feel a bit foolish now, since I don’t know the answer to this. Do we go to our hotel? Do we go with Marcel to his home? I quickly ignore the reservations that pop into my mind about going to his home. If I’m going to sleep with him, we can certainly trust him in a private space. Besides, I feel comfortable with him and haven’t gotten any kind of weird vibe from him at all.
“We’re happy to host,” Bobby says, smiling as he stands up and pulls on his jacket. “We’re staying at a hotel a few blocks away.”
“Oh, you’re not from around here?”
“Nah. We live about an hour away. I thought it’d be fun to get out of town for the night, and then we decided to have some extra fun tonight…” Bobby says, smiling in a buddy-buddy way at Marcel.
Marcel laughs and the tension I feel immediately disappears.
“Yeah, that’s fine,” he says. Throughout all of this, he’s been running his hand up and down my back, tracing random designs. The fabric of my shirt is thin, and the touch of his hand has felt like a brand being burned into my skin. I like the feeling of being marked by Marcel’s touch and I can’t wait for him to touch my bare skin.
Outside of the bar, we walk towards our hotel.
“Come here,” Marcel growls to me, when we’re waiting for a light to change so that we can cross a street. He pulls me into his arms and kisses me passionately, his tongue filling my mouth and his body pressed into his. His kiss is insistent and demanding, and it’s hard to keep up with him. I massage my tongue against his and wrap my arms around his waist, giving into his kiss and letting him set the pace. I quickly adjust and lose myself in his kiss, my body tingling and wanting more – more of his tongue, more of his touch, and definitely with no clothes between us.
Marcel pulls away from me and I’m breathless. When I open my eyes, and look up at him, a smile quirks his lips and he runs his hand through my hair and down to the small of my back. “Good.”
I can hear Bobby muttering ‘wow’ next to me, but I’m transfixed by Marcel. All of my reservations are just gone.
When we finally make it into our hotel room, Marcel pushes me against the wall and holds my hands up above my head and presses me hard against the wall, before leaning down to kiss me again. His kiss is stronger this time, more probing and demanding. I open my mouth wide and surrender to him. His knee presses between my legs and I obediently spread them apart.
I moan into Marcel’s mouth when I feel his fingers lift the hem of my skirt and force their way into my panties. His touch isn’t gentle and he rubs my clit hard, which makes me squirm and arch my back.
Marcel is so much more forceful than Bobby, that it’s overwhelming. My senses are all firing at once and it feels like I don’t have time to catch my breath.
“Oh sweet fuck,” I yell out, when Marcel sticks his fingers inside of me and roughly rubs my g-spot repeatedly.
“God you’re sexy when you do that,” he says, before kissing my throat.
The beginning of an orgasm starts building in me, faster than I’ve had happen in ages. There’s something heady and mind-blowing about messing around with another man, especially when my husband is only a few feet away and watching!
My orgasm starts building more and more, and I can feel my body clench Marcel’s fingers, trying to take them deeper and make my orgasm happen quicker.
“Wha…?” I cry out, frustrated. I open my eyes and Marcel has a sly grin on his lips. He’s taken his fingers out from my pussy and is licking his fingers. Obviously, he realizes how close to cumming I was, and he’s teasing me.
“Please,” I say, hearing the begging tone in my voice. It feels so cruel to be denied!
Marcel finishes licking his fingers, then leans in and gives me a quick kiss. I can taste myself on him and I try to suck his tongue hungrily, but he pulls away again.
“It’s our turn,” he says, glancing at Bobby.
We walk to where Bobby is standing by the bed. The hotel room isn’t large.
“What do you want me to do?” I ask, looking from Marcel to Bobby, and back again. I still feel so nervous about this! It’s exciting and thrilling, but I have absolutely no idea how this kind of thing works. I’m happy to leave the men in control and tell me what to do. My pussy is throbbing from the idea of getting fucked by Marcel.
“Strip,” Bobby demands.
“And be quick about it,” Marcel adds, taking of his suit jacket and unbuttoning his shirt, before tossing them on the little desk in the corner of the room.
I gasp when I see Marcel’s chest. It’s chiseled and muscular, and I just want to touch it and lick it.
I quickly unzip my skirt and step out of it, then pull my top over my head.
“Take off your bra and panties, too,” Marcel says.
With Bobby and Marcel mostly dressed, it feels like I’m extra exposed to them and it makes me feel shy. I still nervous about this, but Marcel has turned me on so much that my desire for him is far surpassing my reservations about this.
“On your knees,” Bobby orders.
I get on my knees and both of them stand in front of me. Bobby opens his pants and pulls out his cock, holding it out for me.
I look up at him and take it in my mouth, feeling him get harder as I do so.
“Show me what you got, girl,” Marcel says.
Bobby pushes my head down on his cock and I choke. I’m not ready for all of him yet! I do my best to open my mouth wider, but I’m still gagging a little bit.
“Ha,” Marcel laughs. “If you’re choking on that, you just wait til you see what I’ve got for you.”
Hearing that both excites and terrifies me. I felt his cock against me and it is definitely huge!
Bobby groans as I lick and suck his cock. He’s pushing my head down and I can feel spit dripping down my chin and onto my breasts. I love that he fills my mouth so perfectly that I can’t help but get sloppy when I’m sucking on him.
“My turn,” Marcel orders.
Bobby slides himself out of my mouth. The tip of his cock is glistening with my spit and pre-cum. Then I look over to Marcel and my mouth falls open. He’s so thick and long!
“That’s right, keep your mouth open for Marcel.”
He steps in front of me, his cock pointing at my face. I take a deep breath and open wide to try and slide him in. Immediately, I start gasping. I can’t even fit half of him in my mouth! Marcel tries pushing my head down, but I resist. It feels like my mouth is going to split open!
I focus my attention on the tip of his luscious dark cock, flicking my tongue and sucking, while working his balls and the base of his cock with my hands.
“Yeah, that’s right. I know you have to work up to something of this caliber,” he growls, stroking my hair.
I glance up at him and he’s watching me, a slight smile curving on his lips.
“Take more, now,” Marcel demands, then pushes my head down his cock. I gasp as I take more of him in my mouth than I thought I could. Marcel holds my head steady and starts fucking my face. I’m slurping and licking at him, trying to taste as much of him and take as much of him as I can. His cock is harder than a rock and I can’t wait to find out what it feels like to have him inside of me. It’s going to hurt, I know, but I want it and can’t wait. It’s going to be so different than Bobby!
I start to find a rhythm with Marcel and he lets go of my head. I bob my head up and down his cock, licking and sucking him. I can feel him start to twitch and shake from what I’m doing to his cock and balls.
“You like that?” I ask after sliding him out of my mouth. I’m still working his balls and the shaft of his cock with my hands.
“Mmm, yeah. That’s good.”
“What about me?” I pout. I’m so wet, I can feel my juices leaking out of my pussy and dripping down my legs. “I want to get fucked.”
The sound of Marcel’s laugh turns me on even more.
“You sure are eager, you dirty girl,” Marcel says in an approving voice. “Let me see how you fuck your husband.”
I look at Bobby and he’s smiling. He comes over to me and gives me his hand and lifts me up.
“How do you want me?” I ask. Right now, I’m willing to do anything. This is so thrilling and it feels like something new between Bobby and I is opening up, like our relationship is getting deeper. I never imagined I would ever sleep with another man again, but this is so hot! The feeling that this is so wrong and naughty is making me feel hotter and hornier than I have in a long time!
“Doggy style,” he says, and I eagerly go over to the bed and get on my hands and knees.
“Spread your legs and let me see your sweet pussy again,” I hear Marcel say behind me. “Fuck that’s a nice pussy. Now show me how you fuck her Bobby.”
I feel Bobby’s hand trail down my back, then dip between my legs and he presses two fingers against my clit and rubs lightly. He knows that rubbing me lightly does far more than pressing hard ever does. A fire starts to burn in my belly and I can feel it licking the edges of my body, all the way down to the soles of my feet. I am so ready to get fucked!
Bobby holds my hips with his hands and I can feel his cock bumping against my pussy. I push my hips back, but I’m so slick, he keeps sliding away. I moan in frustration, then reach back and guide him into my pulsing pussy.
“Ohhh,” I groan. It feels so good to have him inside me. He starts thrusting into me and moving his hips so he hits me in just the right place. My body takes control and starts bouncing and grinding into his cock. I know I’m going to come really, really fast.
“That’s not bad,” I hear Marcel say. He comes over and sits on the bed in front of me and shoves his cock in my face. “Suck me while your husband fucks you.”
I eagerly lower my head and start licking and sucking Marcel’s huge cock. The tip is covered in pre-cum and I lick him clean, wanting every bit in my mouth. My orgasm starts shooting through my body and I suck him harder and harder, twisting my head around and running my tongue over as much of him as I can take. He tastes so good and he’s so hard!
Bobby is pounding into my faster and faster, and I can tell he’s close, too. I can hear him grunting and he’s holding on to my ass really hard.
“Get on top of him,” Marcel demands, moving back from my mouth. But I want to keep sucking him!
Bobby groans in frustration but does what Marcel demands. Marcel walks around the bed while Bobby moves in front of me and lays down. I smile down at him. I feel so happy! I don’t know why I was so scared and hesitant to do this! This experience has been amazing so far!
Bobby holds his cock and I lower myself onto him, moving my hips slowly. I want a slower pace, so we can enjoy this longer.
“Man, you move that ass real nice,” I hear Marcel say and whistle. He smacks my ass and then grabs it, massaging it roughly. It’s a little too rough for my taste and I try to work my way away from his hands, but I can’t! He keeps a hold of me, occasionally slapping my ass.
I lean over Bobby’s chest and he starts sucking my breasts, which starts to drive me crazy. My orgasm is coming closer again and I’m writhing on top of Bobby, working him in just the way I know will make me come quickly.
All of a sudden, I feel Marcel’s huge cock bumping at my ass. I try to squirm away, but he holds my ass even more tighter and starts pressing himself into me!
I haven’t done anal in years! I’ve always enjoyed it, but Marcel is so big!
I hear Marcel spit and then feel his fingers probing between my ass cheeks and pressing into me.
“Oh my god,” I groan as his fingers slide into my ass and he moves them around. My ass is so sensitive and it feels so good. And so dirty! Bobby never plays with my ass!
“Alright, kinky Crista, hold on tight. You’ve got a tight ass and I’m gonna stretch you out,” Marcel says, sliding his fingers out of me.
The bed shifts as he climbs up behind me. I can feel his legs on either side of his hips and his cock is pressing into my ass. It feels even bigger!
Bobby is still pumping up into me and I can’t help but work my hips up and down on Bobby’s cock. When I raise my hips, Marcel starts pushing his cock into me and I cry out. He’s huge and my ass is so tight! He starts gentle, though but it still feels like I’m so tightly stuffed and I know he’s barely inside of me!
Marcel wraps his arm around me to steady me, then starts thrusting deeper and deeper into my ass, while Bobby thrusts faster and faster into my pussy. I’m practically seeing stars from how good this feels and from the pain of Marcel shoving his big black cock in my ass.
Bobby reaches down and plays with my clit and that sends me over the edge. I’m bucking and bouncing on his cock, my orgasm shattering me and setting all my nerve endings on fire.
“Ah, fuck me fuck me fuck me,” I cry out, trying to take more of Bobby’s cock and Marcel’s cock at the same time. This is so filthy and dirty, but I love how it feels being stuffed by two cocks at once!
Marcel slaps my ass hard and it makes me squirm even more. My pussy and clit feel so tender, but they’re both working me over hard and I’m nearly blacking out from the overload of sensations.
Bobby pounds up into my pussy and the force of it pushes my hips up. Marcel’s hands are still gripping my hips and I can feel the full length of his cock invade me and his balls slap my ass. It feels like I’m going to be split in two!
I scream out and try to wiggle away, but he holds my hips tight and doesn’t pull out, so I’m writhing all over him. Bobby thrusts up into me and Marcel pushes me low.
“Oh my god!” I scream and moan. I am totally filled with both of their cocks and it’s incredible. I’m moving my hips around, trying to find release, but I’m totally stuffed! They both start grinding into me and it feels amazing. I’m sweating and grunting between them.
“Fill me up!” I cry out. My body is tingling and my pussy is so wet it feels like I’m still gushing over Bobby’s cock.
“Me, first,” Marcel says, then pulls me up again. My pussy feels empty without Bobby! And Bobby looks so surprised and frustrated.
Marcel starts pounding into my ass and I can barely hold on to the bed above Bobby. He grabs my breasts and plays with them, pinching my nipples tightly.
“Oh god,” I moan. I can feel my ass expanding to Marcel’s cock and his thrusting now feels so good!
“You gonna come again?” He grunts above me.
“I hope so,” I gasp, working my hips over him. I’m staring Bobby in the eye and I can tell he’s really, really turned on. He keeps looking from my swinging breasts to watching Marcel pounding into my ass.
Marcel hollers out in a primal, guttural sound, and slaps my ass hard, before plowing deeply into me and staying there. He reaches around and starts roughly massaging my sensitive clit, and I start bucking and writhing against his cock.
“Keep working my dick, girl. Oh, fuck yeah,” he groans and slaps my ass again repeatedly. “Oh god, I’m cumming!”
Marcel starts pounding in and out of me so hard, I nearly fall onto Bobby.
As soon as Marcel slides out of me, Bobby grabs my hips and pushes his rigid cock back into my pussy and starts fucking me again. I can barely see straight!
“Ride me, Crista!” Bobby orders.
I sit up on top of him and start wildly bouncing up and down and circling my hips over his cock. With one hand, he reaches up and starts pinching one of my nipples hard, and with the other hand he puts his thumb on my clit and starts circling it hard.
“Oh my god,” I cry out and I feel another orgasm crash through me. My body is rocking and moving with Bobby, and he starts cumming, too, yelling my name and pounding up into my pussy like he hasn’t done for ages.
This is so the best sex we’ve had in months!
Bobby stops moving under me and I slide off of him, my body shaking and quivering. As I flop onto the bed, I can feel their cum sliding out of my pussy and ass, mixing with my juices and puddling beneath me. I feel so used and I’m loving it! I pant as I start to catch my breath.
“Was that what you wanted?” Marcel asks, a smile on his face.
“Fuck yeah it was,” Bobby says. “I’ve been wanting to do this for years.”
“And what about you, kinky Crista?” Marcel shifts his attention to me.
“I…” I can barely speak. “That was amazing.”
“Didn’t I tell you,” Bobby teases and touches my arm. Even now, my senses still feel electric – I feel like I could light up the city with the way my body feels right now.
The next morning, I keep blushing as we eat breakfast. My ass is still red from Marcel smacking it and it is definitely tender from being fucked so thoroughly.
Bobby has a shit-eating grin on his face, like a man who’s won the lottery and just made his biggest wish come true.
“So, I take it you enjoyed last night?” He jokes, shoveling a big forkful of food into his mouth. We were both starving when we woke up this morning.
I feel a blush flood my face. “Yeah, that was out of this world amazing!”
“So is this something we can do again?” He asks, the look in his eyes changing to hopeful.
“You bet your sweet ass it is!” I say quietly and forcefully. “I definitely want to do that again!”
~~~




BEHIND CLOSED DOORS

“Wanda, please. Don’t turn off the lights.” I look at Murray, but run my hand over the wall switch so that the lights go out and our bedroom falls into dark shadows.
“Maybe next time,” I say, quickly stripping out of my nightgown and crawling into bed. Despite how often my husband tells me how much he loves my body and my curves, I just can’t believe him. Ever since I had our kids, no amount of dieting or exercise have helped me get back to the slimmer body I had when Murray and I got married.
We make love, though it really feels more like just sex. I know I need to relax more and just enjoy it, but I’m so self-conscious about my body. It honestly wouldn’t be a hardship if we became one of those couples that only has sex on holidays and birthdays. It’s not like I ever have much energy at the end of the day, anyway, after chasing our kids and managing the house. Murray has offered to bring in a nanny or housekeeper, but that just feels weird. It would feel like a failure if I couldn’t manage my family and household, like my mom and her mom did.
I enjoy sex, but with my body still carrying baby weight, I don’t feel sexy. Really letting go and enjoying sex isn’t something I’ve done since before our first child. I’m afraid great sex is a thing of the past…
“Wanda, do you think your parents could watch the kids next week, for a long weekend?”
“Hm, maybe,” I say, looking up from my iPad. “Do you have something in mind?”
“Maybe,” he says, smiling in that way he has when he has a surprise planned. “I have a business trip coming up and I thought it would be fun for you to come along. I could have my meetings on Thursday, then we could have the full weekend to ourselves. You especially,” he says, coming over to me and wrapping his arms around me, “could use a weekend away. I know how much and how hard you work to keep the home and family going. Plus, you and me could use some time together.”
I hug my husband back, my heart bursting with love for him. I’m nervous because I know a weekend away will mean he wants to have sex, but maybe it will be different if we’re someplace different? But right now, the prospect of a long weekend away, just the two of us, it’s enticing enough for me to step out of my comfort zone. Some pampering and no screaming kids would be utter bliss.
“I’ll call my mom in the morning.”
Detroit isn’t what you would think of as a vacation destination, but that’s exactly what it feels like. As much as I love our kids, and as much as I miss them, having a break from being a mom for a few days is a great gift.
“You sure look happy,” Murray says as he grabs our bags from the luggage carousel.
“It’s just nice to be away, you know. That doesn’t make me a bad mom, does it?” I feel a quick pang of shame and I wonder if I’m being selfish.
“Absolutely not, Wanda. You deserve a break. I’m sorry this isn’t a proper vacation, but if this deal goes through, I’ll take you on one of those Caribbean cruises.”
“Oh, honey! That would be wonderful!” I thread my arms through Murray’s as we walk through the airport and toward the taxi stand. It feels like everything inside of me is relaxing. It’s been far too long since we’ve been on a vacation and far too long since I’ve done anything for myself. The thing is, when you have kids it’s hard to remember to do things for yourself.
“Do you have any idea what you’re going to do tomorrow?”
“I’ve looked at a few things, but I’m not sure. I might go shopping,” I giggle. I used to go shopping all the time. After the kids were born and after my body changed, I didn’t have time or enjoy going shopping. But there’s something about being away from home, even though this isn’t a real vacation, but I feel a spark of magic inside of me and I want to do something to celebrate that.
Murray smiles at me and squeezes my knee. “Absolutely! I would suggest finding a sexy dress.”
“Oh, really?” And lean over and kiss Murray’s neck, a surge of desire rising up in me.
“Really. I’ve done some research of my own and there’s a club with live music that I want to take you to tomorrow night. It’ll be like when we were first dating.”
Murray wraps his arm around my shoulders and I lean into him. In just a few hours away from home, it feels like we’re rediscovering each other and our marriage, and I couldn’t be happier.
“What do you think?” I step out of the bathroom and twirl around for Murray.
When he looks up from his laptop, his mouth falls open and then he lets out a long, low whistle.
“You look fucking amazing!” Murray comes over to me and gives me a big kiss and runs his hands over my body.
“It’s not too tight?” I ask, wiggling outs of his arms and going over to the mirror.
I pose in different directions as I look at my reflection and run my hands over my stomach and hips. My new red dress fits like it was made especially for me – there’s a deep V neck that accentuates my breasts and it’s tight until it reaches my hips, and then the skirt flares out to my knees. It’s a dress that’s made for dancing.
“It’s tight enough that you will be the sexiest woman wherever we go,” Murray says, pulling me close to him again. There’s a hunger in his voice and sent shivers through my body. His hands are bunching up my skirts and I moan a little when his fingertips graze my thighs.
This mystery date night is something I’ve been looking forward to all week, but there’s something about Murray that’s really putting me in the mood for sex!
“Maybe we should stay in tonight,” I say, reaching my arms around him and sliding my hands down his back. “I could leave the light on…”
I’m still not ready to have sex again with the lights on, but there’s something…magical about Murray right now. There isn’t anything I wouldn’t do for him right now.
Murray gives me a long look and a smile that melts my insides. There are times in a marriage where you feel like you’re getting used to each other and life is mundane, and then your husband gives you that smile, and it feels like everything has the excitement you had when you were first dating.
“No, no, Wanda. I’ve promised you an evening of live music and dancing, and you shall have exactly that,” Murray says, stepping away from me. There’s a wicked smile on his lips and the sexual tension coils even tighter in me, yearning to be released. I know he knows he’s teasing me…and it’s working. I’m hornier than I’ve been in months. Every look, every touch, every everything about Murray is just making me hotter and wetter.
I cross my arms over my chest and mock-pout at Murray, but it does nothing but send him into a fit of laughter.
“Not going to work, my love,” he says, grabbing his jacket and walking toward the door of our hotel room. “You ready?”
“This place is fantastic!” I have to yell at Murray for him to hear me, because the music is so loud in this bar he found.
But this place is perfect! It’s large club with live music and everyone is dancing and everything is vibrant. For once, it feels like I can focus on just having fun – enjoying myself and enjoying spending time with my husband. It’s glorious and decadent.
We walk up to the bar to order more drinks, because there’s only one waitress in the place and she is not moving with any kind of speed.
“You look really hot,” Murray says. I smile and giggle as he runs his hands across my curves, and then reaches around and smacks my ass lightly.
The truth is, I’m feeling sexy tonight for the first time and I don’t know how long. I love the dress that I’m wearing, plus with the low light of the club, it’s easy to not feel self-conscious about being overweight. There are lots of other curvy women here are, in even tighter and more revealing dresses than what I’m wearing, and I just feel… freer than I normally do.
We finally get to the front of the line and Murray orders fresh drinks for both of us. I turn my back to the bar and lean against it, and smile as I watch the people in this crowded club. The live music is loud and energetic, and I find myself bumping and swaying to the music before I even realize that I’m doing it.
“You really are sexy, Wanda. You know that, right?” Murray’s mouth is right against my hair and I shiver with pleasure as his lips brush against my earlobe.
I giggle again and look away from Murray.
“I’m not the only man here who wants to sleep with you,” Murray says, placing his hand on my hip.
“As if!” I laugh as I look around the club. Sure, I’ve seen some men checking me out, but that’s just what men do. It doesn’t mean that they want to sleep with me. Besides, I’m here with my husband, so who would even seriously look at me?
“Don’t sell yourself short, Wanda. You’re as sexy as you have ever been, if not more.”
“But I’m fat!” I blurt out, my mood deflating. It feels like he’s just trying to falsely build up my confidence. I know that I’m fat and I know that I’m unattractive. I don’t even like the way that I look, so I don’t understand how another man would like the way that I look. “You don’t have to say that just to be nice to me.”
“Wanda. I’m serious.” Murray pays for our drinks and we make our way through the crowd back to our table. We sit down and I take a long sip of my drink, avoiding looking at Murray.
I have mixed feelings about him saying things just to be nice, because I always end up feeling not nice.
“Can you drop it, Murray?”
“No, Wanda. I’m not going to drop it. You are sexy and hot, and any man here would love to sleep with you.”
Murray scoots his chair closer to mine, and wraps his arm around my shoulders and pulls me close to him.
“Whatever,” I mumble. I want to dance, but it seems like all of the women who are dancing by themselves, that men are coming up to them and dancing very suggestively. It looks fun and super sexy, but I’m married and that would be inappropriate.
“How do you think that men would touch you,” Murray asks, whispering into my ear. “That man by the stage, the one in the red shirt.”
I look toward the stage and immediately see the man that Murray means. Being one of the tallest men in the club, he’s a hard man to miss. I can’t deny that the man is sexy, with his dark skin and muscular body. He laughs at something his friend says to him, and watching him laugh is a pure pleasure. He gives everything to his laugh and I can see that he doesn’t hold back. He is definitely sexy.
“Or what about that man? The man by the bar that has been staring at you ever since we walked in here.”
“What?” I haven’t noticed any man doing anything more than glanced at me. Surely this is just a game that Murray is playing. As if sensing my curiosity, Murray pulls me even closer to him and keeps whispering in my ear.
“The man in the black shirt.”
I turn my gaze to the bar and try to find the man that Murray is talking about. I gasp when I spot the man and see that he is staring at me. He doesn’t stop staring at me when I look at him.
“Doesn’t he see that I’m with you?”
“Wanda, I’m pretty sure he doesn’t care. How do you think he would fuck you? Do you think he would want you on top, to watch your beautiful boobs jiggle as you rode his big dick?”
I turn to look at Murray, confused about the way he’s talking tonight. Is he drunk? It doesn’t seem like he’s had that much to drink, but maybe he had a drink while I was getting ready?
“I’m serious, Wanda. Or do you think that he would pin you to the bed and fuck you slowly, drawing it out until you screamed and begged for more?”
“I’m not sure I like the way you’re talking,” I say, looking away from the man of the bar. That man is also sexy and attractive, but certainly he isn’t actually interested in me. Why would he think that I would be interested in him when I came here with my husband? It just doesn’t make sense.
“Are you attracted to him?” Murray asks, pushing the matter.
I debate whether or not to answer his question. Maybe if I admit to finding the man attractive, Murray will let this joke drop. He’s never been one to talk dirty to me, but maybe he’s starting to try that? I know that he knows that our sex life hasn’t been much of anything recently, so maybe this is how he’s trying to spice things up?
“Sure,” I say, deciding to play whatever game it is that Murray has in mind. I take a longer look at the man, and the more that I look at him, the more I realize just how sexy he really is. He is broad shoulders and his torso tapers down to a narrow waist, and his arms are bulging with muscles. The first thing that comes to mind is that he must be an athlete. He starts to turn his body towards me and scared of being caught staring at him, I quickly look back to Murray. “He’s very attractive, yes.”
Murray laughs and I don’t know whether to be offended or to laugh with him. Is he making fun of me?
“Don’t look so offended, Wanda. I’m laughing because you’re being so polite.” Murray reaches up and runs the back of his fingers along my jaw and it’s a tender, intimate moment. He leans closer to my head and I shudder with desire as his lips brush against my earlobe. “I’m asking you if he’s a man that you think is worth fucking, and all you say is that he’s attractive.”
“Okay, sure. He’s fuckable. He’s got a great body and he’s been staring at me, so he must be okay with my body.”
“Wanda,” Murray sighs. “I wish you realize how sexy you are. No,” he raises his hand to stop me from talking when I try to protest, “you really are sexy. Sexy is more than the size of your waist and the shape of your body. The way you move, that’s sexy. You are sexy. I really wish that you could see what I see and what other men, including the man we’ve been talking about, see.”
Listening to Murray strikes a nerve deep inside of me. Even though I know that I should love my body, I’ve never been able to accept the weight I gained and the changes to my body after I had children. Most of the time, I can just push my feelings about my body aside. It’s easy to lose myself in everything that I do for our family than it is for me to pay attention to myself.
“I… I need to freshen up. Save my seat.”
I make my way through the crowded bar, ignoring the men who try to talk to me and the men I can feel touching my arm or my hips as I walked past them. Alone in the bathroom stall, I sit down on the toilet and try and catch my breath and try to get a handle on the emotions of rushing through my mind.
Am I really sexy? Or is Murray just saying that because I’m his wife? I know that it shouldn’t matter because he’s my husband and it’s not like what another man thinks of me should ever even matter.
I take a few minutes to try and compose myself, but the sound of women waiting for one of the stalls makes me get up and surrender the stall. I wash my hands and pat cool water on the back of my neck. Despite the tumultuous feelings I’m experiencing, my reflection in the mirror is pretty. It’s one of those nights where my hair is just perfect, there is color in my cheeks, and there is something in my eyes that makes them seem brighter and clearer. The way I look in this dress makes me happy, it’s just the way I look under the dress that makes me unhappy.
I let my body sway to the music as I walk through the club to rejoin Murray. Everyone is laughing and dancing, and the joy in the crowd is infectious.
But I stop walking and freeze the moment that I see Murray. The man in the black shirt is sitting with him and they’re laughing like old friends. I don’t know what to do. My body tingles with desire as I see the man of the black shirt, but I also feel confusion and anger at Murray.
Murray catches my eye and grins wildly while he waves at me. Reaching down and smoothing out my dress, I walk slowly over to him and the man in the black shirt, trying to figure out what is going on and how to contain my emotions.
The man in the black shirt catches my eye and I blush furiously when pussy starts throbbing. He takes a long, slow, obvious ogle of my body and I find that I care about his opinion and whether or not he thinks I’m attractive, more than I would like to admit.
“Murray, who do you have here?” I stand next to him and rest my hand on his shoulder, even though I feel awkward as hell.
“Here, take my seat.” Murray stands up quickly and I nearly lose my balance. He wraps an arm around my waist and catches me from falling. “This is Bo.”
“Oh, nice to meet you.”
Bo looks at me and laughs in amusement. My body tenses and I feel and anger bubbling up inside of me.
“You don’t have to be so formal. It is my absolute pleasure to meet you, Wanda. Your husband has been saying great things about you.” Bo’s thick, dark lips spread in a smile and I see his tongue between his teeth. There is sin in that smile…and I can’t look away. “I’ve been watching you since you both arrived. You are a damn fine woman.”
Even though I know it’s just flattery, Bo saying this to me unlocks something within me, just a little bit.
“I’m going up to get a fresh drink. Can I get you something?” Bo stands and I have to bite my lip as I watch the muscles ripple underneath his shirt. I’ve never really been one to ogle at a musclebound man, but there is something about Bo that makes me want to get on top of him and fuck him all night long.
“I think I’m fine, thanks.”
Bo walk slowly away from our table and I can’t take my eyes off of him. From the back, I can see he has a high, very curved ass… And I feel my hands clenching, wanting to grab hold of it while he plunges his cock deep inside of me.
“What is this?” I hiss at Murray.
“Exactly what it looks like, Wanda. I was serious when I said that I want to watch another man fuck you. I want to watch you lose control with another man.”
Fury rises up in me and I slap the top of our little table, causing one of the glasses to nearly fall off the table.
“What the actual fuck! You really want to give me to another man? I thought you asking me about other men was…was some kind of dirty talk game!”
Murray matches my gaze and the tone of his voice becomes serious.
“It’s not a game. You don’t think you’re sexy. I think you’re sexy, but that clearly isn’t enough for you. I want to watch you when we have sex. But you keep shutting me down, over and over again, and it’s wearing me down. I don’t know what to do, but something needs to be done. And if that means you fucking another man who finds you drop-dead sexy, then that’s what I’m willing to do.”
My mouth drops open as I listen to Murray. He’s right that I don’t feel comfortable in my body. Having kids will do that to a woman. But seriously? This is the solution? I know I shouldn’t be surprised, but I am. We’re just a normal, boring suburban couple.
“And he’s okay with this?” I snap.
“I haven’t asked him in so many words,” Murray says, a smile creeping up on his lips. “But he didn’t hide how sexy he thinks you are. And what would he think anyway, with me inviting him to join us?”
I open and close my mouth, unsure of what to say. If I’m truthful with myself, Bo turns me on.
“Is this what you want for our marriage? Do you want to share me with other men?” We’re now sitting very closely together because the music in the club is even louder and we have to shout to hear each other. Right now, I’m glad that the club is so busy, because it means that Murray and I will have a few more minutes to talk before Bo comes back.
“Hm. That wasn’t necessarily what I was thinking, but if you want to do this and you enjoy it, then it’s definitely something that we could talk about. I just want my old Wanda back,” Murray says, putting his hand gently on my knee and squeezing. “What do you think?”
I look at Murray and think about what he is said. Maybe he’s right. Maybe a night with another man really would help me with my self-confidence about my body. I let my eyes roam the club, until I spot Bo. He’s leaning against the bar, his body turned to Murray and me. He’s watching us like he can hear our conversation, like he knows were talking about whether or not I’m going to fuck him tonight. His skin is so dark and he is so beautiful, that I decide to take the chance.
“If I say yes, our marriage will still be okay, right?” I ask Murray quickly. I have to know, before I do anything that might cause trouble later.
“Absolutely our marriage will be okay. I’m hoping our marriage will be more than okay if you do this.” Murray kisses me slowly on the lips and the gentleness makes my heart expands with love. “I want my sexy Wanda back. You’re sexy as you are, but you are beyond sexy when you feel confident. I want you to feel confident. I need you to feel confident.”
“I want to be that woman, too,” I whisper into Murray’s ear. I do want to feel sexy again, to feel confident again.
“How we doing over here?” Bo asks, putting a fresh drink on the table.
“Do you know why my husband asked you to join us?” I say, standing up so that I’m right in front of Bo. Up close, it’s intoxicating. He exudes a power and confidence that just makes me go weak in the knees. It scares me how deeply I’m attracted to him and I’ve barely said two sentences to him.
Bo smiles and reaches out and runs his hand along my jaw. Desire shivers through my body and I know that I want to fuck him.
“Darlin’, that part is obvious. Either he wants to have a threesome with you was the star, or he wants to watch me fuck you. To show him how it’s done, because no man who could satisfy you would ever share you with another man. Darlin’, I’ll give you a night you’ll never forget.”
Bo lowers his head to mine and kisses me with the force and passion that reverberates through my entire body. My panties are instantly soaked in my pussy is pulsating with need. I let my hands roam over his muscular chest and arms, gasping at how big his body is. He makes me feel tiny.
“It’s the second option,” I gasp, looking up into his eyes. “He wants to watch as you and I fuck.”
“Then let’s get this party started.”
As Murray closes the door to our hotel suite, I turn and look at Bo and a fresh wave of nerves engulfs me. Am I really about to do this? Is this what Murray really wants? But when I look at Murray, he looks so excited and happy, and I can see he’s got a hard on tenting his pants.
“Focus on me, not your husband,” Bo commands, taking me in his large, muscular arms.
I tentatively wrap my arms around him and caress his muscles. He lowers his mouth to mine and claims me with an intense, probing kiss. His tongue invades my mouth and I shudder at how good the kiss is. It’s so different from how Murray kisses me – this feels more commanding, more dominating.
Bo grinds his hips into me and lust fills every atom of my body. I never thoughts that I could be sexually attracted to another man, not like this, after I married Murray. It feels like such a betrayal to enjoy even just this kiss, so much. I love Murray, with all of my heart, but I still can’t get over how wrong this feels.
“No show me this gorgeous body of yours, Wanda. I want to see what I’ve been fantasizing about all evening. Show me those gorgeous tits and ass and hips.”
“Unzip me, then.” I take a step back from Bo and turn my back to him.
Those fingers immediately pull my zipper down and he pushes my dress off of me, so that it lands in a heap at my feet. I see Murray and he’s already rubbing at his dick through his pants.
I turn back around and face Bo, sucking in my stomach as I stand there and my lingerie.
“Goddamn you have an amazing body! Now take the rest of it off.”
I blush as I unfastened my bra and step out of my panties and kick off my heels. It feels so vulnerable to be standing like this. I know this is what Murray wants and I’ve accepted that this is what I need, but it still feels so outrageous!
A long, slow groan comes out of Bo’s mouth as his eyes taken my full body. He quickly undresses, and then I find myself staring at the biggest, blackest cock.
“Oh my God!” I can’t believe that I’ll be fit cock that size inside of me.
“Yeah, baby. I’m big. And I know exactly what to do with it and I know exactly how to get you ready for it.” His muscles ripple as he walks over to me and my pussy throbs with anticipation.
Bo wraps me in his arms and pulls me into another demanding kiss. His dark skin is hot and I push myself into him. When he runs one of his hands to my body and forces it between my legs, my body shakes. I know he’s about to find out just how turned on I am, and it makes me a little embarrassed.
“Fuck, baby! You sure aren’t shy anymore.”
I moan loudly as his fingers dance between my slick folds and tease at my clit. He leaves his mouth down on mine again and I eagerly suck at his tongue on and pull his body closer to mine, grinding down on his fingers when he slides them inside of me and strokes me like a master. I swear it feels like I’m going to come at any second, just from this.
“Take me to bed,” I gasp, grinding down on his fingers. My whole body is aflame with sheer lust, and I really need to come.
“Slow down, baby. We’ve got all the time in the world.” Bo slides his fingers out of my hot pussy and I whimper from how strong the need is inside of me. “Let me explore this body of yours. I promise that waiting will be worth it.”
I bite my lip to stop myself from screaming, then I moan when I feel his hands sliding over my pale skin and squeezing my curves. For the first time since my last pregnancy, I don’t feel apprehensive about being naked in the light and having a man touching my heavy body. With Bo, he’s making me feel like I really am desirable.
“Damn, woman. Your tits are spectacular!” He lowers his head to one of them, and starts sucking at my nipple, his tongue forceful and rough as he sucks.
“Holy shit!” I move my hands and pull his head, and look down at him as he works on my breasts. He looks up at me and his dark eyes bore into mine and it feels incredibly erotic to keep eye contact with him as he sucks on my nipples. His hands don’t stop moving around my body and he’s driving me even more crazy.
Bo lavishes attention on my body, and it unlocks something fierce inside of me. He’s touching places on my body that I close my eyes to. I don’t even look at my body when I take a shower and I certainly don’t look at my naked body in a mirror. But Bo is touching me in a way that shows me just how much he likes my body. It makes me feel lightheaded in the best possible way.
“Go and lean against the wall,” Bo commands as he stands up in front of me. Goosebumps prick at my skin from the sheer proximity of this beautiful black man.
I do as he says, excited about what will come next. The wallpaper of the hotel room is bumpy against my back. Bo steps close to me and runs his large, dark hands over my skin. I push my body into his, shivering in anticipation and his thick, black cock pressing against my stomach. My pussy aches to feel him inside of me, to feel him filling me up.
Bo kneels in front of me and puts my right leg over his shoulder.
“I feel like I’m going to fall!” I press my arms against the wall and try and steady myself.
“I’ve got you. You’re not going to fall.” Bo’s voice is deep and sure. “Just relax.”
He begins kissing my thighs and the bottom of my stomach. I lean hard against the wall, shuddering with each new kiss on my body. Bo wraps an arm around me and it feels like I’m being anchored. I look down at both and watch him, and then I cry out when he lowers his head between my legs and his tongue slides through my wetness and teases my clit.
“Oh my God!” His tongue feels amazing! He sucks and teases at my clit, and I swear I’m going to come so fast. Bo’s sucking is hard and I can barely catch my breath between moaning.
I reach up and massage my breasts, pinching my nipples. I can’t help but grind down on Bo’s mouth as he eats at my pussy.
“Holy shit!”
I look across the room when I hear Murray’s voice and see his hand working on his dick as he watches Bo and me. The look of lust and excitement in his eyes sends me over the top and then I’m coming, so hard, on Bo’s tongue. My body quakes and pleasure explodes through every atom of my being, over and over again. My knees go weak, but Bo’s arms wrapped around me tightly and he doesn’t let me fall.
Bo gently takes my leg and places my right foot on the floor. Looking down at him and seeing his lips and glistening with my juices makes me want him even more. It’s hot seeing a man marked like that.
“You are incredibly sexy when you come,” Bo says as he stands up. He pulls me close to him and all of my hair stands on end when he lowers his mouth to mine and I can taste myself on his lips and on his tongue. I kiss him back with the fierceness that surprises me, but I let myself go. This isn’t something I’ve ever done before, but now it seems natural and sexy.
“I want more! But first I want to suck your dick.” I lick my lips and reach down and find his cock with my hands, and a sound like a squeak comes out of me when I feel just how big and thick he is. My eyes widen in disbelief when I look down – he’s nearly as big as my forearm…and my forearm isn’t small!
“Take all the time you want, baby. Don’t rush yourself.” Bo stands with his legs apart and puts his hands on his hips, proudly showing off his stupendous, muscular body and his gigantic black cock.
Never taking my hands from his hot skin, I slide down to my knees in front of him and lick and kiss the head of his mahogany cock. He tastes deliciously salty and his cock twitches and jumps as I try to stretch my lips around him. It takes a few tries, but eventually I can take part of him in my mouth. I suck as hard as I can and I massage his cock with my tongue, trying to figure out exactly what he likes.
Bo pushes deeper into my mouth and I choke because he fills my mouth so completely that it’s hard to breathe. Spit spills out of my mouth as I bob my head on Bo’s thick cock. He groans and I can feel his body shaking as I lick and suck him off. I use one hand to pump his cock, because he’s so big there’s no way that I can take all of him in my little mouth.
“Damn!” Pushes me away, roughly, and I wonder if I’ve done something wrong. I look up at him, with spit and pre-cum, dribbling out of my mouth and down my chin. I wipe the wetness from my chin with my fingers, then slowly suck my fingers as I look up into Bo’s dark eyes.
“Do I need to do that differently?”
Bo’s laugh is rich and it feels our hotel room. “Wanda, that felt fucking amazing. But I don’t want to blow my load in that pretty sweet mouth of yours. I want to fuck your tight pussy and come deep inside of you.”
“Good,” I say, feeling bold. “Because I really want to get fucked by you. My pussy is aching for you.”
“That’s exactly what I like to hear,” Bo says, reaching a hand out to me and helping me to stand up.
Standing up, I run my hands over his dark skin. The more I have of him, the more I want. I want to do everything with him. I’m past feeling guilty or shy about this – I feel greedy.
“Tell me what to do.”
“What do you want to do?”
I bite my lip. I know it’s nothing particularly dirty, but it’s not something I’ve ever done with Murray, because he doesn’t like it. He always says that he wants to look in my eyes when we make love, but sometimes I want to get fucked from behind and lose myself in the physical pleasure, not just the intimate pleasure.
“I want you to fuck me doggy style.” I crawl up on the bed on my hands and knees and wiggle my ass at him.
“That is an offer I will definitely accept.”
In a flash, Bo is behind me and I can feel the heat emanating off of his body. He rubs his thick cock through my juices, and it makes me groan in anticipation. There is nothing that can stop me from fucking him. Even if Murray asked me to stop, I couldn’t do it. We’ve gone too far already, and there’s no way I can walk away from Bo unless we finish this.
I grind down on to Bo’s cock, and I scream a little when he pushes inside of me. He is so fucking big! Bo holds my hips and thrusts shallowly into me, a little deeper with each thrust. Faster than I imagined, I feel my body stretching out for him, so that I can take all of his long, glorious cock. I bounce my hips up and down onto him, eager for more and more.
“Go deeper!” I gasp, wiggling my hips and trying to take more. He’s not moving very fast and I feel like he’s holding back.
But I need more. So bad, I need more.
And Bo grabs my hips, and then he plunges deep in my wet pussy over and over again. I scream over and over, because it feels so good when he hits my g-spot with each stroke and because he’s so big that it hurts.
“Oh my God! That feels… Oh my God!” My hands grasp at the sheets so that I can try and hold on. My body is quaking and moving in a way that it never has before. Another orgasm is rising up inside of me and it scares me because it is so powerful. I can feel all of my nerve endings coiling up and preparing to explode.
“Fuck! Your pussy feels so good! I’m not going to be out to last much longer,” Bo gasps, his breathing horse and uneven.
He plunges deep inside of me, but doesn’t withdraw. I buck against him, moving my hips as much as I can and rubbing my g-spot against his thick, black cock. My breasts sway low and my nipples roughly rubbing against the bed sheets in the sensation drives me even wilder.
“Fuck me hard! Keep it all to me!” I scream. He feels so good and I need my next orgasm so bad.
“Fuck!”
But then Bo withdraws from me and it’s an exquisite torture. What the hell just happened?
“Get on top. I want to watch those magnificent tits as you ride my cock.”
Bo moves away from behind me and lays down on the bed next to me. His cock is bouncing and I waste no time moving over to him and straddling his hips.
“Like this?” I ask, reaching down and wrapping my fingers around his massive cock. I rub the head of his cock through my juices, teasing him and teasing me, too.
Bo closes his eyes and groans so loudly that I swear the people in the room next door must be able to hear him.
“Don’t tease me, woman.” He says, a growl in his voice as he grabs onto my hips and tries to push them downward.
I slide his black cock into my pussy and I cry out from how good it feels. I reach for his hands and lace my fingers through his and use his arms to brace myself as a rock back and forth, faster and faster and harder. I can feel my boobs swaying and swinging from how forcefully I’m moving, but I don’t care. All that I care about is Bo’s cock and my next orgasm.
Bo‘s body bucks and shakes below mine and I ride his cock harder and faster, grinding my hips down into his and taking all of him deep inside of me so that he fills me up lately. His balls tickle at my ass as I ride him.
I start moaning louder and louder, as my orgasm starts to overflow inside of me. Explosions of pleasure are going off in every nerve ending in fiber of my body. I collapse onto his chest as I work my hips over his cock, my pussy clenching and his cock, trying to milk it.
“Come with me! I can’t wait any longer!” I cry out, my body shaking over him.
A primal sound comes out of Bo and he grabs my ass and pounds up into me hard and faster than before and it makes me gasp and see stars. My body trembles as I ride my orgasm and I feel Bo come deep inside of me and fill me up with his creamy come.
“That was amazing,” I gasp, trying to catch my breath. This all feels so unreal, but it also feels so much better than I ever imagined. Murray was right about me needing to do something new so that I can find myself again. I’m totally not self-conscious about my body anymore!
I look over to Murray and the look on his face is one of pure joy in admiration. I look at him and mouth the words thank you and I love you so much. What we do behind closed doors, it’s no one’s business but our own.
I roll over and look into Bo’s dark eyes and run my hand along his jaw.
“Are you ready for more? Because I want more!”
Bo chuckles and gives me a big smile, then kisses me slowly on my mouth.
“Baby, I can go all night. Every night.”
Excitement bubbles up in me and I look at Murray and smile at him again. This is such a wonderful gift that he’s given me, and I’m going to take full advantage of it.
“Then let’s get down to it.”
~~




HER SECRET HUNGER

“That was great,” Toby says, rolling off of me.
“Yeah,” I respond, dutifully curling up next to him and stroking his chest.
Sure, the sex we just had was good, but it’s been a long time since we’ve had earth-moving, can’t-walk-for-days-after sex. We’ve been together seven years now, and I guess I have the seven-year itch. It’s not that I want to leave Toby – not in the slightest! – but it’s more that I need something new, something that really makes my toes curl. We’ve fallen into a sexual rut and I don’t know how to ask for something different, something more, without wounding Toby.
My best friend, Meg, says I just need to be open with Toby and talk to him, but…I don’t know. He’s had a rough time with work recently and it just seems like it would be piling negativity on him, so I’ve bit my lip and not said anything.
“I love you, Joyce.” Toby says, reaching out with one arm and turning off the bedside lamp.
“Love you, too.” I tilt my head up and kiss him, then close my eyes to get some sleep.
“Joyce!” The exasperation in Toby’s voice is so thick I can practically feel it pushing through the air and pummeling against my body.
“I’m sorry,” I say. I didn’t mean to forget that I’d promised to make his favorite dinner tonight, but I barely slept last night. I tried, but my anxiety about our marriage shot up and kept me up most of the night. It was difficult enough to make it through the day at my own job, that it felt like an achievement not to fall asleep on the subway home. I don’t even remember the walk from the subway back to our apartment, but I clearly also forgot to stop at the grocery store and buy the makings for Chicken Piccata.
“Look. I’m sorry I snapped,” Toby’s voice is gentler. “You’ve been distracted lately. What’s going on?”
I freeze and my nerves ratchet up. I’ve been hoping Toby hasn’t noticed how I’ve been, like how most men don’t pick up on subtle things. Part of my wants to curse that he’s noticed, but the other part of me is actually happy he’s paying attention and that he did notice.
“I…” I don’t even know how to say what I feel.
“Joyce, honey. What’s wrong?” Toby comes over to me and pulls me into a hug. His concern and caring make me want to cry, because I just know that once he knows what’s going on, he’s going to be hurt and he’ll shut down emotionally.
“You know I love you, Toby, right?”
“Yes,” he says, drawing out the word. He cringes back slightly, like he’s preparing for really bad news.
I take a deep breath. “It’s… Well, it feels like our sex life has been,” I pause, my eyes falling away from Toby. “It feels like it’s stale. I haven’t felt that zip-zing spark in months…maybe a couple of years.”
I brace myself, waiting for Toby to explode.
“I’m sorry, Joyce. I know what you mean. I’ve been scared to talk about it, too.”
“Really?” This is so not the response I was expecting! I look at him and he’s obviously not joking. The look on his face is of concern, not entrapment or anger.
“Yeah. I don’t know what the solution is, though. Do you have any ideas?”
I bite my lip and look away, twisting my hands in my lap. Just the idea of saying what I’ve secretly been thinking, it fills me with so much fear. It’s one thing for Tommy to agree that we’re having problems, but what will he say when he realizes what I’ve been fantasizing about?
“Joyce, honey. You can tell me,” he says, grabbing my hands and holding them gently. His fingers stroke my hands and it sends waves of tenderness and desire through me. He hasn’t touched me like this in ages.
But tenderness isn’t what I’ve been fantasizing about.
“Well,” I say, stalling. “I want to get fucked by another man.”
“Girl, that took some balls. Good for fucking you!” Meg yells, holding up her cocktail for me to clink mine against.
I clink my glass against hers and take a long drink of my Long Island Iced Tea. The alcohol burns as I swallow it, but I need something to help me relax. Plus, I really want to get drunk. It’s been a week since my conversation with Toby and things have been really stilted between us.
“I don’t know, Meg. Every time I’ve tried to bring the subject back up, he just shuts down and won’t talk. I’m scared I really fucked things up.”
“Joyce. It’s better if you know now. Sex is so important. If you’re not happy in bed, it’s going to be a cancer that eats through the rest of your marriage. Look what happened to my parents.”
I shudder, remembering how nasty Meg’s parent’s divorce was. They stayed together until their children got through college, then divorced. No one had realized how much they didn’t love each other. Her father, of course, went and married his practically teenage secretary, but her mom is still single. Even though her mom hadn’t been happy, it’s like she’s forgotten how to be happy or how to find happiness. Nothing Meg and her siblings have done has been able to help.
“Yeah, I know. I just thought that he would at least talk to me, even if he said Hell Fucking No.”
“What did you expect?”
“Honestly, I thought he’d be down with it. It seemed like he really wanted to work through things, but… Damn, Meg. I always thought sex wasn’t that important. I thought the relationship you had with your husband was more important than sex, that marriage didn’t have to include the best sex of your life.”
“Oh, Joyce.” Meg shakes her head sadly, her eyes wide in disbelief. She motions to the waitress. “We’re going to need more drinks.”
I watch Meg, wondering how my single friend seems to know more about relationships than I do. It’s true that I married my college sweetheart, but doesn’t being in a long-term-relationship-turned-marriage mean more than having a string of short-lived relationships?
When our fresh drinks arrive, delivered by a perky blonde waitress who has surely has more and better sex than I ever have, I take a long drink.
“Joyce, darling. Being married should not involve compromising your sex life. Sure, you want someone you like and is a good match for you outside of the bedroom, but you can’t discount how important sex and physically connection are to a relationship. I mean, I love you and we’re best friends, but I don’t want you as my wife. It’s a different kind of connection. Who wants to be married to just a friend? That’s not a marriage, that’s having a roommate you occasionally have mediocre sex with.”
I suck down my drink as I listen to Meg’s theories about relationships.
Painful emotions rise up in me as I listen to Meg. Everything she says keeps making more and more sense, especially for why things are rough with me and Toby. I do love him more than anything in the world, but…our sex life sucks, and really, really not in the good way.
“I hear what you’re saying, but this all still scares the shit out of me. What if Toby says no? What if he wants a divorce? I mean, I’ve just told him that he isn’t enough for me sexually and I desperately want to fuck another man!” I drain another cocktail and raise my hand to catch the waitress’ attention for refills. The alcohol is numbing the wild surge of emotions I’ve been feeling, but I’m still emotionally overwhelmed. I can’t decide if telling Toby was the right thing or the really, really wrong thing to have done.
But, it’s done and I have to live with the consequences.
“You’ll be okay. You know that Joyce, right? Whatever happens,” Joyce says as our Uber driver pulls up in front of my house, “whatever happens, you’ll get through this. I’ll do whatever is necessary to help you.”
“I love you Meg.” I twist and give her a big hug.
“Call me if you need me. Don’t worry if you wake me up.”
I smile and step into the street outside my house. Our home. There’s a light on, which means Toby is waiting up for me.
Fuck.
I’m a little bit drunk and I’m not sure I can deal with it if Toby is mad at me or rejects the proposition I made. It’s been a few days since our conversation and we’ve barely spoken to each other. He’s made a point of being gone a lot and when we’ve both been home, we’ve avoided each other. He’s been sleeping in the guest room.
Taking a deep breath, I walk up toward the house.
“Dammit!” I scream, only just stopping myself from falling face-first onto the stone steps up to our front door. I look down and see my heel, now broken, lying in the grass. Leaning against the handrail, I kick off my other shoe, because I don’t trust my balance enough to pick up the shoe that nearly broke my ankle.
Limping up the stairs, I shove the front door open, then immediately shuffle to the living room and collapse on the couch. It’s dark in here and I seriously consider just sleeping on the couch. It’s not like Toby would notice…
In the end, I tiptoe as quietly as possible into our bedroom, and curl up on my side of the bed. I long to curl up with Toby, to feel the warmth and familiarity of his body against mine, but I’m too scared to touch him.
I wake up, Toby’s arm wrapped around me. Even though my head aches with a vicious hangover, I smile and relax a little as I open my eyes.
“You awake?” Toby asks.
“Just,” I say, trying to stifle a yawn. “Are we okay?” I wasn’t even going to ask this so baldly, but even through the fug of my hangover, this is the one thing that I need the answer to before anything else. The thought of losing Toby scares me beyond words. Our marriage definitely needs some work and care, yet it’s not something I want to just throw away. He can’t be replaced.
Toby’s arm pulls me tighter to him.
“Yes. We need to talk, though.”
I nod and let relief wash over me as the length of his body presses against mine. We are safe.
“Breakfast, first? I really need some coffee.”
“Sure.”
Toby talks first after we finish breakfast. We both ate in silence, not quite meeting each other’s eyes.
“I’m sorry I yelled at you,” he says, his green eyes finally meeting mine.
“You really don’t have to apologize,” I say quickly. “I know it must’ve been a big surprise and I know that I could’ve handled it better.”
“Joyce, please.” Toby reaches across the breakfast table and grabs both of my hands in his, and squeezes them lightly. “There is no way that I ever would have responded to what you said and not gotten mad.”
“So where does that leave us?” I ask, terrified that Toby is going to end our marriage.
Toby takes a deep breath and pulls his hands back to him. “We need to figure out how to make our marriage work. I’m open to discussing what you feel that you need.”
I gasp in surprise at what Toby says. I’ve been assuming the worst was going to happen.
“I still love you. I’ve never stopped loving you. I need for you to know that.”
“I know that, yes.”
There’s a look in Toby’s eyes that I don’t know how to read and I’m not sure if I can believe him. I want to believe him, but I know that what I want is going to put a strain on our marriage.
Taking a deep breath, I reach across the table, my palms up as I ask for him to put his hands in mine.
“I love you and we have a good sex life, but I need something more. I need to be able to sleep with other men. How do you feel about that?”
Toby opens and closes his mouth a few times before he actually responds. Waiting to hear what he has to say is an exquisite kind of torture. So much hangs in the balance of our marriage and for my life, and I honestly don’t know how Toby will respond. Each second that goes by, before he responds, has me beating myself up over saying anything and convincing myself that my marriage is about to end.
“How would this work?”
“Well, it can work in a lot of ways. First, I would never do anything without your knowledge and without your consent. Second, if you wanted to watch or if you wanted to participate, that would be okay.”
“You mean you want to have a threesome?” Toby’s eyes flare a little bit and something new, like maybe excitement, spark inside of them.
“Yes, that is one of the things that I want to try. It’s not the only thing, though. Sometimes I just want to sleep with another man, one-on-one.”
“But how does this work? Are you talking about having a boyfriend on the side? Or are you just going to randomly pick someone up in a club or a bar sometime?”
“No, nothing quite like that. I don’t have any interest in broadcasting the details of our personal life. What I have in mind is a membership to this club that I’ve heard about. It’s called Covet and it’s a club for swingers. There are confidentiality agreements and everyone is there for the same purpose, so there are no misunderstandings and everyone understands that what happens there is temporary, that what happens there is just for pleasure.”
Toby runs his hand through his light hair as he stares at me.
“This is a lot to take in.”
“If you want to try sleeping with somebody else, too, that’s also okay. I understand if you would want to do that. I’m not asking to do something that I wouldn’t say yes to you also doing.”
“Joyce, I have no desire to sleep with any other woman, ever. The thought has never crossed my mind and I don’t intend on changing that preference.”
“So, what do you think?” My stomach is clenched with nerves and I keep worrying that I’m about to lose my breakfast because of the stress that I feel.
“I… I think it’s okay. I can’t say that I like this idea, but I like less the idea that you are not happy in our marriage in with our sex life. And I want you to be happy.”
Tears of relief and happiness fall heavily from my eyes, and I rush over to Toby and kneel beside him.
“Thank you for understanding,” I say, clasping his hands and looking up into his face. This outcome is so much better than anything I could have imagined! I’m still nervous as hell about all of this, but my love for Toby has only increased that he’s supportive of trying something new. “I really am happy with you and want to continue our marriage. I also don’t have any intention of leaving you.”
Toby chuckles as he pulls into the parking lot at Covet.
“Sweetheart, I think you’re more nervous than I am. I’ll get you a vodka tonic as soon as we’re inside. If you don’t relax a little, you’re not going to enjoy this as much.”
“Is it that obvious?” I ask, shaking my hands, trying to dispel some of the nerves that are overwhelming me. “And how is it that you’re more calm about this than I am?”
“Maybe I’m just better at hiding my apprehensions,” he says, putting the car into park, then leaning over and giving me a long kiss. My heart flutters and races, and while his kiss definitely calms my nerves a little, it raises a different kind of excitement in me. “And maybe I’ve come to think that seeing my wife fuck another man could be incredibly sexy.”
I look at Toby in question how well I actually know him. I never imagined that the man I’m married would be open to sharing me with another man, much less be excited about the idea of watching me fuck another man. It’s disconcerting, to say the least, though I suppose it just means that we have so much more to learn about each other and so much more room to grow in our marriage.
“They weren’t kidding about maintaining privacy,” Toby says, once were standing in line at the bar after checking our coats.
“Everything I’ve heard about this place,” I say, fidgeting and adjusting my dress, “makes it seem like privacy and security are extremely important to the owner of this place. They want a place for adults to have fun – kind of like an adult playground – but they also wanted to be a safe place. Considering what’s involved here, I think it’s pretty awesome.”
“What’s awesome, Joyce, is you. I have to admit it’s that how you feel was a surprise to me, but I’m glad you talked to me. And I wasn’t kidding when I say that I’m on board with watching you with another man.”
Even though we’re doing this because I instigated this, I’m still really nervous. I know it’s the twenty-first century, and neither Toby nor I are prudes, but…this still feels all sorts of wrong to do. It’s also a little scary to think about the possibility that even though we’re a good match in every other way, that not matching up sexually could be a dealbreaker for our marriage. Toby says, now, that he’s okay with this, but what if he changes his mind once he sees me with another man? What if he starts feeling inadequate, and then our marriage dissolves? I couldn’t bear to lose Toby!
But, we’re here now, so I guess there’s nothing to do but see where the night ends up. It’s possible that nothing happens between me and another man tonight, but honestly, that is not the outcome that I want. It’s not the outcome that I need.
A gorgeous blonde woman comes up to me and pulls me into a hug.
“Oh, darlin’. You look so nervous! This must be your first time. Am I right? Or am I right?”
I stare at her and simply nod. I’ve never seen such a beautiful woman up close. Being rendered speechless is completely new for me!
“Well, you two are in for a mighty fine time tonight, let me tell you!” The blonde talks to us for a few minutes and it goes a long way toward soothing my nerves. She makes it seem like what goes on in the club is completely mundane and not unusual at all. “Now you just go and mingle, and when you find that person that flips your switch, you just tell them and then go and have all the fun that you can stand. I look forward to seeing you two again!”
The blonde turns and walks away, leaving a trail of spicy perfume in her wake.
“Who was she?” Toby finally asks, his mouth hanging open.
“I… I have no idea. She seems like a force of nature.”
“You can say that again. She’s right, you know. You do need to go and talk to someone, if you’re going to sleep with someone, Joyce,” Toby says, lightly teasing me. I still don’t understand how he’s not as much as or more nervous than I am!
Pretending that I’m more confident than I am, I leave it to be behind and go into the happy crowd of people. It seems like everybody knows everyone else, and I get a rush of the feeling of being the new girl in school. There are so many sexy men here, but I don’t know how to choose. I may be new at this, but I’m guessing this requires a little bit more grace then walking up to a man and saying hey, wanna fuck?
I stroll through the crowd, looking at everyone in seeing who catches my eye and whose eyes I catch. I feel frustrated and disappointed, when I circled the room and haven’t found anybody to talk to. I don’t know why I feel so shy, because I’m not really, but there’s something about this that is so intimidating.
I turn and look for Toby in the crowd. A sense of defeat washes over me as I consider returning to him and say that I didn’t find somebody.
“I’ve watched you walk around this room as if you’re looking for someone,” a deep voice whispers into my ear, from behind me. There’s something about his voice that sends shivers across my skin. “I hope you’re looking for me.”
I bite my lip as I turn to face this mystery man. And I am so not disappointed. With his muscular body and his deep chocolate skin, this man is more than I had even fantasized about. There’s a playful smile on his thick lips and I find myself wanting to suck at his lips, to nip them with my teeth.
“I was looking for somebody, yes,” I say, slowly moving my eyes over his body. My clit pulses with need when I discovered that his body looks just as perfect as his face. This is definitely a man I could fuck.
“And did you find you’re looking for?” The man says, taking a slow step so that there is less than an inch between our bodies. I feel the heat emanating of his body and his musky cologne, and my body is suddenly overwhelmed by desire for this man.
“I do think so,” I smile, reaching up and touching his chest with my hand, feeling the muscles beneath his silk shirt. “Are you looking for somebody?”
The man chuckles and smiles at me again. “I was, indeed.” He reaches behind me and grabs my ass, pulling me towards him. I instinctively grind my pussy against him, desperate to take this man to a room or a hallway or somewhere so that we can fuck.
“That sounds like we both found what we’re looking for. Now how about you take this someplace more private and then fuck my brains out.”
The man’s eyes flare slightly, but he never stops smiling or grabbing my ass. He grinds his cock into my stomach and he feels bigger than anything.
Without saying another word, the man raises his hand from my ass to my lower back, and guides me through the crowd toward two different hallways. He leads me down one and all I can see several rooms, but none of them have doors. Some of the rooms are already occupied, with two or three or four people, and other people watching the people who are fucking.
It’s an incredible turn on to catch glimpses and to hear these strangers fucking in the rooms that we pass.
We go into the next empty room. I turn to look at the man I’m with, realizing that I don’t know his name and, if I’m honest with myself, that I really don’t care. I smile at him, but my eyes roam over his body, excited to see him without his clothing.
“Take off your clothes,” he demands. He’s already taking off his shirt and unbuckling his pants.
“You don’t have to ask me twice,” I tease, quickly slipping out of my dress and kicking my heels toward the wall. I tug off my thong and the man comes over and unclasps my bra for me. As he takes it off, he lowers his head and sucks on my nipples.
“Oh, fuck, that feels amazing,” I moan, holding his head and pressing my tits into his face. He’s looking and sucking at my nipple and it’s driving me wild. He moves one of his hands down my taut stomach and buries his dark, thick fingers deep into my pussy.
“Damn! You’re gushing,” the man says, a hint of awe in his voice.
“I’m horny and ready to be fucked,” I say, abandoning all pretense and just being direct. “It’s been a long time since I’ve been thoroughly fucked. I want you to fuck me so hard that I can’t walk properly for three days afterward.”
The man looks at me and chuckles, raising his eyebrow.
“You sure know what you want, don’t you?” He plunges his fingers deeper into my pussy, swirling them and stroking my g-spot, and making me gasp and moan. He stroking me like he’s done it a thousand times before, as if he just knows how to best to touch my body and bring me pleasure.
“Is that a problem?” I moan, closing my eyes and tilting my head back as another wave of pleasure rushes through my body and sets my nerve endings on fire.
“Absolutely not. Now stop talking and get up on the bed on your hands and knees, and stick your ass in the air.”
I crawl onto the bed and feel more exposed than I have in a long time. It’s a thrilling to be doing this and it hits me again, like a sledgehammer, but I’m about to fuck a man who isn’t my husband. I can hear the man behind me, breathing heavily. He crawls on the bed behind me and then I can feel his broad and muscular body over mine, the springy hairs on his chest tickling my back.
“Are you ready to get fucked?”
“I’ve been ready since…”
Something that sounds like a scream leaves my mouth. I can’t finish the sentence because a man has already plunged balls deep into my aching pussy. He’s so big that it hurts to have him so deep inside of me. But he starts moving his hips slowly, and pretty soon I can feel myself stretching out to the size of his massive cock.
My fingers gripped the sheets on the bed and I start bouncing my hips so that I can stretch out my pussy for him and to invite him to fuck me, harder and faster.
“Fuck! Your pussy is so small and so tight! If I’m not careful, I’m not going to last very long.”
He reaches around and starts fingering my clit with two of his big fingers, and it drives me wild. My breathing is fast and shallow, and my body bucks against him taking as much of him deep into my pussy as I can and then riding his fingers.
I can already feel an orgasm building deep from within my body.
“Fuck me hard,” I demand, bouncing my hips and grinding them against him so that his full massive cock is deep inside of me. I can feel him bouncing against my cervix, and I know that’s hurt for days to come. But this is exactly what I need what I want, and I don’t care if it hurts a little.
“Are you ready? I’ve been holding back,” the man says, grabbing my hips as he quickens his pace. He pulls almost all the way out of me and then pauses for a moment, and my body screams because it misses his cock so much.
“Don’t tease me! Please,” I say, not even caring that I can hear a little bit of whining in my voice, “fuck me. Don’t hold back. Give me all of your glorious cock.”
The man slaps my ass, hard, three times and my body becomes even more sensitive. He grabs my hips in his hands and then he pounds his cock deep inside of me like a jackhammer, his balls slapping my body. It feels so good to be fucked so hard and so deeply that it takes me a moment to realize how loud I’m screaming.
“Damn! I’ve got a check this out,” I hear a distant voice say. I suddenly remember that there isn’t a door on the room and I realize that some stranger is about to watch this strange black man fucking me. It turns me on even more, especially since I will be able see that man’s face. My body starts instinctively squirming and bucking up against his cock, at a frantic pace. I want to fuck him for as long as possible, but my orgasm is building up so strong and so fast inside of me that I’m not going to last very much longer.
“Oh, Jesus!” I scream when the man plunges his thumb deep into my ass. I’ve never had anything in my ass before, and I can feel my ass clenching his thumb so tightly. My body moves as if I’ve been electrocuted and I don’t have any control over my body any longer.
My body collapses onto the bed, and I’m still gripping the sheets in my hands, trying to hold on as my body moves around from being pounded into so hard by this man’s big cock. I scream as my body lights up and I come harder and faster and sooner than I wanted to. My pussy gushes and clamps on his cock as he keeps on thrusting into me while I ride his cock and come all over him in a messy gush.
“We’re not finished yet,” the man says, slowing his pace but still thrusting deep inside of me. His voice is jagged and thick, and I can feel his body shaking as he rides me.
I nearly black out from how good his cock feels and from how powerfully I just came. Every nerve ending in my body feels like it’s amped up beyond what I thought was possible. There’s something so taboo about anonymous sex and about being watched, and it makes you want to keep on going, to put on a show for whomever might be watching us.
“Make me come again,” I beg, not wanting to stop fucking a man. I want to feel his massive cock deep inside of me for as long as possible.
“Hey, dude! You got to come and see these two.” It’s the voice of the man from the Hall, the one that I can’t see. “I’m nearly ready to blow my load just watching this slut get fucked like this.”
I can’t tell if this stranger fucking me is paying attention to this man, but he starts speeding up his pace again, pushing deeper inside of me, hitting my g-spot every time. I didn’t think I would have an orgasm building up inside of me so quickly after the first one, but that’s how my body is responding. I moan and thrust my hips up to him and his cock, and then I squirm around his cock bumping against him like a dog in heat.
I can’t get enough of this man. Getting fucked like this is exactly what I needed.
“Holy shit! That’s my wife!” I recognize Toby’s voice instantly and it both thrills me and makes me nervous to know that he’s watching this big black stranger fuck me senseless.
I can feel sweat dripping from a stranger onto me as he keeps pounding into me. His breathing is more uneven and I don’t think he can last much longer, even though I wish he could just fuck me for hours on end.
“I want you to come on my face in my tits!” I say, moaning as he plunges deep into me and doesn’t withdraw, and starts fingering my clit again and making another orgasm rises in me. This orgasm is stronger than the first one.
The man pulls out of me and there’s a wet pop when his cock slides out of me. My pussy immediately misses the feel of his thick, dark cock.
“Get on the floor and on your knees, slut!”
I scramble off the bed eager to have his dick in my mouth and for him to come all over me. I want to feel his spunk dripping down my face and onto my tits, and I want to taste it on my tongue.
I catch a glimpse of Toby as I get off the bed and then get onto my knees. His eyes are wide and his mouth is gaping open, as if this was much more than he ever expected to see. I can also see that he has a hard-on tenting his pants, and that makes me feel proud that he’s turned on by watching me with a black stranger.
“Suck me off!”
I grab the man’s enormous cock with my hands and pump him as I lower my mouth onto him. I lick and suck at him, tasting his pre-come mixed with my pussy juices, and it’s like an aphrodisiac. I squirm, my orgasm is still so close. I’m so desperate for release, but I want this stranger to feel as good as he’s made me feel. I bob my head on his cock, swirling my tongue around his luscious, dark dick, trying to take more of him into my small, pale mouth. He puts his hand on the back of my head and studies me, and then starts fucking my face, hard. I reach down with one of my hands and start fingering myself fast and rough.
“Look at her take his cock!” The guy in the hallway says, his voice full of awe. “I wish my wife was like that!”
The dark stranger makes me choke and gag as his cock goes deeper into my mouth and starts going down my throat. His cock starts bouncing and shaking, and I can tell he’s about to come. The man grips my head tightly with both hands and then plunges his cock so deep in me that I choke and gag as he invades my mouth and throat!
The man slides himself out of my mouth fast and I pump him with my hands while I ride his fingers in my other hand. My next orgasm is so close and I’m whimpering from how good all of this feels and how exciting it is for my husband to be watching this. My hands flies up and down this man’s enormous dick and then he comes and his spunk starts spraying all over my face. I stick out my tongue and taste him and he keeps coming and spurting against me and I feel his spunk hitting my tits, and then sliding down my body. This is so amazing and it sends me over the edge and I’m screaming out again as I come hard and fast as I ride my fingers and gush my juices all over my hand and down my legs and onto the floor below me.
I open my eyes and glance toward the door and I can see Toby rubbing himself through his pants. It makes me sigh with relief and happiness when I see this because down that had a taste of another man, I know that this is only going to be the first time.
I need a lifetime membership to this club.
~~




LUST AT SEA

“Tommy! Wake up!” I scream when I open my eyes and realize what happened wasn’t a dream. I cough and wipe sand from my face as I sit up, wincing as I feel the sting of sunburn already on my skin. I look frantically out to the sea, our cruise ship nowhere in sight.
The cruise ship we were vacationing on must be at the bottom of the sea and now Tommy and I are stuck on this island in the middle of fucking nowhere. Looking down the beach, I see other people walking around, looking stunned, and stepping around the debris of the cruise ship we were on.
“Gina, what’s wrong?” Tommy murmurs, not really opening his eyes. I swear the apocalypse could happen and he’d sleep straight through it.
“Uh, open your eyes! We’re shipwrecked! That’s what’s wrong!”
“What?” Tommy opens his eyes and I watch the realization dawn on him, too. “Well, fuck.”
“Well fuck is right! What are we going to do?” I can’t help but feel hysterical. This was supposed to be the vacation that brought me and Tommy back together. Instead, we’ve been at each other’s throats. I’ve seriously been considering divorce, because we haven’t been on the same page in months. This cruise has been a last-ditch attempt to save our marriage. Yet with all the time to talk that we’ve had while on this cruise, you’d think we could have figured things out, at least a little bit, but we’ve completely ignored our issues. We haven’t even had a good fuck.
And now we’re stuck together on this island in the middle of wherever the hell we were.
Tommy sits up and looks around the beach.
“Are you okay?”
I nod and glance over my body again. “Just some bruises, I think. Nothing broken, thank God.”
“Good. We need to see who else made it and figure out what they know. Maybe someone has a satellite phone or something. And calm down, Gina. Freaking out isn’t going to help anything.”
I take a deep breath. Tommy’s right, thought I don’t want to admit it. But how in the hell am I not supposed to freak out to wake up and discovered we’re shipwrecked. This is not the vacation we signed up for! I keep hoping that I’m dreaming the most vivid, crazy dream, and that I’ll wake up, hungover and in Tommy’s arms, body deliciously sore from a night of marathon fucking, in our bed on the cruise ship.
We were supposed to be on our way to St. Lucia, in an effort to rekindle our marriage. We’ve been at each other’s throats for a while now, in large part because we both have demanding jobs and work too many hours and make too little time for each other. Tommy will want to relax, but then there are too many things that need doing. I’ll ask him to do something around the house or in the yard, and then he snaps. If he could have everything his way, he’d just sit in his man cave, popping beer after beer and watching sports all weekend.
Needless to say, I’ve felt neglected and it’s resulted in fights. We finally got to a point that we agreed to go on vacation and try and work things out, but then the weather got freakishly and unexpectedly bad, the cruise ship started sinking, and then I don’t really remember anything until waking up this morning.
“Have you talked to anyone yet?” Tommy asks as he gets up and stretches.
“No. I only just woke up, too. I don’t remember much after the boat started going down and in case you didn’t, either, I didn’t want you thinking I didn’t make it.”
“You didn’t need to worry about me.”
This is such classic Tommy. Instead of paying attention to me and making sure I’m ok, because hell-the-fuck-no, we’ve just been shipwrecked, he’s looking around at the other people down the beach. It’s like I don’t even matter.
“I’m going to see who else made it, see if I can find something out.”
“Hey, wait up!” I run after Tommy, who’s already walking down the beach. “I’ll go with you. I’d like to know these things, too.”
“Sure. Whatever.”
Unlike last night and the storm that landed us on this beach, the sky is mostly clear and the sun is already blazing down on us. I really hope someone has some sunblock, or I’m going to be burnt to a crisp in no time.
We make our way down the beach and toward where a group of people are standing around and talking. There is debris from the ship, but there isn’t time to see what anything is or if there’s anything that we really need.
Inwardly, I’m freaking the fuck out. But Tommy is so cool and calm, I try to restrain my emotions. The last thing we need right now to is to start fighting again. We need to focus on getting off this island.
“Hey!” Tommy yells and waves his arm when we start getting close to the group.
Several people turn toward us and wave back.
“What the fuck happened?” Tommy asks when we get to the group.
“Well, as I’ve told the others here,” a handsome older man in a torn white shirt says, “we got caught in a hurricane.”
“What?” My voice is shrill. “But it’s not hurricane season. Is it?” I realize I don’t actually know when hurricane season is, but I don’t want to sound like an idiot.
“Not really, no. We knew there was a storm coming, but this one just came up out of nowhere and knocked us clean out of the water.”
“You mean clean into the water,” someone in the group says, laughing.
“Well, yes,” the older man says, “you’re right on that point. In any case,” he turns back to Tommy and me, “I am, or rather was, the captain of the ship. Captain Shtupping, though you can call me Merrill. We’re all about to get well acquainted, I dare say.”
“Where are we?” Tommy asks.
“Well, not so sure about that,” Merrill says. “We got knocked off course a ways and the equipment went down a while before we did. With a storm like that, hard to know exactly where she took us.”
“Well, that’s fucked up.” Tommy mutters, looking toward the now-calm sea.
“Yeah,” Merrill says, sighing, “it is. The good news, is that I have a radio and I was able to get a short message out, but it could be a couple of weeks, or more, before help can arrive. There wasn’t enough battery to hear a response, but I do know I made contact. In the meantime, we need to pool our resources and skills, and make the best of everything. We can’t be sure when help will arrive.”
“If it arrives,” a blonde woman in the crowd says. “You keep saying help is on the way, but let’s be real. We should plan on being stuck here for a good long time. I know enough about this area to know there are countless little islands like this out here. Who here is important enough that people are going to launch a massive search party for? Huh?” She looks at everyone in turn, then crosses her arms over her chest. “That’s what I thought. Enough with this optimistic shit. We need to start a new life.”
“Now, now, Amelia.” Merrill looks at her with patience and a kindness that I find unexpected. “We don’t know that. You do have a point, that we should plan for the worst. I expect the best to happen, but we do need to figure out things until then.”
By the time Merrill is finished talking, he’s assigned everyone tasks and sent us on our way. It didn’t look like everyone wanted to cooperate with what Merrill tasked everyone to do, but people didn’t say anything, they just went in the direction they were told.
“We’ll see how long this lasts,” Tommy mutters as we walk along the beach.
We spend the next few hours searching the beach for suitcases and clothing.
“I sure hope someone finds some good food,” Tommy says, rubbing his stomach. “I could eat a fucking horse about now.”
“Hold on,” I say, running over to the tree line. I come back with some fruit and hand it to my husband. “I had a couple of these earlier. It’s not a steak dinner or anything, but it’s something to take the edge off. Hopefully there are wild pigs or something out there, and someone knows how to hunt.”
“Thanks,” he says, immediately devouring the sweet, ripe fruit.
I smile when I realize that’s the first positive thing he’s said to me in days. Maybe there is hope for us!
For the first few days on the island, things go fairly well.
But on the fourth day, arguments break out and Merrill can’t maintain control of the group.
By now, we’ve grown to a group of about twenty-five people. There are men and women, young and old, black and white and Asian. Tommy and I have gotten to know most of the people a little bit, but today, there was a rainstorm in the morning and most everyone got drenched…and right now the sun isn’t fully out and people are cold.
“I didn’t think it was ever cold in this part of the world,” Sally moans, shivering and trying to wrap a ripped crew uniform shirt around her tightly.
“It happens,” Merrill says. His voice is tight and the creases on his forehead show that his patience is starting to wear thin.
“Wyatt and DeAndre, do you have an update on the shelters?”
Merrill looks to two massively muscular black men. They were crew members on the boat. They both had experience in construction and were tasked with building the shelters. But then half of the shelters collapsed during the storm this morning.
“Man, not really. We don’t have tools. And we have been worked…to…the…bone. We know y’all are doing things, too, but we’re tired.”
“Dat’s right,” DeAndre agrees. He crosses his arms over his strong chest and nods his head. “We are done being y’alls construction team.”
“Guys, that’s not productive,” Merrill says, though I can hear the defeat in his voice. More than one person has slacked off on their tasks. People have been grumbling about some people doing more work, or more strenuous work, than others. No one has been able to reach a consensus about how to manage everything, because some people just can’t do some tasks, even if they want to.
“No,” DeAndre says. “Y’all treating us like your personal construction workers. The division of labor is not equal and we are done. From now on,” DeAndre cross his dark, muscular arms over his impressive chest, “if you want something from us, you’re going to have to pay for it.”
“But…how?” A sunburned man says, alarm in his eyes.
“I’m sure you’ll think of something,” Wyatt grins, looking at the sunburned man’s wife. “Bring us some pussy. Bring us some food. Bring us other supplies. And we’ll talk.”
The group of survivors disperses, everyone shivering and looking stressed.
Tommy and I go back to the little shelter we’ve built. It’s a flimsy little thing and it will surely fly apart if a strong wind hits the island, but right now it’s all we’ve got.
“Oh, honey! That’s fabulous!”
I lean over the little fire he’s finally got going and try to warm up a little. Yesterday, someone found some bags of clothing and we have a few more layers that we’re bundled into right now, but it’s still not enough against the chill of the stormy air.
The island isn’t that big, but a group of us walked around as much of it as we could and we couldn’t find anything other than the occasional wild animal. No people. No structures. No amenities at all. We’re on our own and it’s scary!
“Enjoy it while you can,” Tommy’s voice is grim. “We don’t have much wood left and we’re running low on matches, too. I should’ve been a Boy Scout when I was a kid. I’m sorry, Gina. I’m letting you down. You deserve better than this.”
“Oh, Tommy,” I say, pulling him close to me. “It’s not your fault.”
“It’s not just…this,” he waves his hand around, indicating the island. “It’s everything. I haven’t been a good husband lately and I know it’s been hard on you. I’m sorry. We get off this island, I swear on everything that I’ll be better to you. I’ll make more time for you, more time for us. Getting shipwrecked is reminding what’s important, and what’s important is you.”
“Tommy, baby,” I kiss Tommy, my tongue frantically trying to consume his. “I love you. Thank you. I’m sorry I’ve been difficult. I’ll also make an effort to improve our relationship.”
We sit by the fire, holding each other close, until the fire burns down. Then we make a pallet in our little shelter and fuck each other slowly. My emotions run so high, I actually cry when I come. We put all our clothes on, then hold each other tightly and fall asleep in each other’s arms.
I never thought the day would come that I’d not want to be on a sunny beach, Tommy at my side, but that day has come.
In the beginning, we were all in shock. We worked together for a little while, but we’ve all splintered off into smaller groups. Help is supposedly on the way, but the battery in the radio died a long time ago, so we don’t know if help will be here today or ten days from now or ten years from now.
Everyone is more than a little freaked out.
The only good thing is that Tommy and I have been getting closer and rediscovering each other. That’s what this vacation was supposed to be, though we never got to that point before the ship went down. Now, it feels like we’re falling in love all over again.
“How’s dinner coming?” I call out to Tommy.
“I know you’ll be surprised,” he laughs, “but it’s fish!”
Fish and fruit are pretty much all we’ve eaten in the last week. We had boar that one night, but no one has caught and killed another one, and it’s unlikely they’d share if they did.
“We’re doing okay out here, aren’t we?” I come up behind Tommy and hug his tanned body. “I found more of those berries you liked and I found more bananas, too.”
“Yeah, we are.” Tommy turns around and gives me a long kiss, and it lights up my heart and body.
A loud crash sounds behind us and we both jump up.
“What the?”
We watch as an enormous boar runs through the tree line and straight through our shelter, sending it to the ground.
“Do you have one of the spears?” I ask frantically, already imagining succulent, fatty, roast pig. My stomach rumbles at the thought of the savory meat.
“Fuck. No.” Tommy says. He starts running down the beach, trailing behind the boar. I know he’s trying to find someone to help him catch and kill the boar. We’re going to need a new shelter, especially since it’s been raining pretty consistently the past few mornings, but we’re going to need something to barter with. Wyatt and DeAndre have been strict about no help unless they’re given something.
I run after Tommy, my mouth watering as we watch the boar crash through the trees. The sand burns at the soles of my feet, but I don’t care. The prospect of boar for dinner is worth the pain!
People start coming toward Tommy and me, yelling and asking why we’re running. When they spot the boar, everyone scrambles for a weapon and starts running toward it. The boar veers and heads deeper into the trees, a ragtag group of us survivors chasing after it.
After the bright sun, I can hardly see anything in the shade under the trees. I keep pushing through, trying to catch up with Tommy, and hoping he’s the one to kill the pig. It would be awesome to have a currency that would get people to help us. Our shelter is so rickety, not to mention it would be nice to be able to barter for more clothes or more of the bottled water that Wyatt found and refuses to share.
Being stuck on a deserted island is tiring! Even though Tommy is getting better at catching fish, it seems like we have to work all day just so we can survive. Fishing, gathering fruit, gathering fire supplies, trying to find anything usable from the boat wreckage, trying to fortify our shelter, cooking. I want a break from all that, and the boar is our ticket to some leisure!
I hear a loud crash and then whooping and hollering, followed by a series of groans and some colorful swearing.
“What happened?” I yell.
And then I see.
Wyatt and DeAndre killed the boar. Of course they did. Ever since they split off from the rest of us, they’ve dominated everything. They’ve managed to build the best shelter, they eat the best (and most) food, they have other people working for them.
My stomach tightens in hunger and disappointment as I turn and head back toward the beach.
By the time I get back to our part of the beach and our shelter, I feel depressed. There are heavy, dark clouds on the horizon and it’s promising to be another night of rainfall, which means Tommy and I are going to get soaked. There’s no way our shelter can survive another storm.
“Fuck,” Tommy says, dropping down next to me. We sit and stare out at the sea. What would normally be a dream vacation is turning into a nightmare of denial. Denial of the luxury we paid for with the cruise ship. Denial of being able to not worry about anything. Denial of a good vacation.
“What are we going to do? Do you really believe Merrill when he says that help might be here within a week?”
Tommy looks at me like I’m an idiot. “I think he’s just saying that to keep people calm. There are a million islands out this way. How would anybody find us? The Coast Guard probably thinks the ship went down and no one survived. Hell, we’re probably not even in American waters, so the Coast Guard wouldn’t come for us, anyway. I think we’re fucked. I wouldn’t believe anyone could have survived that hurricane. Would you?”
I sigh and nod my head. “No, I wouldn’t. I just…I just keep hoping, you know? If this is our permanent life now…I don’t know if I can handle that!”
“I know, Gina, I know.”
Tommy scoots closer to me and wraps his arms around me. The tenderness of the gesture and the tenderness of his voice unleashes my emotions and I start sobbing. My body heaves and I cling to Tommy, still hoping against hope that this is some kind of nightmare and that I’ll wake up safe and sound on the cruise ship, and that we can have a good laugh.
“We’ll figure it out, babe. We will,” Tommy says, stroking my back. “There has to be a way to convince everyone that we’re better off working together, instead of fending for ourselves.”
I wipe my hand over my face, flinching when grains of sand scrape across my burnt skin.
“Gina,” Tommy sighs. When he rubs his hand across his forehead and through his blond hair, I know he’s nervous.
“Yeah?”
“There might be a…I don’t know if it’s a solution, but it’s an option. I think.” Tommy’s eyes dart down the beach, where a group of survivors are loudly arguing and pointing.
“What do you mean?
“Look. There’s a rumor going ‘round that those black guys, that they’re…bartering for stuff.”
“Yeah, so? I’ve heard that, too. It’s not a secret.” I sigh, feeling impatient. What does this have to do with anything? “We don’t have anything to barter with. We’re surviving on fish and fruit, just like nearly everyone else. Unless you’ve been scavenging and you’ve found a supply of booze or something, there’s nothing to offer them – especially for fresh meat.”
“Well,” Tommy says, making the word several syllables long. “We do, in fact, have something to offer. Or rather, you do.”
“I don’t understand.”
“They accept sex, for bartering.” Tommy looks at me, no smile on his lips, no laugh, no nothing. He’s serious. “We could really use some of that boar. You have to be as sick of the fish as I am and, maybe, maybe you could also barter for help building a better shelter. They practically have a house. We have no idea when the weather is going to turn, but it’s the Caribbean – the weather will eventually turn and it’ll be the rainy season.”
“But Merrill said…”
“Fuck what he said,” Tommy snaps. “We have no goddamn idea if he really made it through to anyone, much less whether or not help is on the way or if they even have an idea about where to find us. We have to figure out how to live on this island.” Tommy’s voice softens and he puts his hand on my arm. “Gina, we’re barely surviving, you and me. We need to do whatever is necessary, to survive. We need to figure out how to thrive. If we can do that, then we can get ahead.”
I stare at Tommy, stunned. The truth is, I’ve heard those rumors, too. In fact, I know they’re not rumors, because I talked to a woman who fucked Wyatt – she said he had a dick bigger than one of the monster bananas we’ve found on this island.
And I have to admit, I’ve been curious about them. I also have to admit I’ve been fantasizing about either (and both!) of them. While things are better between Tommy and me, I’m way overdue for some Grade A fucking. Of course I’ve never seriously considered sleeping with those guys, but…the truth is I’ve fantasized about using their bodies as a jungle gym and just getting fucked into oblivion.
“Say something, Gina. You’re scaring me. You’re looking at me with this serious and…weird…look on your face.”
“It’s a bit of a surprise, Tommy. It’s not every day a woman’s husband says ‘hey, sweetie, how about sleeping with a strange man?’ I’m not sure how you expect me to react.”
An image of roast boar pops into my mind and my stomach audibly growls. I haven’t told Tommy, because it wouldn’t do anything but start a fight between us, but I’m definitely sick of eating fish – and we haven’t even been here that long yet!
Tommy looks at my stomach. “Doesn’t an amazing meal sound great? I know you’re just as hungry as I am.”
“I am,” I say, rubbing my rumbling stomach. “But seriously? You’re ready to pimp me out to another man, just for some food? Or help with this ramshackle thing,” I add, waving my hand at the rickety shelter we have.
“At this point, yes. We need more than what we can do on our own.” Tommy’s voice snaps, but I recognize the tone of his voice. It’s exasperation and honesty.
“This vacation was supposed to be about us getting back to the way we were, to stop being at each other’s throats.” My voice is small and I tears prick at my eyes. “And now you want me to sleep with another man? I… Is this it, for us?”
Tommy sighs. “Gina, no. I love you and I always will. We’re just going through a rough patch and,” he says, looking down the beach and out to the sea, “it’s gotten rougher. Now more than ever, we need to band together and do whatever is necessary, both to survive and to live better here.”
“You still love me?” This is so not what I was expecting to hear.
“Of course I do! Why wouldn’t I?”
“It’s just… Everything has been so tough between us recently. We never have time for each other, we’ve fought a lot.”
“I’m sorry. I know I haven’t been a great husband.”
“Thank you,” I say, tears of gratitude and relief welling up in my eyes.
“Oh, honey. Don’t cry.”
“But… What about?” I look down at the beach Wyatt and DeAndre laughing and running around down the beach. “Do you really want me to…?” I can’t even say the words again.
Tommy is quiet, as if he’s considering changing his mind. In the end, he lowers his head and nods.
“I need you to do it. We need you to do it. We need some better food. You mentioned having them help with the shelter.” He reaches out and pulls me close to him, nestling his chin above my head. “You have to do what I can’t. Do it for us.”
I lean into Tommy’s chest, crying now. Crying at the relief of clearing the air between us and crying about having to break our marriage vows. It doesn’t matter that Tommy is requesting I barter sex for food and improved shelter. It doesn’t feel right to use my body as currency…but what other option is there?
“Okay.” I say, finally. “I’ll do it. But only if you promise you’ll still love me and you won’t ever hold it against me.”
Tommy gently puts his hand under my chin and lifts my head up, so that we can see eye to eye. “I’ll always love you. You’re only doing what we need to do, in order to survive. This is going to bring us closer together, because what you’re doing is going to make things better for both of us.”
“Well,” I say, sitting up straight and wiping the tears from my face. “I guess I better get cleaned up…as best I can, anyway.”
I make my way down the beach, alone, the hot sand pricking at the soles of my feet and the sun burning down. I walk slowly, part of me still hoping to wake up from the dream where my husband is on board with me fucking another man. Sure, if Wyatt or DeAndre says yes, it’ll mean we get some fresh boar and eat well for as long as we can make it last.
At the same time, desire and need coil tightly inside my body. I’d hope to have abundant and enthusiastic sex with my husband on this trip, but we never did, then the ship went down. We’ve had sex, here on the island, but it hasn’t been the same. It’s been all gentle.
And what I need is a good, thorough fucking.
I know I’m not the only woman on the island that’s lusted after Wyatt and DeAndre, because who wouldn’t? They each have a body that would make any woman weep. Tall, muscular, gorgeous. They’re not shy about checking out all the women and everything about them has oozed sexuality. The way their eyes linger on your body, you just feel these primal urges invade your body.
“Hey! How are you?” A sunburned redhead named Patricia calls out, waving at me.
I pause and walk over to her. She’s trying to do something with some fabric, but I can’t tell what.
“Okay, I guess,” I shrug. “Have you… Have you heard about doing…trades with Wyatt and DeAndre.”
Patricia’s eyes flare and she nods quickly. “Yeah, I have. Rosemary…traded…with them, for help building a shack to sleep in. Are you thinking about it?”
Knowing there’s no way anyone can keep a secret on this island, I nod, then glance down the beach to where I can see Wyatt and DeAndre pulling some kind of handmade raft onto the shore.
“What’s that?”
“Word has it they’re trying to build some kind of a boat. Right now, they’ve just got the raft. They’re determined to get off the island.”
“They’ll probably be the first ones to do so,” I say, wishing that Tommy was more useful with tools. He’s just a computer jockey for a tech company. Even though he said he knew how, it took him a couple of days to be able to build a fire on his own. “Anyway, I should get going. I’m really nervous, but Tommy and I really want some of the boar they caught.”
“Oh my God, yes! They’re already smoking it in a pit. They’ve got Merrill on guard, to make sure nobody tries to steal it.”
“Wish me luck,” I say, smiling tightly.
“I wish I was as brave as you!” Patricia says, giving me an encouraging smile. Hot cooked meat. Hot cooked meat.
“Hey,” I say as I approach Wyatt and DeAndre. My stomach is growling at the thought of boar meat and twisted in anticipation about fucking one of these guys.
“Yo. What’s up?” DeAndre says, tightening some rope on the raft.
“I… Well… I heard you were accepting…trades…for certain things.” I glance down at my feet, digging my toe down into the sand.
A rich burst of laughter comes from DeAndre’s mouth.
“Yo, Wyatt my man. Word is out on the island!”
I look over at Wyatt and he looks at me and licks his lips.
“Fuck yeah. I’m down for more pussy.”
“First,” DeAndre says, “what do you want?” He closes the distance between us and puts his large, dark hand under my chin and tilts my face up. “Tell DeAndre what he can do for you.”
“Meat. We want meat.”
“Oh, I done got meat,” DeAndre laughs, grabbing his cock and bumping his hips against me. His chest is bare and dark as ebony, his muscles gleaming from sweat. My pussy throbs just imagining how powerful he is, physically.
“I mean boar. We want some of the boar. We’re sick of fish and fruit.”
“Ahhhh. Whaddaya think, Wyatt?”
“Yeah. There’s plenty of boar and I know you need more pussy.”
“Got that right, homie. Come with me.”
“You mean right now?” I ask, flustered. I mean, part of me knew it would happen now, but part of me kinda hoped it would be later – later today, tomorrow.
“Dat a problem, girl?”
“No, no. Not at all,” I say, taking a deep breath and trying to calm my nerves. “Lead the way.”
“Yeah, thought so,” DeAndre smirks, then turns. He takes long, slow steps and I walk behind him, ogling the way the muscles move in his back. What have I gotten myself into?!
I gape at the shelter they’ve made for themselves. They’ve got big, heavy-duty rubber lifeboats for beds, filled with what looks like piles of pillowcases. They’re like DIY queen-size beds. It looks amazing. They’ve obviously done better at scavenging the wreckage than Tommy and I did.
“I…umm… I don’t really know how this works,” I say, feeling flustered. My mind is flooded with feelings of guilt, lust, hunger, and a very real desire to curl up in one of these beds and sleep for a week.
“First you’re going to show me your titties,” DeAndre sounds, his voice powerful.
I slip out of the shirt I have on and throw it on the ground. My full, pale breasts prick as the hot sun hits them.
“Fuck, those are some nice titties. Now take off the rest.”
Taking a deep breath, I unbutton my battered denim cutoffs and slide out of them, then push my black bikini bottoms down over my hips.
“Is this okay?”
I’ve never been really embarrassed about my body and I go to the gym often enough, but it feels like the stakes are so much higher now! I think I’m literally going to go crazy if we can’t get some of that boar!
“Fuck yeah, it’s okay.” DeAndre says, rubbing his dick through his shorts. “Now come over here and suck my cock.”
I do as I’m told and walk back over to him. I can’t help gasping as I get another look at his powerful, dark body. He’s more muscular than any man I’ve ever seen up close. I run my sunburnt hand over his ripped chest and abs, then smile up at him when I undo the button on his shorts and push them down his legs.
“Holy fuck,” I mutter, looking at his long, thick cock. It’s twitching against his thigh.
Desire burns through me in that instant. Sure, I feel guilty about cheating on Tommy, but we need the food and I desperately need to get fucked. Even if it’s just bartering, I need to feel fuckable and I need to feel the pleasure I get from making a man happy.
My knees dig into the sand and I open my mouth wide and take the tips of DeAndre’s cock in my mouth. I lick and suck at him, while working my hands up and down his thick shaft, and feeling him already start getting harder and bigger as I blow him.
I bounce my head up and down his thick cock, straining my mouth as I struggle to take more and more of him in my mouth. I can hear his breath quickening as I choke on his cock. My tongue massages his cock as I suck as hard as I can, while trying to open my mouth wider and wider.
“That’s right,” he says, gripping my hair in his hands and holding my head in place while he starts thrusting his cock further into my mouth. “Show me how much you want what I’ve got.”
You have no idea. I want so much and everything right now. I wrap my fingers around his balls and stroke them, feeling them tighten and quiver.
Hot sand bites into my knees and my cunt aches with a desperate need to get thoroughly fucked hard and deep.
I struggle to breathe through my nose, because I’m choking on his cock and pre-cum and spit are spilling out of my mouth and down my chin and onto my tits.
“Fuck, that feels good,” DeAndre says, pulling his cock out of my mouth. “But I’m going to fill up your snatch, not your mouth. This time.”
He roughly pulls me to my feet and I stare with longing at his body. His cock is pointed straight out and I want to ride it SO BAD! I need to feel him in me, stretching out my pussy and pounding me hard and fast.
The hot sand burns my bare feet, but I don’t care. I reach up and play with my nipples, loving the sharp bite of pain as I pinch them hard.
“Damn, girl. You’re ready to go, aren’t you?” DeAndre laughs, whistling as he watches me.
I watch as he moves over to the bed, then lays down on it.
“Now come over here and ride me. Show Big Daddy D how much you want what I’ve got!”
Well fuck. You don’t have to ask me twice!
For a split second, it dawns on me if I should worry about being heard or seen with DeAndre. I know from Patricia that I’m not the first woman to barter for goods and I suspect other men are doing the same thing. The very next second, I decide I don’t care.
This is the reality of our new life, so fuck it. I’m going to do what I have to do, and I’m going to fuck whomever I have to fuck, to get what Tommy and I want and need.
I walk to the end of the bed, my eyes hungrily taking in the long, muscular body of DeAndre laying before me. My pussy thrums in anticipation of riding his enormous black cock.
Finally. I’m going to get a good fuck!
“Do you like this?” I ask, running my hands over my bare skin. I pivot slowly on my feet, showing him all of my body. With my back to him, I spread my legs and bend over, giving him a clear view of my ass and my dripping pussy.
“Yeah,” he says, his voice thicker and deeper now. “I like what you got. Now give it to me or find someone else to feed you.”
I turn around, a smile on my lips and my hands on my tits.
“You want to eat my pussy?” I ask, hoping he’ll say yes. It’s the fastest way for me to come and my body is aching to come – come fast and come repeatedly.
“Not today, girl. Today is showing what you can give me, not what I can give you.”
“Okay,” I say, climbing up on the makeshift bed and straddling his waist. I gasp when his cock punches up against my pussy. Fuck he’s so big!
I reach down and wrap my fingers around his delicious black cock, then look into his eyes as I rub the tip of his cock through my slippery folds and against my trembling clit.
DeAndre lies beneath me, his hands laced behind his head. He’s making me do all the work!
I slide myself down his cock, little zips of pain coursing through my pussy as I take more of his massive cock. I wiggle my hips, trying desperately to fit him in more easily, but I can’t. Biting my lip, I let myself slide further down his cock and wincing as my pussy clenches and unclenches, trying to fit him in.
“Don’t be shy, girl. Fuck me like you mean it.”
Rocking back and forth, I feel my pussy muscles starting to stretch and get used to having something so large to wrap around. Even though it hurts, my body and soul are on overdrive. Right now, DeAndre has what I want and need, and it’s going to feel so, so good to get it!
As DeAndre’s throbbing cock rubs my g-spot more and more, my body goes into overdrive and I work my hips faster and faster, circling his cock, then bouncing up and down. Placing my sunburnt hands against his nearly-black skin, I brace myself as I raise myself up almost off his dick, and then tease him by only fucking the tip of his cock.
“Fuck, girl. You’re a fucking tease!” DeAndre’s eyes half-close and his body is starting to twitch below mine, his cock obviously hungry for my pussy and the fucking I’m giving him.
When I plunge down his cock again, so far down that I can feel his balls against my ass, I groan so loudly that it surprises even me. I’m now perfectly stretched out for his cock and my pussy sings as he fills me up.
My body takes over and I ride his cock hard, pumping his cock with my pussy and wiggling my hips to make sure that he hits my special spot over and over and over and over.
DeAndre looks up at me and his eyes are dilated. I feel him shift his legs so that they’re partially bent, and then he’s pounding up into my pussy faster and harder – so fast and hard that I scream even louder because my body feels electric.
Just like I knew I would, my body is going to come so hard! I can feel the tension building up in my belly and pussy, the brilliant pleasure gathering force inside of me, teasing me with the release I so desperately need.
DeAndre pulls me down, latching his mouth on one of my tits and sucking and biting at my nipple, hard.
“Oh, holy fucking fuck,” I yell, slamming my pussy down his steel-hard cock as he pounds up into me. All of my nerve endings are singing. Hot meat! Hot fuck! FUCK YEAH! “Fuck me harder!”
DeAndre grabs my hips and all of a sudden it’s like being fucked by a machine made of black muscle. He holds my hips and pumps up and down, nearly withdrawing with every thrust, which makes me crazy with desire. Every time it feels like I’m about to come all over his dark, delicious cock, he pulls out and teases me.
I scream in frustration, then grind down onto his long, hard, black cock, then circle my hips fast and hard, not letting him pull my hips up.
The sun pricks my skin and I feel sweat sliding down my body, but I don’t care about the sun. I care about coming and hot meat and I grind and grind and wiggle my hips and then oh God my pussy is exploding all over DeAndre’s cock and then he’s grunting and holding my hips tight as he pushes even hard and deeper inside my hungry pussy and I feel him spurting and filling me up with his hot, delicious come.
I collapse on his chest, my super-sensitive pussy still clenching at his cock, milking every last hot drop of come out of his glorious cock.
“Yeah,” he finally says, “come by in a few hours for some boar. We’ll let you take some extra back, too.”
“Thank you,” I say. I do feel genuinely grateful. I’ve been wrecked by lust for so long and now the flood gates are open again. I roll over to the side of his makeshift bed, relishing the soft comfort of it. Sliding my hand down his stomach and lower, I gently wrap my fingers around his cock again. He’s slick with my come and his come, and it feels glorious.
“Anytime, girl. Anytime. And I know you’ll be back.” DeAndre smirks at me and gets up out of bed.
“You can bet on it,” I say, gingerly standing up and collecting my clothes. My body is throbbing from sated desire and I can’t wait to fuck DeAndre again. “We do need a better shelter…and maybe one of these beds…”
“I can make that happen. And you can better I’m going to tap that tight little ass of yours next time. That’s a bigger project and will require a much bigger payment.”
“I’m happy to make a downpayment,” I say, licking my lips. I wouldn’t mind sucking his dick again.
DeAndre laughs as he buttons up his shorts.
“Pace yourself, girl.”
That night, our bellies full with delicious roasted boar, Tommy looks at me with a new look on his face.
“I… Gina. What you did? That was amazing. You’re really spectacular.”
Tommy gives me a gentle kiss and I grab his head, poking my tongue through his lips and kissing him deeply.
“Really? Are you…ready for more?”
“Oh, Tommy. I’m definitely ready for more.”
We make love, really make love and with a fierce intensity, under the stars, with the gentle music of the surf and the tropical birds around us. It feels less polite and more…real, like we’re really getting back to where we used to be. Finally, it feels like we’re our old selves, a unit, again.
“I love you, Gina. I’ll do everything I can to keep you happy and keep you in my life, forever.”
“I love you, too.”
~~~




THE BLINDFOLD

I’m not sure about this party that my husband, Clint, has brought me to. We’ve just moved to the city and these are some friends of friends, or people he met at the gym or through a work friend, or something like that.
Everyone here is really…friendly I guess is the right way to describe it. Even walking around and holding my husband’s hand, I’ve had both men and women checking me out. It’s weird.
I tug on Clint’s hand and get him to stop walking. We’re headed to the kitchen to get fresh drinks, but there’s no one else in this hallway and I need to talk to him.
“What kind of party is this?” I ask, leaning my head up toward his ear. I catch a whiff of his cologne, mixed with his sweat, and I go weak in the knees. We’ve only been married two years, but we’re either still in the honeymoon phase or I’m the luckiest woman ever. We fuck like bunnies most of the time. Well, not recently. We’ve both been working crazy hours and it seems like we’re too tired when we finally have a free night. Tonight is special and I’m really hoping we have rambunctious sex later, because I need to come something fierce.
“What do you mean?” Clint asks, his lips brushing my neck just below my ear. A shiver of pleasure runs through me and I squirm as I imagine him between my legs. I want the kind of sex that leaves me sore for three days and a grin on my face for a week!
“Everyone is so… Everyone is touching and I feel like I’ve been checked out by everyone we’ve passed.”
“They’re checking you out because you’re fucking gorgeous,” Clint says, sliding my dress up with one hand and running his finger just under the edge of my lace panties.
“Stop!” I exclaim. It’s not that I don’t want him to touch me, because oh my god I do, but we’re in public, you know? Plus, I’ve gained a couple of pounds this past winter and I’m super self-conscious about it.
Clint looks at me, a shit-eating grin on his face. When I see how his green eyes are twinkling, I just know he’s up to something.
“Well, I didn’t believe it when Alexander told me, but he said this would be a swingers’ party.”
“A what?!”
Surely that’s a joke! I mean, when we were in college, sometimes we’d get drunk and we’d pick someone up and have a threesome, but we haven’t done that in ages and certainly not since we got married. Yes, it was fun and I sometimes miss the nights of the parties I’d go to, randomly hooking up with a man or two; just giving myself over to sensation and pleasure, an orgasm or three being the goal of a night. No strings, not necessarily any names, just pure sexual pleasure.
But I’m married now. Good married women don’t go around fucking other men.
“I remember you used to like to party. Surely there’s a part of you that misses it?” Clint’s eyes go wide.
In an instant, I see that he’s hoping to either sleep with another woman or to watch me sleep with someone else. I’m not sure how I feel about this, though part of me is feeling a little betrayed and like he’s pushing me into something without asking permission, first.
“I..” I pause, looking around the room. It’s so obvious, now, that a big sex party is underway. Everyone is smiling and laughing, and there is a lot of touching going on. A movement to the right of me catches my eye, and I see a couple passionately kissing in a corner. One of the man’s hands is grasping her ass and lifting her up; and it’s obvious she’s grinding against him. These people are oblivious or uncaring that other people can see what they’re doing!
I glance away, feeling like I’ve seen something I shouldn’t have.
God. I feel like such a prude! When did that happen?
“I’d really love to see you get fucked by another man tonight. I always loved seeing that wild abandon of yours, when you were with someone else. Aside from fucking you myself and watching you fuck me, watching you get fucked is sexy. It’s something I still fantasize about. Don’t you miss that?”
I’m speechless as I look at Clint. Is he bored with me? I can’t immediately understand why he wants to share me again – and I’m too scared to ask.
“I’m going to go get a drink,” I finally reply, releasing Clint’s hand and heading over to a long table crowded with bottles and glasses.
I gulp a glass of wine and immediately pour another, filling the glass up almost to the brim.
What on earth was Clint thinking, accepting an invitation to a party like this?
I stop myself from gulping the second glass of wine, because a voice in my head reminds me I should keep my wits about me.
My eyes search the room for Clint, before spotting him talking to a couple of men and laughing loudly. Clearly, he’s happy to be here. I watch him and wonder: does he really want to share me? Does he want to see me with one of the men he’s talking to? Does he want to have a threesome?
I’d always thought our days of being a little wild and sexually promiscuous were behind us. But maybe not?
“You look like you’re feeling out of place. Are you okay?”
I turn and find myself face-to-face with one of the most beautiful men I’ve ever seen in person. His beauty leaves me speechless. Instantly, I wonder if Clint specifically sent him over to me. He knows how much I like blonde men that look Scandinavian, and this man looks like a textbook example of Healthy Swedish Man.
“I… I don’t know.” I pause, embarrassed that I’m flustered. “I mean, yes. I’m okay. And yes, I am feeling out of place. Is it really so obvious?”
The blond man smiles at me and touches my arm, letting his hand linger on my bare flesh. I’m filled with a rush of wanting his hands all over my body. It’s confusing, but there’s something about this man that just makes me want to climb on top of him and get really, really sweaty and orgasmic.
“A little bit, yes.” He takes a slow, long drink of his glass of wine, and I can’t help but stare as I watch him lick his lips. “That tasted fabulous. Have you tried the white wine?”
“I… No, I haven’t.” I feel like a teenager, unexpectedly faced with her most massive crush talking to her.
“Then, please. You stay right here. I will be back lickety-split.”
Warmth rushes through me and I smile, feeling more relaxed. There’s just something about this guy. And he’s true to his word – he’s back before the smile has even faded from my lips.
“That was fast,” I say. Our fingers brush as I take the glass from him and I bite my lip with how good his skin feels. “Oh, this is really good wine. Thank you. Where was it?”
“Secret hiding spot,” he winks. “Host’s special stash.”
“Oh! This is your party! I feel like such a dunce! Clint and I arrived, but he didn’t introduce me to the couple who invited him. I’m Lucy. Lucy Olson.”
“Enchanted,” he says, lifting my hand up to his mouth and placing a lingering kiss on the top of my hand. “I’m Sven. My wife,” he breaks eye contact with me and looks around the room, “Kendra…is apparently off on a mischievous adventure. I haven’t seen her for a while now.”
“Well then lucky for me, I suppose,” I giggle, pushing my chest out just a little bit further. I want all the attention that Sven will give me!
“No, lucky for me. You are a gorgeous creature.” Sven brushes my hair back and runs his finger down the side of my neck. I gasp in pleasure and close my eyes, momentarily losing myself in the unexpected intimacy of his touch. “But you said you felt out of place. What can I do to help you feel welcome?”
Now that is a leading question if ever I heard one.
“It’s just… Gosh I feel silly. It’s just that I didn’t realize this was a swinger’s party. Clint kinda sprung that on me without warning. I couldn’t figure out why he was so dead-set on coming and, well, it was just a shock.”
“Is this not something you’re interested in?” Sven’s voice is like honey and it dawns on me that I will do just about anything to stay in his presence.
“In the past, we played like this. But then we got married. We haven’t talked about sharing in a long time. It’s…not what I expected from our marriage.”
“Ah, I see. I can see how this would be a bit shocking to discover. But do you want to leave? Are you uncomfortable?”
“No, I’m okay. I think. Talking with you is helping.” I smile at Sven and he reaches out and strokes my arm again.
“That is excellent news.”
Sven’s touch is seductive and it warms my body. I’m realizing that the surprise of tonight is what was more unwelcome than the actual suggestions. If Clint had just asked me about this, we probably wouldn’t have gotten into a fight. Odds are high that I still would have been upset, but it’s a lot easier to be upset when you’re at home or someplace neutral, than to have your husband casually mention that “oh, hey, Honey, I’ve brought you to a swingers’ party.”
“That feels really nice,” I confess, placing my hand over Sven’s and stroking his fingers as he strokes my arm.
“You like this?” Sven smiles and I can see his tongue, and I have an overwhelming urge to taste him, taste his tongue, and then taste the rest of his body.
“I do.”
“So you will forgive your husband for surprising you this evening?” There is a light note in Sven’s voice, flirty, but there is also something more. I get the distinct feeling that if I said I was still angry at Clint, that Sven would intervene on my behalf. It’s not something I really need or would ever ask a stranger for, not something like this, but something in me blooms a little when I believe that Sven cares enough about me to do something like that.
“I think so, yes. We’ll still need to have a talk about this surprise, but we’ll make it.”
“I am pleased to hear this. Perhaps you would like to come and meet my wife. I am certain she would enjoy meeting you. We could,” Sven says, wrapping his arm around my waist and pulling me against his body, “show you the extent of our…hospitality. We could make sure you,” he pushes his hips against my already throbbing pussy, “have a very, very enjoyable time this evening.”
“I think,” I say, running my hand up his muscled chest. I giggle when he flexes his pecs under my hand. “That sounds like a wonderful idea.”
“Then please, come with me.”
“Absolutely.” I giggle again as we walk across the living room, in search of his wife.
Clint catches my eye and raises his eyebrow at me. Everything okay?
I smile back at him and wink.
“There you are, my darling.” With one arm still around my waist and holding my body against his, Sven pulls his wife close to him and gives her a soulful, long kiss.
“You are quite lovely,” Kendra says, her dark eyes flashing as she looks over my body. “And how would you taste if I kissed you?”
“I… I’m not sure. Would you like to find out?” I tease.
Kendra steps close to me and puts her hands on my jaw. Holding my head firm, she leans in and presses her mouth to mine, her soft, full lips overwhelming me. Sven lowers his hand to my ass and squeezes, just as Kenra’s tongue tickles and pushes at my lips. She tastes like cinnamon.
I tease at her tongue, pressing the tip of mine against hers, then making her come searching for mine again. Her tongue finds mine again and I lose myself in her kiss. She runs her hands up and through my hair, her kiss becoming demanding and forceful. I thought I was in control, but as her tongue fills my mouth and my body sparks as she presses her breasts against mine, I realize that she is in control.
And I really like that.
“Are you three going to put on a show?” A redheaded woman asks, sinfully smiling at Kendra, Clint, and me.
“No, Melanie. We are not. Not tonight,” Sven says, pulling Kendra and I close, so that we’re in a tiny little world of our own.
“No,” Kendra agrees, breathless, “we are not sharing…”
“Lucy.”
“We are not sharing Lucy. Now if you will excuse us.”
Kendra takes our hands and leads us through the party, men and women both looking at us and smiling and giving me appraising looks. We walk down a long hallway and into a large bedroom with a king-size bed in the middle.
“Welcome to our room,” Sven says, turning and closing the door behind us.
I can’t believe I’m doing this!
“Now,” Kendra says, her voice like honey in my ear. “We do have a little rule.”
“Oh?”
“Our guests must be blindfolded,” Kendra strokes the bare skin of my arm and I shiver. “We are very sensual and we find that when you just focus on touch,” she lightly grazes my skin with her fingernails, “or scent,” she buries her nose in my hair and sniffs, “and when everything is unknown and a surprise, that the experience is more powerful.”
“I… Okay.”
It feels criminal that I won’t get to see them naked, especially Sven, but I agree with her about how it is when you’re blindfolded. I haven’t done that since long before I met Clint, but it was always a special time.
“Good. We’re glad you agree.” Sven opens a dresser drawer and extracts a long, black satin blindfold. “If you’ll turn around, please.”
I turn my back to Sven. He presses his body against my back and I instinctively grind my ass against him. His cock is already hard and my ass bumps against it, hungry to have it plunging deep inside of me.
Sven slips the blindfold over my eyes and knots it tight against the back of my head. In that second, my whole world goes dark.
“She looks beautiful, doesn’t she?” Kendra’s voice says. “I’ll be right back.”
I hear the door open and close quickly.
“Where did she go?” I ask.
“That is not your concern. Stand still, so I don’t damage your dress as I take it off.”
Sven expertly undoes the zipper and slides my dress off of me. My skin contracts slightly in the cooler air of the bedroom, but Sven’s hands are warm as they roam over my body. Flicking the clasp of my bra, my nipples harden immediately as my lacy bra slides off.
“I will leave the panties for Kendra. They’re always her favorite.”
I hear the shuffling of clothes, and then I feel Sven’s naked body pressed against mine. His hot mouth finds my lips and he claims my mouth in a hot and probing kiss, totally dominating me. I run my hands over his body, frustrated that I can’t actually see him. I feel chiseled abs and hot, smooth skin.
Sven’s mouth moves to my neck and I groan as he sucks that tender spot just below my ear. I drop my hand and discover his cock is as huge as it felt and I can’t wait to feel how he fucks me tonight. With one hand holding me back tightly against his rock-hard body, Sven pushes his other hand into my panties and immediately plunges his fingers into my soaking pussy, roughly thumbing my clit and teasing the entrance to my pussy with his fingers.
A fleeting thought reminds me that it should be Clint touching me like this, but this was his idea and I’m mad at him for not warning me about this party. I’m here with Sven and Kendra willingly, but it’s Clint that should be fucking me tonight.
Sven’s long fingers plunge into my pussy and I moan loudly as his long fingers swirl and pump into me, expertly stroking my g-spot. No matter how I feel about Clint right now, I’m going to have a fucking amazing time fucking Sven and Kendra tonight.
“Are you ready for what we have in store for you?” Sven asks, his voice husky against my ear.
I’m gripping on to his muscular body, my body already shivering with the promise of an early orgasm.
“Yes. I’m all yours tonight,” I moan, throwing my head back as I ride his fingers and Sven claims my mouth again.
“Good,” Kendra’s voice says. I didn’t even hear her come back in the room!
“Move aside, Sven darling,” she says. I feel her soft hands on my skin and I lean my head forward, eager to kiss her and see how she tastes. “My God but you are beautiful. Your Clint is a lucky man.”
Kendra’s tongue pushes through my lips and I can taste wine on her tongue, now. I massage her tongue with mine, loving the way her softer lips feel on mine. My skin tingles and sparks when her soft, silky hands roam over my body.
“Please,” I moan, now desperate to feel more, to find release.
“Not yet,” Kendra says, her voice a heavy purr. Her hands slide down my body and to my pussy, and I can feel her fingers wrap around Sven’s, then move his hands away from my pussy.
“No!” I blurt. I was so close to coming!
“Now, now,” Kendra admonishes. “Be a good little slut wife. You don’t get to come until we say you can come. Do you understand?”
I sigh in frustration and nod my head. My pussy feels like it’s going to overflow, but Sven’s fingers were the key to getting me off!
Strong hands push me down to my knees. I lift my head up, even though I can’t see. Sven’s hard cock rubs along my cheeks and then my lips, and I eagerly open my mouth so that I can suck him off.
I open my mouth wide, taking in the full length of Sven in my mouth. I bob my head and twist my head as I suck his yummy cock. I swirl my tongue around his cock, massaging his hard length while I suck and slurp at him. It feels so good to have his cock in my mouth and it makes me even hornier.
Sven’s cock tightens and twitches in my mouth and he groans as I deep throat his cock. I reach around and grab his ass, holding him tightly as I work over his glorious cock.
“Oh, fuck,” Sven moans, his body tightening and twitching.
I suck him harder, waiting for him to come. With another groan, his hands grab my hair and he pushes deeper into my mouth and hits the back of my throat. I massage his quivering cock with my tongue, and his cock spurts hot come against the back of my throat. I cough and gag, but I swallow every last salty drop of it.
“You taste good,” I say, wishing I could see the look on his face, see how satisfied he looks. I wipe spit from the corners of my mouth, already missing the weight of his cock in my mouth.
“You suck good.” Sven’s voice is jagged.
My skin tingles and burns with desire. The throbbing in my pussy is even more insistent now.  I’m desperate for release. 
The room is oddly quiet, except for the sounds of laughter coming from the party in the next room.
“It is my turn to taste you,” Kendra says, her voice close to my ear.  Her soft hands grip my arms and pull me to my feet.  She walks me across part of the bedroom and then I feel the bed hit my knees.  I instinctively climb up on the bed.  Kendra’s hands move over my body and it is like being touched by lightning.  “On your stomach,” Kendra commands. 
I flip over, eager to find out what Kendra is going to do with me. 
“Put your beautiful ass in the air.”
I do as I am told and Kendra places a pillow under my ass. Kendra’s fingers tickle my skin as she runs her fingernails across the sensitive skin on the inside of my thighs.
“I’m going to enjoy eating your pussy. I’m going to make you scream.”
My muscles clench in nerves and with anticipation. My body has been aching for sexual release and it is exciting to know that that is close, but it is weird that Clint isn’t the one fucking me right now. A momentary flash of the disagreement we had when we arrived at the party, flashes through my mind. I wonder where he is at in the party, whether he’s talking to a woman that he wants to fuck or whether he even notices that I’m not in the same room that he is.
But my thoughts on my husband are you race the moment that Kendra’s tongue touches my skin. She gives a long slow lick on the inside of my thigh, one that goes all the way up to my slick, throbbing pussy.
“Oh, fuck,” I moan. Kendra’s tongue is hot and demanding, and when she licks my lips and taste my pussy, I feel like a rocket about to explode. She thrusts her small tongue against my clit and I cry out from how good it feels.
“How does she taste?” Sven asks.
I squirm with frustration when Kendra’s mouth leaves my pussy.
“Come here and I will show you.”
Sven’s footsteps from across the floor and I can tell that he stops close to my body. I assume that he’s going to eat my pussy, too.
“Show me, Kendra.”
I expect it feel Sven’s tongue on my clit, but instead I hear what sounds like him and Kendra kissing. With my pussy throbbing with need, it feels like their kiss goes on forever.
“Mmm, she does taste good, you’re right.”
The weight on the bed shifts again, and Kendra’s fingers trail along my legs quickly, and then she plunges them into my pussy. I arch my back with pleasure and grind down onto her fingers. An orgasm is building up in me and I’m desperate to come.
Kendra’s mouth is hot on my pussy and she wastes no time sucking my clit hard while she swirls her fingers inside of me. My body clenches as my orgasm comes closer and closer, and I’m already scared of how powerful I’m going to come, because I know it’s going to be massive.
“Come on her face,” Sven commands. I feel his fingers roughly grab one of my tits and he squeezes my nipple hard, and it makes me cry out. I grab the sheets and start moaning loudly as my pussy clenches on Kendra’s fingers in my orgasm starts to release in my body. My orgasm rips through my body in a rush, making all of my nerve endings explode like the Fourth of July. Throughout all of this, Kendra’s fingers and lips and tongue never leave my pussy and it is fucking amazing.
“That was… Wow.” Kendra slides her fingers out of me, and my body spasms with more pleasure. My breathing is shallow and broken, and I try to catch my breath. When I reach up for my blindfold, Kendra’s hands close on mine like a vise.
“We’re not done,” she says.
“What?”
The weight on the bed shifts again and then I feel Sven’s large hands moving my body.
“On your hands and knees.”
I do as I’m told and then Sven thrusts his cock deep inside of my pussy in one slow, strong stroke. My body bucks against his cock. It feels good, but my body is also so sensitive that it’s almost too much to experience right now. But Sven grabs my hips and starts pounding into my pussy, fast and super hard.
“Does your husband know you fuck other men and women?” Sven asks as he plows into my pussy.
“He wanted me to fuck somebody else,” I moan as I grind my hips against Sven’s cock. Even though I’ve just come on Kendra’s tongue, I can feel another orgasm building inside of me, fast and fierce. It’s been so long since I’ve had sex like this, and it feels fucking spectacular. It feels like such a sin to be fucking a couple and not Clint.
I hear a sound that sounds like kissing, but because I can’t see I don’t know if that’s what I’m hearing. I assume it’s just the way to the sound of Sven pumping his cock into my wet pussy. I know that I am dripping my own juices and I can feel them sliding down the inside of my legs.
“Do you think you would enjoy watching another man fuck you?” Sven’s voice is jagged again and I can tell that he must be close to coming again. It’s amazing how quickly he recovered after the blowjob I gave him.
My nipples are painfully erect and they are rubbing against the sheets as they swing and the pleasure is making me crazy. I bounce my hips, encouraging Sven to pound deeper into my pussy.
“Answer me!” Sven demands, slapping my ass hard.
“Ow!” I scream, my ass is stinging and burning. “I don’t know.” I am so blinded by the orgasm that is building in my body, that it’s hard to talk. I just want to come, again. I need to come.
“Then let’s find out.”
Seven continues pounding my pussy with his hard, long cock, and then I feel the blindfold slipping from my eyes. I blink rapidly, because the light in the room is bright. It takes me a moment to focus, but then I see Clint sitting and facing me, his face red and contorted. Kendra is blowing him and he has been gagged so that he can’t make any sound.
Clint’s eyes locked with mine and in that moment, we share an intimacy that we’ve never had before. Sven reaches around and starts fingering my slick, fat clit, and it sends me over the edge. I’m staring into Clint’s eyes, while another man fucks me, and I’m coming all over Sven’s cock, grinding down on him and bouncing my pussy.
Kendra’s hair bounces as she works on Clint’s cock. And then I can hear Clint moaning as his body starts to jerk and twitch, and then he’s coming and filling up Kendra’s mouth with his hot come.
“Oh my God!” I exclaim. This is so not what I expected.
But it was so fucking hot.
“I… I’m not sure what to say.” I look into Clint’s eyes and there is a tenderness there that pierces deep into my heart.
Clint wraps me in his arms and I feel safe and loved.
“That was sure something, wasn’t it?”
“It sure was,” I agree, hugging my husband tightly. “Thank you for reminding me how fun it is to play with another couple. I definitely want to do this again.”
~~~




GIVING IN

“That was an amazing dinner,” I say, leaning over and giving Derek a kiss after the waiter clears our dessert plates. “Can I ask what I did to deserve such a fancy meal?”
Derek gives me a dazzling smile and then a kiss, and shakes his head. “No particular reason. I just wanted to treat my stunning wife.”
I squeeze Derek’s hand, though I don’t believe him. I know something’s up because Derek has been extra nice to me the past week. It’s not like he treats me badly – far from it – but he’s been incredibly attentive and this meal was decadent. It’s crossed my mind that he’s had an affair and is trying to compensate, but I know him and know he wouldn’t cheat on me. Plus, I just trust him.
After fifteen years together, our marriage isn’t all fireworks and high passion any longer. We’ve fallen into familiar routines and built a normal life. House in the burbs, mortgage, solid careers, barbecues with the neighbors on holiday weekends. It’s a predictable, happy life that makes me happy, but I can’t help but wonder if Derek isn’t happy.
“I’m not sure I should have had that last glass of port,” I say, giggling as we stumble in our front door. I normally don’t drink very much and it’s been ages since I’ve been even a little drunk.
“You should get tipsy more often. Especially when you’re wearing a dress as sexy as this one,” Derek says, pulling me against his warm body and kissing me deeply.
“Maybe you should tip me over on the bed,” I say, running my hand down his body and onto his cock. Derek unzips my dress and takes a step back, watching as the fabric rustles against my skin as it falls to the floor.
“Fuck you’re beautiful.” His voice is low and thick, his eyes roaming my body and then settling on my breasts.
“I need you,” I say, taking his hand and walking him to our bedroom.
Our lovemaking is fast and hard. Derek never even gets fully undressed, his pants around his ankles and his dress shirt only half unbuttoned.
We collapsed next to each other on the bed, our breathing slowing down.
“That was amazing,” I say, cuddling up next to Derek and putting one of my legs over his as I unbutton his shirt and play with his chest. “What got into you?”
“Can’t I just want to get into my beautiful wife?” Derek chuckles, then leans over and kisses the top of my head.
I feel so loved and content. I always knew that marriage was something special, but I never realized how special it would feel like part of a duo and to have a partner that just understands you and loves you unconditionally.
“Actually, sweetheart, there is something I wanted to ask you.” Derek strokes my hair and lightly tickles the back of my neck.
“I should have known,” I laugh and lean up to kiss Derek on the mouth. “I knew there had to be a reason for such a special night. What’s up?”
“Well… There’s a club that I like to take you to. It’s called Covet.”
“Oh, that sounds like fun. We haven’t been dancing in the years. But wait, how come I never heard of this place? I know I’m not up on everything anymore, since we settled down, but Juliana usually tells me about all of the new clubs that she goes to, and I’ve never heard her mention a place called Covet.”
“Ah, Covet isn’t a dance club. Can you promise me that you’ll hear me out?”
“What do you mean?” I ask, pulling away from Derek and feeling confused. “If it’s not a dance club, what kind of club is it?”
Derek’s muscles tense under my hands, and then he turns to face me. This is when I know that it must be serious.
“Covet is a club for swingers.”
“It’s what?!” I completely push away from Derek, not wanting to touch him. How could he ruin this great post-sex moment that we were having? “Are you saying that you want to sleep with somebody else?” My voice trembles as I ask this question. It’s always been my greatest fear that Derek would cheat on me, that I wouldn’t be enough for him.
“Hear me out, Rachel. I’m perfectly happy with you, for real. You mentioned a few months ago that you had always been curious about sleeping with another woman.”
“But that was just a fantasy! I didn’t say that I actually wanted to do it!”
“Are you sure? What you told me was pretty specific and it was clear that you’ve thought about it more than once or twice, and more than just in passing.”
I leave the bed and moved to the easy chair in the corner of the room, and then hug my knees to my chest, tightly. I can’t believe what Derek is saying to me. Why would he say that he wants me to sleep with another woman? How can I know that he’s serious about not wanting to sleep with somebody else?
“Okay. Maybe I have thought about it and maybe I have fantasized about it, but we’re married. Why would I even think about seriously sleeping with anyone else?”
“Don’t be so old-fashioned in your views about marriage, Rachel. We can conduct our lives as we want to. There is no law that says we have to be monogamous. There’s no law that says you can’t experiment sexually. We can do what we want. And what I want, more than anything, is for you to be happy. If you’ve thought about having sex with a woman, why not try it? There’s no good reason not to. Besides,” Derek adds, a wide smile spreading across his lips, “it would be fucking hot to see you with another woman. And it would be even more fucking hot to fuck you while you fucked a woman.”
“I thought you said that you didn’t want to sleep with anybody else?”
“I don’t, Rachel. I swear. Having a threesome doesn’t mean that I sleep with the other woman, too. You would be the focus of both of us. It would be all about you and all about your pleasure.”
I give it a little bit and consider what Derek is proposing. It is true that I fantasize about having sex with another woman. I always wanted to experiment while I was in college, but it always seemed like I just went from one boyfriend to the next, and then it just never happened. It does sound sexy and it does sound fun, but I’m not sure that I can reconcile sleeping with another person when I’m married. My marriage vows mean something to me. Maybe that makes me old-fashioned, but I’m okay with that.
“I can’t give you an answer right now. Can you let me think about this?”
“Of course, Rachel. This really is about making you happy. That’s all I want.”
I nod my head and stand up from the chair.
“I’m going to sleep in the spare bedroom tonight.”
The only problem is, after I brush my teeth and get into bed, I can’t sleep. I’m still shocked at Derek’s suggestion. How can he even think that I want to have sex with anybody else? I married him. If I had really wanted to sleep with a woman, all those years ago, I would have.
At least, that’s what I’ve been telling myself.
I do still wonder what it would be like, but I got married. I made a choice. And I chose Derek.
I flip my pillow over and roll over onto my side, willing myself to finally fall asleep. But it still doesn’t happen.
Instead, the memory of a sexy girl I knew in college invades my mind. She had creamy, pale skin, soft curves, and this long, dark brown hair that was mesmerizing. I always wanted to run my fingers through her hair, and then lose myself in her soft body.
A glance at my phone tells me that it’s well past midnight. Shit. I am going to be so tired at work tomorrow. The memory of that girl, I can’t get her out of my head. And then before I realize it, my own hands are caressing my skin, and reaching up under my nightgown and pinching my nipples. I try to imagine how she would taste, how her full lips would feel against mine and how her tongue would feel on my skin.
I slip my fingers into my panties and I’m soaking wet and so slick with my juices. My clit is enormous and so sensitive, but I can’t help myself. I stroke myself faster and faster, my breathing jagged as I moan and gasp as I quickly get myself off.
I come, harder than I have in months, and it was from fantasizing about a woman.
Maybe Derek is right?
Derek and I barely speak for a couple of days. I know he really wants to talk and not just to try and persuade me to sleep with a woman. I believe him when he says that he wants me to be happy. It’s just that I’m a little bit scared about what that might mean. Our marriage has always felt secure and safe. The idea of… Expanding our marriage has excited me and terrified me, and I haven’t been to figure out what I want to do. But I know this is something that I have to figure out before I can talk to Derek.
“Hey, Rachel,” Derek says over dinner on Thursday night. “I know I’ve been giving you space, but I need to know what you think. I need to know how you feel and what you want. Can you please talk to me?”
“Honestly, it’s been hard. I’ve been feeling so many things and I haven’t been able to easily answer your questions. However,” I say, pausing to take a deep breath, “I will admit it’s that I’m curious about sleeping with another woman. I’ll go to that club with you, the one you mentioned, but I can’t promise that I’ll do anything. This feels way out of my comfort zone, but I’m willing to go and at least have a look.”
Derek smiles and lights up his whole face.
“Oh, Rachel. You won’t regret this, I promise. Whatever you want to do or whatever you do not want to do, it will be okay.”
I look at Derek and I try to hide how conflicted I feel. Part of me is excited at the idea of sleeping with somebody new, and part of me isn’t sure that this will fix our marriage or that it will fix my trust in him. One thing I do know, is that I love Derek and I do want to try and save our marriage, so I’m going to do this.
“Welcome to Covet,” a stunning redhead says, smiling at us. “I’ll take your jackets and electronics, and if you’ll just have a look over this paperwork and sign on the final page, you can begin your journey of pleasure for the evening.”
My stomach flips over little bits as I look at this woman. She’s all soft curves and long, curly red hair. I can’t help but wonder what it would be like to get lost in a woman like her. I know she works here, but part of me wishes that I might be able to experiment with her.
We push our signed paperwork back toward the redhead and she gives us another gorgeous smile and waves us down a hallway.
I grab Derek’s hand tightly as we walk down the hall. Sounds of music and laughter are coming from the bar area ahead that the redhead told us about. When we walk in, it looks like any other party. Men and women, mostly dressed very well, standing and talking, a drink in their hands. Some people are swaying to the music a little bit.
“See, Rachel,” Derek says, squeezing my fingers. “Everyone here, they’re just normal people like you and me.”
“Well, I don’t think what we’re doing is really normal.”
“Rachel, we can define normal however we want to. I, for one, think that it’s normal to explore what turns you on. I think it’s normal to explore your sexuality. I think it’s normal to do these things for your partner, especially when it’s your life partner like you are to me.”
I do see the logic of what Derek is saying, though it doesn’t make this any less weird or less difficult for me to accept. The more I thought about his suggestion, the more turned on I’ve been by it and the more curious I’ve been.
“Do you see anyone who looks interesting to you?” Derek asks as we wait in line at the bar for drinks. I definitely need a drink or two to help loosen me up so that I can go through with everything tonight.
I look around the room and I see several beautiful women. But how am I supposed to choose? I’m not even sure how this works. Do I just go up to a woman and say ‘hey, do you want to go into a private room and have sex?’ Do I go to a woman and just chat her up like it would in a bar? I mean, everyone here has to be here for the same reason. This isn’t just some random bar that you might walk into because you feel like having a beer or a cocktail.
Derek chuckles and breaks me away from my thoughts. “I think you’re overthinking this, Rachel. Let’s get our drinks, and then just go around and talk to a few people. We’re here for you to explore your sexuality and to try something new. We’re not here to find someone that we want to be friends with, necessarily, or someone that we want to see again.”
“Derek,” I say, exhaling heavily. Sometimes it feels like he just doesn’t know me. “I don’t know how you think I am, but I can’t just walk up to a woman and say ‘hey, wanna fuck?’”
My frustration is interrupted by the sound of a woman’s laughter. I turn around, and see a beautiful blonde woman smiling and laughing.
“Oh, darlin’,” she says, her voice a honeyed southern drawl. “I can’t help it, but I do admit that I was eavesdropping on you two. I do hope you’ll forgive me for being so rude.”
“It’s okay,” I say, automatically. I am a little bit irked that she was eavesdropping, but I know that it’s only natural to hear the conversations of people that you’re standing next to. Besides, if there’s anybody who can understand how I feel, another woman in a sex club is probably it.
“To tell the God’s honest truth, I felt the same way the first time I came to a club like this.”
“You’ve done this before?”
“Oh, darlin’, I’ve done this more times than I can count. It’s just something I kind of got addicted to, like sweet tea on a hot summer day when I’m sitting on the deck of my daddy’s house. This must be your first time here.”
“It sure is,” Derek says, “and hopefully it won’t be our last time. Right, Rachel?”
“We’ll see,” I say, wishing that Derek would back down a little. I’m here and I said that I’m open to this, but it’s like he’s still trying to convince me. I need a little bit of room to breathe and take all of this in. To the blonde woman, I say, “I guess it must be obvious. I’m kind of interested in experimenting with another woman, which is something totally new for me. It’s a little bit intimidating.”
“Oh, girl. That’s a double first time for you. It’s no wonder that you’re nervous and a little bit on edge. If you like, I know another woman here who likes women and I would be happy to introduce you two.”
“That sounds good, doesn’t it, honey?” Derek says before I can respond.
Ignoring my husband, I give the blonde my full attention. “I would really appreciate that. By the way, I’m Rachel.”
“It is a pleasure to meet you, Rachel. I’m Camille.” She leans in and gives me a light hug and a lingering kiss on my cheek. Even though she hasn’t been flirting with me, just a little bit of attention from another woman has my insides tingling and the heat in my body rising. “If you’ll just follow me, I’ll take you over and introduce you to Mariposa.”
“Lead the way,” Derek says, his eyes bright and his voice filled with excitement.
“Oh no, darlin’. This is ladies only,” Camille says, grasping my hand and weaving it through her arm. “If you would like to watch, which I assume of course that you do because men always do, you can find your lovely wife a little bit later.”
Derek freezes and I can see that’s he’s unsure about having an unknown woman telling him to back off. To his credit, he looks at me to make sure that’s I’m okay with this. When I nod, he nods back and then turns and heads back toward the bar.
“Thank you,” I say, once we’re a little distance from Derek and he can’t overhear us. “This was his idea and while I’m excited by this, I’ve also been hesitant.”
“Darlin’, I truly understand. Your first time can be nerve-racking and you certainly don’t need an overbearing husband working your nerves up. I make my husband stay home most of the time unless I want to have a threesome with him and someone else.”
My eyes go wide as I listen to Camille, my interest and respect for her increasing.
“Just you wait. Pretty soon, you’ll be the same way, Rachel. Before too long, you’ll feel the same way. You’re a stunningly beautiful woman and both men and women flock to you like bees to honey. You’ll have no shortage of partners whenever you want one. In fact, I would be pleased as punch to be with you tonight.”
My stomach feels with butterflies in my pussy throbs and what Camille has just said. Even though I don’t know her, she’s made me feel at ease and she’s made me feel attractive and desirable.
“I… I think I’d like to take you up on that, Camille. You’re a pretty amazing woman yourself.”
Camille wraps her arms gently around my waist and steps close to me, pressing her curvy body against mine. Her plump lips find mine and I gasp at how wonderful it feels to be kissing another woman. Her lips are soft and firm, but she doesn’t rush me. I wrap my arms around her and return her kiss, parting my lips and darting my tongue out so that I can taste her.
“Oh, yes. I’m going to enjoy sharing this special night with you, Rachel. I do have a suggestion though, if you would like to be a little bit daring.” There’s a glint of mischief in Camille’s eyes, but I feel so comfortable with her and so attracted to her, that I think I’d agree to just about anything with her.
“What do you have in mind?” I ask, as I raise a hand up and caress the edge of her jaw and then press my lips against hers again.
“Mmm, you are eager, aren’t you?” Camille teases pushing me back slightly, but smiling at me in a way that holds lots of carnal promises.
“Maybe a little bit,” I say, looking away from her face and feeling bashful.
Camille puts her finger under my chin and lifts my face up so that we are eye to eye again. Her smile is gentle and seductive and I’m already fantasizing about how she would touch me and how she will taste and whether or not I will be good at having sex with a woman. I want her to be pleased with me.
“Have you ever had a ménage a trois?”
“I… I’ve never slept with two people at once.” I stutter and blush, unsure of what to say or to do. But I trust Camille, so I’m prepared to accept what she suggests.
“Would you like to try one? I can guarantee that Mariposa would say yes. She is also a terrific lover and I know that you will like her.”
I pause for a moment and consider. It would be nice to do this with just Camille, but at the same time, I’ve never had a threesome and I think it could be a whole lot of fun.
Let’s do it!” I say, speaking quickly before I can change my mind. “I trust you and I’m really excited. You’re so sexy and nice, and I can’t wait to be with you.”
Camille smiles a megawatt smile and laces her fingers through mine. “Come this way.”
As we walk across the room, I realize that I had forgotten that we were in a room filled with other people. Camille just commands my attention so much, that I completely forgot anyone else in the world existed. She leads me to a corner of the room were a petite brunette is talking animatedly with two men. From their body language, it is obvious that both men want to sleep with her. But she’s clearly just teasing them.
“Camille! I am so thrilled to see you. And who have you brought me?” She teases as her eyes take me in my body from head to toe. “This woman is beautiful. You know how much I love women,” she says to Camille, but her eyes never leave my face.
There is something electric about this dark-skinned woman and I instantly want to be part of her world and to have her attention.
“I’m so sorry, gentlemen,” Camille says to the men, grasping Mariposa by the hand and leading both of us toward a hallway.
“Babe, you arrived in the nick of time. I’m horny as a motherfucker and you know that men just don’t do it for me. Did you bring a treat for me or we can have a little party, just the three of us?” Mariposa licks her lips and I find myself wanting to kiss her and feel her lips and tongue all over my body, especially on my pussy.
“It’s your lucky night, darlin’. It’s Rachel’s first time at a sex club, it’s her first time for a threesome, and what I know is just bound to please you even more, my darling Mariposa, tonight will be the first time that Rachel has ever slept with a woman. She’s curious as all get out.”
“Fuck if I don’t need to go buy some lottery tickets! A threesome with my banging babe Camille and a first-time, horny newbie pussy licker? This is going to be fucking awesome!”
Mariposa, at a second glance, is a little bit intimidating. Even though her body is petite and soft, and she’s very feminine looking, she swears like a sailor and she’s forthright and demanding like a man. My pussy aches for her.
These two gorgeous women lead me down a hallway that appears to be filled with bedrooms. But none of them have doors. Some of the rooms are empty, though others are. In what feels dirty to me, some of the rooms that have couples in them, there are people standing around in the room or in the hallway outside of the room, watching.
“Are… Are there going to be people watching us?” I ask, not sure how I feel about that idea.
“If we’re doing it right, there will be,” Mariposa replies, laughing and grabbing my ass. “You’re fucking beautiful and I bet you’re a tiger inside. Who wouldn’t want to watch that? I’d love an audience so that they see what Camille and I are going to do to you. You’re going to be screaming so loudly, that you’re going to have an audience whether you want one or not.”
There’s a serious tone to Mariposa’s voice, even though it seems like she might be joking. I strongly suspect that she isn’t joking, though. She’s incredibly confident, which is sexy, but more than a little bit intimidating.
“Darlin’,” Camille says, her voice like honey and less aggressive than Mariposa’s, “are you okay with an open door? I know Mariposa want an audience, but everyone participating must consent. Do you consent?”
I open my mouth and then close it, quickly. Do I want an audience? I know that Derek would want to watch, but I have no idea where he is right now.
“Actually, I don’t want to audience. Are there rooms that have doors?”
Mariposa stops and the dark look passes over her eyes. “I should say no and walk away. But you are too fucking hot and it’s been too long since I’ve had a double first timer, but I’ll go with the two of you to a private room.”
“Thank you,” I say, a new wave of nervousness spreading through my body.
We all turnaround and they walk me back into the bar area, and then down a different hallway, this one with doors on the rooms. The doors are closed, but they’re obviously not soundproof. Hearing the moans and screams of people having sex, and not being able to see them, is somehow sexier for me and it makes me even hornier or than I already was.
“After you, darlin’,” Camille says, gesturing toward the empty room that has a king-size bed. Camille and Mariposa follow me into the room, and one of them close the door.
When I turn around to face them, everything feels so much more real. I knew it was real before this point, and being in a private room with two women, both of whom are eager to have sex with me, it’s our first point of no going back. I’ve had so many fantasies involving women, but they’re fantasies that I never imagined would come true.
“I… I don’t really know what to do.” And look from Camille to Mariposa, feeling frozen. It’s been so long since I slept with anyone except for my husband, that it makes me feel like a shy virgin.
Mariposa’s laugh is loud. “Aren’t you just sweet? The first thing to do, is take off your clothes. The second thing to do, is to get on the bed. Camille here and I, we’ll take care of the rest. I’m confident you’ll be able to figure it out.”
There’s an almost mocking tone in Mariposa’s voice, but I honestly don’t feel insulted. It’s more like she’s a teacher and I’m a remedial student. But I’m a student that wants to do more than earn just a passing grade. I’m a student that wants to excel.
I quickly do as Mariposa orders and then am standing in front of these two stunning women, wearing nothing at all.
“Fuck she’s got a great body,” Mariposa says, as she finishes taking off her own clothing.
I move over to the bed and crawl on top of it and sit in the middle of it.
Naked, Camille and Mariposa both join me in bed. Camille takes my head in her hands and starts kissing me, her tongue invading my mouth more forcefully than she kissed me before. Mariposa starts sucking at one of my breasts, her tongue rough and strong on my nipple. It’s such a new sensation to be with a woman in bed, and even more so to be with two women. I’m so scared of not knowing what to do or of doing it badly.
“Come on, Rachel,” Camille says, stroking my hair gently. “You have to relax. If you don’t relax, you’re not going to have any fun. And we’re here for fun.”
“I’m sorry. This is just so… It’s so unusual for me. I’ve never been with a woman and I’ve never had a threesome, and it’s overwhelming to be doing both at once.”
Mariposa sits up and exhales sharply.
“I have an idea,” Mariposa says, getting up from the bed and going over to a cabinet on the wall. She opens and searches around for a moment’s, and I hear a little bit of laughter and she turns around with a smile on her face. “A blindfold is the perfect solution,” she says, waving a dark red blindfold from her hand.
“Oh…,” I say, a new wave of nerves washing over me. I like the idea of a blindfold, but I also want to be able to see these women’s beautiful bodies.
“Take it or leave it, honey,” Mariposa says, an edge creeping into her voice. “I ain’t got all night.”
“Okay,” I say quickly, hoping I won’t regret this. Though I suppose if I really enjoy it, Derek and I can always come back here and I can experiment with another woman. It’s not as if he said that this was a one-time thing.
“Good girl,” Mariposa says, quickly closing the distance between her and Camille and me.
“You won’t regret this,” Camille whispers in my ear, then lowers her mouth and starts sucking on my neck.
Mariposa puts the blindfold over my eyes and around my head, tightly.
“Don’t take that off until I say you can take it off,” Mariposa says, and then I feel a set of hands pushing me back on the bed.
Someone, I think Camille, starts kissing me again and playing with one of my breasts. She pinches and pulls at my nipple and it feels amazing. I feel another set of hands stroking my stomach and then roughly moving down to my legs, and then spreading my legs parts.
“Fuck, Camille! This chick is dripping and horny as fuck!”
Mariposa roughly massages the upper part of my legs, occasionally teasing my pussy and my clit with her fingers. Instinctively, my body pushes towards her fingers and my hips every time she dips her fingers into my wet pussy.
All of a sudden, Mariposa’s tongue is diving into my pussy, licking the full length of me, and then circling my clit. She wraps her lips around my clit and sucks so hard that it makes me cry out.
Camille stops kissing me and I moan in frustration. But then there is a breast teasing at my lips, and I latched my lips and tongue on it hungrily. I lick and suck at her breasts, loving how soft and full they feel. When I find her nipple, I latched onto it and suck like a hungry child, my tongue flicking at her nipple. When I hear her moan, I take it as a cue to keep on doing what I’m doing.
“How does she taste?” Camille says, moaning as I keep on sucking at her luscious tits.
I feel two fingers plunge deep into my pussy and massages my g-spot expertly, and I groan and bear my hips and pussy down on Mariposa. I’ve never been eaten out like this before, ever, and it’s fucking amazing.
“Taste for yourself,” I hear Mariposa say. I hear myself a mewling at the absence of her mouth on my pussy.
I hear a slurping sucking sound and then Camille says, “Oh, damn! She tastes fucking out of this world! Leave something for me to eat.”
Mariposa puts her mouth to my pussy again and I groan in ecstasy as her tongue expertly licks my clit.
“I want you to lick me,” Camille says to me.
“Okay,” I moan. I’m eager to find out what she tastes like, but I’m also getting so caught up in how Mariposa is making me feel, that I can barely think straight.
“Just lick at me like you like to be licked and how Mariposa is licking you. Don’t worry, you’ll do fine,” Camille says, as if understanding how nervous I still am right now.
The weight on the bed shifts and then all of the sudden I can smell Camille right in front of my face. She smells musky and tangy, and I can’t wait to taste her with my tongue. I tilt my head up, tongue out, and I quickly find her pussy. I lick and suck at her, eagerly tasting her wetness and enjoying it.
I’m so turned on right now that I can’t hold back. My body is shaking because I feel an orgasm building up rapidly inside of me, from Mariposa sucking at my pussy. I start sucking on Camille, trying my best to be satisfying and good. When she starts moaning, I take it as a sign that I’m doing a good job and keep on doing the same thing. Once Camille’s body starts jerking away from my mouth, I grab onto her hips and suck even more. I want her to feel as good as Mariposa is making me feel.
I moan and scream into Camille’s pussy as my body suddenly explodes in pure pleasure. My body is bucking and jerking as my orgasm explodes out of my body and my pussy gushes over Mariposa’s face.
Mariposa’s mouth leaves my pussy, and it feels like something vital is missing from me. I want to come again. I am so not done. I keep licking at Camille, holding the firm skin of her ass in my hands and massaging it as I lick and suck at her pussy.
“Oh fuck! Oh fuck! I’m coming!” Camille screams, her legs tensing around my face and her pussy clenching and quivering as I suck and lick at her. She starts gushing all over my face and I lick as much of it as I possibly can, feeling so proud that I made her come.
“Little Miss here seems to be having a good time, huh?” I hear Mariposa say, her voice amused. “I think somebody his just gotten in touch with their inner pussy licker.”
“Don’t stop now!” I gasp, as I work to catch my breath after coming so hard. “I want more!”
“Come with me,” Mariposa says, her hand grabbing my hand and guiding me towards the edge of the bed. She guides me to stand up next to the bed. “Now get on your hands and knees.”
I do as I’m told, eagerly, excited about whatever is about to happen next.
“Now eat my pussy as well as I ate yours,” Mariposa says, as her hands grab my head and pull me toward another pussy. I move forward and move my head so that I’m in the right position, and then I eagerly start licking and sucking at her pussy.
Mariposa tastes just as amazing as Camille did, and her clit feels so huge.
“That’s right, just like that! Suck harder!”
I lose myself in Mariposa’s pussy. She tastes so good and it feels so satisfying to make this tough woman moan and squirm in pleasure! The carpet in the room digs into my hands and knees, and I’m sure I’ll have a carpet rash, but I don’t care. I’m discovering something inside of me and it’s so much more than I ever could have imagined!
“Finger fuck me!” Mariposa groans, her body shaking around my head. I carefully balance myself, then reach up and slide three fingers inside her hot, slick pussy. Holy shit, she feels amazing!
I work my fingers inside of her and Mariposa starts screaming in Spanish and pressing her pussy into my mouth even more.
All of a sudden, I feel someone behind me, and then Camille’s mouth is on my pussy. A new fire lights up in my body and it pushes me to suck on Mariposa harder and to lick her clit and pussy as if she was the best dessert, ever. I can’t get enough of her!
I groan into Mariposa’s delicious pussy as Camille stops eating my pussy. But then I scream in pleasure when I feel a massive dick plunge deep into my pussy! My fingers work the inside of Mariposa and I can feel her body shaking even harder as she screams even louder. As much as I want to enjoy being fucked by Camille, I want to make Mariposa happy, so I keep going as fast and hard as I can, so she can come and I can come again.
“Yes yes yes!” Mariposa screams, her hands grabbing my head as she pushes her pussy against my mouth, hard. I suck at her enormous clit and work my fingers inside of her, and then her orgasm is pouring over my face and fingers and she’s screaming in Spanish again.
I lift my mouth from her pussy and slowly pull my fingers out of her, already missing the feeling of her pussy grabbing on to my fingers as she came all over them.
Hands grab my hips and then I’m getting fucked from behind so hard that I nearly black out from how good it makes me feel.
“Make yourself come,” Camille demands, her voice breathless behind me.
I work my hips up and down, fucking her dildo or strap on or whatever it is so that it’s deep in my pussy and filling me up completely.
When she reaches around and fingers my clit, it sends me over the edge and then I’m coming again, harder than the first time. It feels like roman candles are lighting up every nerve ending. My body flames with pleasure as my orgasm explodes.
As I start to collapse, I feel two sets of hands lifting me up and onto the bed. They put me in the middle of the bed, and then press their bodies on either side of me. One of them gently unties my blindfold, and then I blink rapidly in the bright light of the room. I can’t help grinning as I look at them, and then I’m kissing both of them again.
“I don’t want this night to end,” I say, my hands roaming over their bodies. They’re both so beautiful and I’m so glad that I can actually see their bodies and reactions as I touch them.
“Now, now, pussy licker,” Mariposa says, her laugh rich and loud. “Was that not enough?”
“Oh, God. No! I’m so glad my husband talked me into this! I want more!”
“Like this?” Camille says, lowering her mouth to my boob and then sliding her fingers inside my throbbing pussy.
“Oh, God. Yes!”
~~




THE ANNIVERSARY GIFT

“To you!” Ian and I raise our champagne flutes, toasting Lionel across the table.
“Happy Anniversary!” He laughs and echo us, our glasses daintily clinking together.
“That was a fine meal,” Lionel says, leaning back in his chair and rubbing his muscular stomach. “We should come here more often.”
“Agreed,” my husband, says.
Ian and I glance at each other. Lionel knows that we’re struggling a little bit, but not by how much. This celebration tonight is going to wipe out our cash for the rest of the month. When Lionel picks up the check, I’m shocked and Ian is speechless.
“Lionel…” Ian says, a hesitation in his voice, his cheeks blotchy from an embarrassed blush. He was raised to be the breadwinner of a family, and he’s frustrated that he’s not making as much money as he wants and deserves, and that he can’t live at the level he wishes he could.
“Look, Ian. I love you guys, you know that. I know you’re still getting on your feet. I’m doing well and I don’t even know what to do with what I have right now. I dig being able to do something special for the two of you – no one deserves it more.”
I look at Lionel and take another drink of my wine. I’m already buzzed and know I’ll be at least a little drunk before we’re finished with dessert. It’s a celebration!
But I keep looking at Lionel, giving myself a moment for the feelings I’ve always harbored for him. They were both part of the same, very preppy and exclusive fraternity, and I met them at some random Friday night kegger my senior year. I could have gone home with either of them that night, and I certainly had a hard time choosing who to fuck that night! In the end, when I wanted to leave and get fucked for the night, Ian was the first one of them I found.
I’ve always regretted never having dated or fucked Lionel.
Don’t get me wrong, I really love my husband Ian and we’re great together. But…there’s something about Lionel. I don’t know if it’s because he’s forbidden to me or if it’s because him and I might have been an even more amazing match than Ian and I are now.
Lionel’s body is thin, but he’s a marathon runner and he’s incredibly muscular.
“I think we’ve lost her,” Ian jokes, and I feel his hands pushing up the hem of my dress and tickling the inside of my bare thigh.
“Oh! Sorry, sorry,” I exclaim. I look away from both of them. It feels wrong to entertain thoughts about Lionel, especially on my anniversary night! Ian would certainly kill me if he knew I had fantasies about Lionel.
“And…I think that’s my cue to leave you two, so you can celebrate your anniversary alone.” Lionel smiles and waves to the waiter. “Whatever else you want, I’ve got it covered. No protesting!”
Ian and I glance at each other, then lean back on our side of the booth. It’s not always easy to accept when Lionel pays for something, but we’ve learned that he won’t accept a refusal once he’s said he’ll pay.
“How can we ever repay you,” I tease, batting my eyelashes at him.
Lionel’s eyes flash at me, with something in them I haven’t noticed in a long time. Surely I must be drunk?
The comfortable weight of Ian’s arm moves across my shoulders and he pulls me close to him.
“Please! Don’t go! We’re having such a good time. Right, sweetie?”
Ian hesitates and I wonder if I’ve made a mistake.
“Yeah, she’s right. Stay and let’s get another bottle of wine.”
“Well, if you put it that way…” Lionel pauses to tell the waiter to bring another bottle of wine, then turns his handsome dark profile back to us. “You now I’m not one to say no to more time with my best friends.”
“Oh, good!” I say, bouncing in my seat. As I do, I realize how wet I am. Oh my God! This is totally because I’ve been fantasizing about Lionel! I’m such a terrible wife! “Excuse me a minute,” I say, my cheeks burning.
Walking as calmly as possible through the swank steakhouse that Lionel has brought us to, I focus on just making it to the bathroom. I so need a moment alone to regroup!
The door closes behind me and the chatter and music of the restaurant quiet, and I’m enveloped in a cloud of blissful silence. I sit on an ornately upholstered stool in front of a long vanity mirror and put my head in my hands.
What do you think you’re doing, Amelia?! If I’m honest, this is by far not the first time I’ve fantasized about Lionel, about what his strong, muscular body would feel like above and below mine. What it would be like to fuck the man I’ve always secretly wished I went home with that first night.
Snap out of it!
I splash some cold water on my face and stare at myself in the mirror. It’s your anniversary, you crazy bitch, fantasize about your husband!
Ian and Lionel are laughing as I make my way back to the table. They’ve always had an ease between them and they’ve always been best friends.
“What are you two joking about now,” I say, butterflies tensing my stomach as I slide in next to Ian. I give him a lingering kiss on the lips and run my hand along his thigh, underneath the tablecloth.
“If you’re getting to that part of the evening, I am not going to intrude,” Lionel says, starting to scoot to the edge of the booth.
“No, please stay,” I plead. “I want to spend my anniversary with my two favorite men!”
“Really now?” Lionel stops moving, a smile spreading across his thick, lush lips as he stares at me. “And what are you thinking about, dear Amelia?”
In an instant, my cheeks burn with a massive blush. Think about Ian. Ian. Ian.
I fail.
The tip of Lionel’s tongue runs along the bottom of his teeth, and it transfixes me. He was always famous for his sexual skills.
“Cat got your tongue?” Lionel teases. “You’ve always been sexy when you blush.”
“I know, right?” Ian says, tightening his arm over my shoulders again. “What’s got into you? You’re never this quiet.”
“I’ve always wanted to know what it was like to fuck Lionel.” The words are blurted out of my mouth before I even realize I was saying them.
Oh. Shit.
Ian is going to kill me.
Both men go silent and I can’t tell who is going to break the silence. I push away from Ian’s arm, but he holds me tight. When I glance at him, there’s a look in his eyes that looks like wonder. Why does he look happy?
I must be drunk! How is he not mad at me?!
When I finally get the nerve to look at Ian and Lionel, they’re both looking at me and smiling.
“What?” My nerve endings spark with nerves and fear, because I’m scared I’m about to lose everything.
I watch Lionel run one of his long fingers back and forth over the tablecloth, like he’s caressing it. It’s mesmerizing and I start fantasize about him running his finger over my skin, through my pussy…
“You wanna tell her?” Lionel says, grinning at Ian.
The look on Ian’s face is about the last reaction I ever could have imagined! Is he drunk, too? It defies belief that he’s not angry with me!
“Yeah, man.”
Ian pulls me closer to him, still smiling. My muscles are tense and practically resist getting closer to him. He’s never been violent, not in the slightest! But I’m still scared he’s going to be mad at me.
“Babe. Amelia.” Ian’s voice is soft, quiet enough so that I can barely hear it. With his free hand, he reaches over and puts it on the inside of my thigh and squeezes. “I never though you would be down with it, but I’ve always wanted to watch Lionel fuck you.”
Lionel leans across the table slightly, his dark eyes fixed on mine.
“And I’ve always wanted to fuck you. Don’t you know you’re the one that got away?”
My head spins as I listen to Ian, my brain processing what they just said! Did I hear them right?
This time I pull away from him successfully. I can’t tell if he’s serious or joking. “Are you guys fucking with me?” My voice is a little louder and sharper than I meant it to be, but…I can’t wrap my mind around this!
“I am absolutely serious,” my husband says. “Look. We should go somewhere more private. Discuss this there.”
The rest of the restaurant is filled with people eating delicious, expensive meals; they’re all deep in conversations of their own. Little do they know my world is turning upside down!
I nod and Lionel catches the attention of the waiter so that we can finish up and leave. The new bottle of wine is barely touched.
I’m acutely aware of my body as we leave the restaurant. A cool evening breeze rushes over my skin and feels refreshing.
“Amelia. Say something,” Ian says.
“Sure,” I say, feeling bold. “Let’s do it.” I may as well call them out on their bluff.
“Good.” Lionel’s voice is like a seductive purr, low and vibrating. “It’s your anniversary, but you’re giving me a gift. I’m going to give you a gift you’ll never forget.”
“You mean you’re serio—”
I’m silenced as Lionel steps toward me and pulls me into a kiss. His wide, thick lips meet mine and I feel his tongue pressing through my lips, demanding that I open my mouth. Surprised, I open my mouth and welcome his tongue, licking and sucking at it greedily. I wrap my arms around his torso and pull him closer to me, losing myself in his kiss, yet still waiting for Ian to say something and stop this!
But that’s not what Ian says.
“To the hotel. Now.”
I’m vaguely aware of Ian going to the curb and hailing a cab, but Lionel is French kissing my ear and my pussy is so wet I feel like my juices are going to start streaming down my leg.
“You are so hot,” Ian whispers in my other ear.
Holy shit this is amazing! I still don’t quite believe this is real, but I start letting myself give over to what’s happening. I’m going to enjoy this for as long as it lasts!
“Keep it clean back there,” I hear the cabbie warn. “I don’t no want no mess to clean up. Don’t need that shit in my cab.”
Lionel pulls away from me and I gasp. “Please don’t stop,” I whisper, my breath coming out in short gasps. He smiles and I watch him reach into his jacket and pull out his wallet.
“Just drive. We won’t be fucking back here.” The driver sighs and shrugs as Lionel hands him a hundred-dollar bill.
“Now where was I?”
Lionel pulls me onto his lap and I squirm hard when I feel how hard he is through his pants. And he’s huge! There’s no way a man can really big that big, right? I thought it was all a myth about black men!
I wrap my arms around Lionel’s neck and mash my mouth on his, sucking and teasing his tongue with my own. He slides one of his hands up my thigh and just under the seam of my panties, but not touching my slick pussy.
“Please,” I moan, shifting my hips to try and chase his fingers.
“Gotta keep the cab clean,” he whispers in my ear, before licking and sucking my earlobe.
“Oh, God, that feels so good!” My body tingles and shivers as his mouth moves from my ear to my neck and then up toward my jaw again.
How is this even happening?
The cab jerks to a stop in front of The Oasis and the cabbie looks more than happy to see us pile out of his car.
The Oasis is one of the most expensive hotels in town, and it was Ian’s anniversary gift to me. When he told me about this, I couldn’t believe it! The design and reputation of the hotel are phenomenal and it’s always been my dream to stay in places like this. Money is so tight, I don’t know how he saved up for this. But I love it, so I’m not questioning it!
Lionel and I stand back as Ian checks in, the hotel clerk not raising an eyebrow that we have no luggage and that there are three of us. The heat of Lionel’s body is making me jumpy with desire and a I feel a raging need for him to be fucking me, as long and as much as possible!
As the crowded elevator quietly whooshes up the building, the air is electric between Ian, Lionel, and me. It feels like my body is vibrating and it’s almost physically painful to not be touching either one of them right now.
“Finally,” I moan, the hotel door clicking shut behind us. I quickly glance at the interior, which is expensive and sleek – all cream furniture and dark wood accents. Surely what I made last year wouldn’t cover the cost of the furniture in this room! I dream that one day Ian and me can afford this kind of thing without it being a big deal.
Lionel pushes me against the wall and immediately pushes my dress up and pulls my panties down. His fingers slide through the folds of my slick pussy and I can’t quiet the moan that escapes from my lips. I rub myself against his fingers, desperately wanting him to push them inside me, to stroke my g-spot and really set my body on fire.
“God, I want you to fuck me,” I say.
“And I want to watch him fuck you,” Ian says. I look to where he is and he’s sitting in an easy chair, his eyes on us and his legs splayed, one of his hands rubbing his cock.
A moment of clarity breaks through my lust haze and I push Lionel away a fraction.
“Ian. Are you absolutely sure about this?” God help me if he isn’t or he wants to change his mind. “This was supposed to be our night.”
“It still is our night. Consider Lionel my second anniversary gift to you.”
“Okay. I accept.”
The lust electrifying my body right now has me not thinking clearly. If Ian says he’s okay with this, then I’m going to stop questioning him!
I turn back to Lionel, drinking in his dark beauty, his lean and muscular body, and run my hand over the incredible hard-on that is pressing against his pants.
“Come here and show me what I’ve wondered about all these years,” I say, undoing the zipper of his pants and pushing my hand in. My hands touch his hot skin and I can’t even wrap my fingers in a circle around his cock. I’ve never felt or seen anything so big! “Holy shit you’re huge!”
“I’ll be gentle. Maybe.” Lionel’s voice is like a growl and the look in his eyes is dark and primal.
God, I can’t wait to have him between my thighs!
My dress slips off easily when I unzip the side, and then I stand in front of Ian and Lionel, wearing nothing but a lacy bra and my heels.
“Is this what you always dreamed of?” I tease, cocking my hip and turning my body in a slow circle. “Did you stay up late at night, fantasizing about me?” I cup my breasts and push them together, rubbing my thumbs over my hardening nipples.
“Fuck. You have no idea.” Lionel rapidly undresses and I bite my lip. He’s not just thick, he’s massively long, too. His body looks like something out of a museum and I can’t stop staring and marveling at how beautiful his body is.
I cut my eyes over to Ian, but Lionel crosses the room and puts his hands on my face, turning my face back to him.
“Don’t look at him. He can watch, but this, right now, it’s just you and me. You and me doing what we should have done years ago.”
A tremor of nerves rattles through me. I nod my head, then lean my head into his hands, relishing the warmth and size of him.
Lionel’s mouth dominates mine when he kisses me, and I can barely keep up with the pace and force of his tongue. I moan into his mouth, my hands reaching out for his body and trying to pull him closer to me. I want to savor this moment, but I also want him to fuck me senseless!
“Oh, yessss.” I gasp when Lionel slides his fingers between my folds, his large fingers rubbing and teasing my clit. I wiggle my hips, wanting to feel more pressure, but he keeps his touch infuriatingly light.
“Sit,” he commands, turning me and pushing me down so that I’m on the edge of the bed. He kneels in front of me and I spread my legs wide, knowing what’s coming.
In college, Lionel was famous for eating pussy. It was how I first fantasized about him, after another girl told me, in great detail, how he’d eaten her pussy and how she’d never experienced anything like that. She hadn’t realized he was my boyfriend’s best friend and that I knew him, but that was when I started looking at him in a new light, wondering what it would be like to take him into my tiny dorm room and turn out the lights with someone who wasn’t my boyfriend.
Lionel teases me more, lightly kissing the insides of my legs, roughly dragging his tongue over my skin. His fingers caress the back of my knees and I feel my body go weak. I’m putty in his hands.
Just when I’m about to start begging, Lionel lightly, slowly licks my pussy. His tongue lingers, pressing against my clit, gently pulsing against it.
“Oh, sweet Jesus,” I cry out. I look down at his dark head and his eyes are locked on me, watching my reaction to him.
“You like that?” He asks, his mouth so close to me that I can feel the heat of his breath on my aching pussy.
I squirm, desperate to feel his mouth on my again.
“Oh, yes. I’ll never forgive you if you stop,” I tease, smiling down at him.
Lionel puts his mouth back on my pussy, this time hard and demanding. My voice cries out as he sucks and licks at me, jamming his fingers inside me and working both my clit and g-spot at the same time. I close my eyes and fall back on the bed, one hand stroking his head and one hand playing with my boobs.
“Oh fuck, I’m going to come,” I scream, my body writhing around on his tongue, trying to feel more of him and his amazing tongue.
“Not yet you’re not,” he says.
I sit up and look at him, and see his mouth and chin shining with my juices.
“What?” I can’t have heard him correctly. What does he mean I don’t get to come? “Please…” my voice comes out like a whine. My desire to come is overwhelming. I feel ready to burst, but…blocked!
“You’re going to wait. And then you’re going to come harder than you ever have before.”
Lionel moves around the bed, and I turn as I watch him crawl on top of it, then sit with his back against the headboard. Spreading his arms out along the headboard, he continues, “I want you to blow me like you’ve never blown your husband. And he’s going to watch your ass bob as you do, and listen to you choke on my big black anaconda.”
I stop myself when I realize I’m turning to look at my husband. What can he be thinking of all of this? But I ignore that thought when I see how big Lionel is now that he’s hard.
He’s not kidding when he calls it an anaconda! I’ve never sucked a dick that’s even half the size of his! I’m not even sure where to start…
I kneel in front of Lionel, my body thrumming with anticipation and nerves. I get up on my knees, then scoot over toward Lionel’s enormous black cock. He’s holding it up for me and I know I have to wrap my lips around it.
Biting my lip, I lower my head to his cock and lick it, then open my mouth as wide as I can manage and work on sliding my mouth down his thick shaft.
Lionel’s cock fills my mouth up more than it’s ever been filled before! My lips feel like they’re going to tear open because they’re being stretched so much! I gasp and choke as I work my head up and down, trying to take more and more of him in my mouth.
“That’s right. Wrap those little lips around my big Johnson. Show me what you can do, little Amelia.”
Lionel reaches down and grabs my hair tightly, then pushes my head further down his cock. I don’t even know how I can get so much of him in my mouth!
Gasping, I pull my mouth off him, then continue to work his massive cock with my hand, then I lean down further and lick the full length of his cock, then lower my head again and suck and lick at his big, heavy balls.
“Fuck man. If I knew she’d lick my balls, I’d have stolen her from you years ago!”
I can’t quite tell if Lionel is kidding or not, but part of me is thrilled at the idea. What would it be like to have a cock like this to play with all the time?
I wrap my mouth and lips around his cock again, twisting my head and bouncing my head more quickly.
“Ah, fuck yeah,” Lionel groans. I look up at him and his eyes are at half-mast and a lazy smile is on his lips. His cock starts bouncing a little more in my mouth, and that’s when he grabs my hair and pulls my mouth away from him.
“Much as I’d love to come all over that pretty little face of yours, I’m not giving up a chance to fuck that tight little pussy of yours. I’ve tasted it, and now I want to feel it.”
A big smile breaks out across my face. I’ve dreamed of fucking Lionel, too, and it’s like a million champagne bubbles are bursting inside of me.
“How do you want me?” I ask, ready to do whatever he asks.
“Turn around and face Ian. I want you to watch him watching you as I fuck you.”
I almost hesitate, but I just nod and start turning myself around on the bed. Ian’s eyes meet mine and it erases all the doubt from my mind. He’s holding his cock in his hand and rubbing at it fast.
“You better make sure you hold on tight,” Lionel teases as he grabs my legs and pushes them apart a little. His fingers find my pussy again and he teases my clit, lightly again. I push down, trying to feel more pressure and get closer to release, but he continues his light-touch tease of me.
“You’re driving me crazy!” I moan, wiggling my hips.
“Just getting you ready,” Lionel’s deep voice says. He plunges two fingers inside me and my pussy clenches and rubs against them. It feels so good!
He slowly removes his fingers, then trails them up across my ass. The tip of his cock pushes against my pussy and I scream a little when he starts pushing into me. His thrust is slow and it seems like I can feel it so much more!
“Slow down, little Amelia,” he growls as I start working my hips, trying to take him deeper into me. I want to be filled up by his big black cock! But he grabs my hips tightly, so I can’t move that much, and slowly pushes into me, a little more each push, then slowly pulls back out again.
I watch Ian through all this, and it’s amazing. We’re totally finding a new level in our relationship. It’s so…intimate for him to be watching his best friend fucking me. I mean, we’ve taped ourselves fucking before, and then watched it later, but this is so different! This feels so taboo and wrong, but Lionel’s cock in my tight pussy feels so amazing!
Without warning, Lionel pulls out of my pussy, leaving it aching and wanting so much more, and then he rams his cock into me completely, pounding me hard and totally filling me up. I scream because it hurts, but as Lionel thrusts into my pussy fast and hard, my pussy starts stretching and expanding to fit his big cock. I’ve never felt my pussy do this before, but I’m glad it’s doing that now!
Ian’s eyes widen and he starts pumping his pale cock even more. My tits are swinging all over the place, because my body is bouncing and moving back and forth so much, because Lionel is pounding me so fast and hard! They’re aching for attention, but I can’t let go of the bed and Lionel’s hands are on my hips.
Lionel suddenly stills, this time leaving his cock buried so, so deep inside of me.
“Oh, God,” I moan. I’ve never felt so completely filled in my life! My tender pussy throbs around his cock, and my body bucks against him. “I’ve never felt anything like this,” I moan, bouncing my wet pussy on his cock.
Lionel slaps my ass so hard that it makes me cry out. It hurts, but then I’m surprised at how good it feels! It’s like all the sensations in my body go into further overload.
“Are you ready for more?” He’s panting and his voice has a groan to it. I can tell he’s holding back.
“Don’t hold back,” I beg. “Fuck me hard!”
“That’s what I like to hear!”
I lock eyes with Ian as Lionel starts pumping fast and hard into my pussy. My body is hot and sweaty, and I’m working my hips as much as I can, trying to meet Lionel’s rhythm and to keep his thick, dark cock in my pussy as much as possible. I hate it when he pulls out!
Ian’s dick looks like it’s about to explode. It’s so fucking hot that he’s watching this and liking it so much! My voice echoes in the hotel room, because I can’t stop moaning and screaming as Lionel plows into my pussy.
In a fast move, Lionel pushes me down to the bed and pushes my legs together, but never stopping pounding my pussy with his cock.
“Oh, fuck!” Every thrust, he’s now hitting my g-spot hard and rough and my body lights up in an explosion of pleasure as my orgasm rips through my body. I try to keep looking at Ian, but my vision swims because I’m coming so hard!
“Bounce that ass!” Lionel demands, slapping my ass again. I’m tender and my body instinctively wants to pull away, but his cock still feels so good that I ignore the tenderness. I work my hips as much as I can, my eyes rolling back in my head at how amazing I feel and how spectacular his cock feels in my tight pussy!
Lionel moans and makes a guttural sound as he comes, furiously pumping into my pussy. He collapses on me and I feel his sweat and the tickle of his chest hair against my back. He slides his hands underneath me and massages my boobs, tweaking my nipples and making me cry out. It feels so good, but my body is so sensitive!
When I look back at Ian, his dick is limp and there is come all over the place. There’s a big, lazy smile on his face and he’s looking at me with more love than I ever imagined possible!
“I suppose I should let you two lovebirds alone, so you can have a romantic night together,” Lionel teases, rolling off of me. His twitching cock slides out of me and I immediately miss it, wishing both of us had more energy for another round! His come mixes with my juices and I feel it all sliding out of me. Lionel has marked me…and I like it. And Ian’s liked watching him mark me, too!
“Did you like your gift, Amelia?” Ian asks, tucking his dick back in his boxers.
“I think this is an anniversary tradition I really, really love. Thank you, Ian. I love you so much!”
~~~




NAUGHTY IN NOLA





Chapter 1 – Movie Night




“Who recommended this movie to you?” My husband, Daniel asks. “This movie is terrible. Is there any more beer?”
“Nella recommended this. And yes, in the fridge.” I say as my husband gets up and moves towards the kitchen. “And bring something to snack on. There might be some cheddar popcorn in the cupboard.”
“Right,” Daniel says, before disappearing out of sight.
I pause the movie, even though Daniel won’t care and, truth be told, neither do I. The only reason we’re still watching is the promise of a super-sexy scene late in the movie. Nella has a taste for arty movies and for years I’ve been dragged along to more than my fair share of art films possessing dubious cinematic merit. But I love Nella, so I go.
Nella also knows that Daniel and I have a running thing of acting out sex scenes from movies. Sometimes it’s just a good laugh, because you know that sex is not over in a minute or two, but we have a lot of fun. The night we watched that film set in Paris, with that heavyweight actor that won all the awards in the seventies? The one that included a stick of butter? Damn, I couldn’t walk straight for a couple of days after we acted that one out…
“Here you go,” Daniel says, handing me a bag of popcorn. “Ah, darling. You didn’t have to pause the movie for me…” He says in a joking, sing-song voice.
I lean over and kiss Daniel on the cheek, and then press Play. “There’s only like 20 minutes left in the movie. Surely we can make it that far,” I joke.
“Remind me to thank Nella, the next I see her, for her…” Daniel pauses a moment, pretending to be lost in deep thought, “her discerning taste in film.”
“I know, I know. I agree – this movie is atrocious. But she said the sex scene is spectacular, so…”
“It better be,” Daniel grumbles, though I know he’s not that put out. Our movie date nights are more about being together than about whatever movie we watch. He puts his arm around my shoulder and pulls me closer to him. I close my eyes as I cuddle into him – I always feel safe when I’m in Daniel’s arms.
I never get over how nice it is to just be with Daniel, even doing something as mundane as watching a movie. Even a bad movie. We fit together really well, physically and mentally, and I just can’t imagine a life without him. Or, really I can, but it’s a life I wouldn’t want to live.
“Oooh, this must be it!” I say. I’m excited for a couple of reasons – one, the movie is almost over; two, watching even a mediocre sex scene is a kind of foreplay for Daniel and I, and I’ve been totally horny all day and looking forward to getting him into bed.
Daniel sighs and reaches his hand down and tickles my breast through my shirt.
“Stop,” I joke, “we haven’t finished the movie yet…”
“Woman. You are so demanding!”
We start laughing and almost miss the beginning of the scene.
The couple goes into the bar of an expensive hotel, separately, and they both make a show of appearing like they’re out looking for someone. The wife is dressed to kill in sky-high stilettos and a tight, yet not revealing dress. It’s a mini dress, but the dress has long sleeves and her chest and back are fully covered, the tightness of the dress leaves little to the imagination and the actress has gorgeous, long legs.
“I need to sign up for Pilates again,” I mutter to myself. The woman’s dress hugs her ass magnificently and it’s the ass of someone who clearly works out a lot.
We watch as a man in an expensive business suit approaches the wife and flirts with her. She flicks her hair, but it’s clear she’s not interested in him. The reaction of her husband is what first captures our attention. Jealousy and lust cloud his face, but he doesn’t do anything. He just sits and watches. Eventually, the wife dismisses the man in the business suit and resumes sitting alone at the bar.
The wife very pointedly does not even look in the direction of her husband.
Mirroring his wife, the man tries talking to a few different women; some dismiss him out of hand, some chat with him for a while before one of them ends the conversation. His suit isn’t as nice as what most of the men in the bar are wearing and it’s clear some of the women are either prostitutes or gold diggers, and that the husband just doesn’t make the cut.
They each have a couple of drinks, while talking to a few different people. The husband keeps glancing at the wife, as if she’s the one he really wants to talk to, but is working up his nerve to do so. When he finally does head over to her, she’s just dismissed the fourth expensively suited man away from her.
We can’t hear what they’re saying, because the scene is entirely set to music, but the actors do an excellent job conveying what’s going on, just through their body language. You can see that she reacts as if bored (“Oh look, here’s yet another guy pestering me, when all I want to do is have a drink alone…”), but that the husband has the hopeful look of a man that has been said No to a lot more than just by the women he’s talked to in the bar.
There is a moment of awkwardness, then he says something that makes the wife laugh. As their conversation starts to take off, you can see his confidence build and a look of the hunter start to take over. His posture straightens and he moves in closer. He says things to her that make her blush and turn her head away. Eventually, he reaches out and tucks a lock of her long hair behind her ear, then runs his fingers through her hair and pulls her head towards him and into a kiss.
I’m finding that what’s really hot is watching them as if it’s their first time meeting. I realize that I’ve forgotten what that’s like – going out, hoping to find someone, talking to a bunch of duds, all the while hoping you talk to a man that makes your heart quicken and your skin tingle.
While their conversation only takes a few minutes of screen time, it’s really effective and I can tell that both Daniel and I are breathing a little heavier, and that there is a different kind of silence as we watch the movie now.
The husband and wife eventually make it up to the hotel room they booked, but all along the way, their hands are all over each other and they practically end up fucking in the elevator.
Before the door to the hotel room is even halfway closed, they are frantically undressing each other and stumbling towards the king-size bed. The sex scene itself is fairly standard, but what makes it stand out are the obviously intense emotions that the husband and wife are experiencing. I shift a little in my seat and realize that I’m incredibly wet, just from watching this scene.
“Nella wasn’t lying about this sex scene,” Daniel says quietly. I glance over at him for a second and I can see his cock pressing tightly against his jeans.
I reach out and touch his cock and squeeze it firmly. “Let’s go to bed,” I say, standing up and pulling him Daniel by his hand.
“But the rest of the movie…” he teases.
“Fuck the rest of the movie,” I say, stepping towards him and giving him a long, deep kiss. “I want to fuck my husband.”
“And I am not a man to deny his wife—” Daniel says, grinning.
We barely make it into our bedroom – we nearly end up having sex up against a wall.
Naked, my nipples are so erect and tight it’s almost painful, and Daniel is so hard that his cock has a purple tinge to it. I start to drop to my knees, but he stops me.
“No, on the bed, on your hands and knees.” Daniel’s breath is raspy and he grabs my arm and pushes me onto the bed.
I’m not even fully on my hands and knees before he grabs my hips and buries his cock in my pussy.
God damn he’s hard! I think as I cry out. I’m soaking wet, but I have a tight pussy and I usually need a little warm up before Daniel goes deep. Daniel doesn’t have the longest cock I’ve ever encountered, but he does have the thickest.
I cry out again, but Daniel plunges into me again and again. I’m trying to move my hips around, but he’s holding on to them really tightly and only letting me move them just a little.
Even though it’s almost painful to have him take me so fast and so rough, my body is responding to him and I can feel the first warm rushes that signal an orgasm for me.
Daniel is fucking me like the husband fucked his wife in the hotel room, grunting and pounding his cock into my pussy.
“Are you a dirty little wifey?” Daniel says in a rush, then slaps my ass. “Do you dream about meeting a stranger in a hotel bar and then fucking them without even knowing their name? Do you?”
Daniel talking dirty is unexpected and it triggers even more the emotions I felt when watching the movie. It was so hot!
“Yes,” I moan, “I want to fuck a stranger in a hotel room. I want to be a dirty whore of a wife!”
Daniel’s breath catches and he speeds up his thrusting. He reaches around and starts roughly flicking my clit.
“Daniel!” I cry out as my orgasm hurtles through my body and I start twitching and bucking against his cock and his fingers. He keeps playing with my clit, forcing me to have a longer and bigger orgasm, and then he’s crying out and he’s slamming into my pussy so hard that I lose my balance and fall forward on the bed, Daniel on top of me and twitching as he cums inside me. I clench my pussy against his cock and he groans as his body shudders above mine.
He rolls off me, but holds me tightly as our breathing returns to normal.
“That was…”
“Intense,” I say, finishing Daniel’s sentence.
He wraps his arms around me even tighter and I hug his arms tight against me. I feel loved and safe.




Chapter 2 – I’ve been thinking…




“Remind me later to ask you something,” I say, leaning over and kissing Daniel on the neck. It’s Friday night and Daniel and I have just had dinner with our good friends Chico and Annie. We’re having post-dinner drinks in a wine bar downtown.
“You tease!” He says, though I know he loves it when I tease him. It usually means I’ve bought a sexy piece of lingerie. Daniel loves it when I dress up in lingerie – he loves the actual lingerie and, even more, he loves fucking me while I wear lingerie.
Ever since we watched that movie a few nights ago, I can’t get it out of my head! The movie was terrible, but Nella was right about the sex scene! It was incredibly hot! I think it would be super sexy to do something like that with Daniel. I have an upcoming business trip, so maybe he could come with me and we could have a little fantasy night then?
“So what’s up with you and Daniel?” My friend Annie asks. “There’s some kind of…something sparking between you two tonight! Did you have sex right before you came to dinner??”
“Oh my god!” I exclaim, and I can feel a blush flame on my face and chest. “It’s just this movie we watched the other night. It had an amazingly hot sex scene! We haven’t been able to keep our hands off each other for days! And I want to recreate it with Daniel.”
“You dirty girl!” Annie laughs and winks, then adds when she sees our husbands coming back with our drinks. “You’ll have to tell me more later!”
“What secrets are you telling now?” Annie’s husband, Chico, asks, though he’s laughing. Annie and Chico are some of our closest friends, though it still feels like how it was when we all met in college – Daniel and Chico doing guy stuff, and me and Annie giggling over sex or shopping or our dreams.
“Of course, we’re talking about sex,” Annie teases, leaning over to kiss Chico after he sets a fresh glass of wine down in front of her.
“As long as you’re not complaining about not getting enough…” Chico jokes. Annie’s hand disappears under the table and Chico’s smile gets bigger.
“I can give it to you on good authority that we are both very, very satisfied. Right Katrina?”
“The woman does not lie,” I say. I lean over and give Daniel a kiss. He knows I’m happy with our sex life, but it’s still fun to joke about it and give him praise in public. It’s not like Annie and I discuss explicit details anymore. When we got serious with the men we’re now married to, the way we talked about them changed. No more gushing about blow-by-blow details of sex and dick size, though we still talk about how often we have sex and sometimes if we try new things.
With the guys back, the conversation turns to work and sports and home repair projects. While we’ll have kids eventually, I’m glad that we’re waiting, because we’re able to have more fun like we are tonight. Also, it seems like all my friends with kids spend most of their time either with their kids or talking about their kids – it’s like they forget what the rest of the world is like, unless it affects their kids.
“Wait,” I say. “What’s that you’re drinking?” I ask Annie. It dawns on me that she hasn’t been drinking like she normally does, tonight.
“Welllll,” she says. “We’re pregnant!”
“Oh my god! Congratulations!” I gush. I get up and give her a huge hug. They’ve been trying to get pregnant for ages and I know Annie wants a baby so bad right now.
“I can’t believe I didn’t notice what you were drinking earlier!” I say, feeling slightly ashamed that I’ve been so lost in my daydream about anonymous sex with Daniel, that I didn’t notice something so obvious with one of my best friends.
“Thanks,” they say in unison, and then they kiss again. Chico and Annie are clearly over the moon.
“When’s it going to be your turn?” Chico asks, lightly punching Daniel on the arm.
Daniel looks at me. He knows how I feel about kids. I want them, but not right now.
“One of these days,” I say, trying to deflect the question. Though I can’t deny it would be fun and bonding to be pregnant at the same time as Annie.
“Don’t wait too long,” Annie says, beaming.
“So what have you been drinking all night?” I ask, curious.
“Cranberry spritzers,” she says and blushes.
“Ah, I don’t feel so bad, then.” She normally drinks Cape Cods or red wine, which don’t look much different than what she has in her glass now.
“Totally you shouldn’t feel bad! We’re not telling anyone yet. You’re the first couple to know! We haven’t even told this one’s parents…” Annie says, looking at Chico and putting her hand on his arm. Chico beams back at Annie.
Annie always knows how to make people feel special and loved, which is one of the reasons I adore her so much. She has an undeniable knack for making whomever she talks to feel like they’re the center of the universe.
Daniel laughs and puts his arm around my shoulders.
“Woman! You are making my wife blush!” Daniel jokes, which makes everyone laugh.
“Anyway,” Annie says, sipping her virgin drink. “I don’t want to talk about the bean tonight.” She turns to me, “don’t you have a trip coming up?”
“When don’t I?” I sigh. Being a regional sales manager is a rewarding job, but every few months I have to do a bunch of on-site visits. At first, all the travel was fun. Then after I racked up ten-thousand miles in a single month, it just became a necessary evil.
“But at least she has a fun destination, this time,” Daniel chimes in, giving me a meaningful look and touching my hand.
“Yeah, where you jetting off to this time?” Chico asks, downing his drink and motioning to the waitress for a fresh round.
“New Orleans!” I say. I’m still excited about it. “I’m actually going to a conference, not checking in on my team. Which means I should be able to skip out a little and explore the city. I haven’t been there since before we were married.”
“You should join Katrina there,” Annie says. I can see from her smile that she’s thinking the same thing I’ve been thinking, and it makes me giggle.
The guys look between us, confused.
“What’s up with you two?” Chico asks. “Seems you two have been in on some private joke all night…”
Annie and I look at each other and giggle again.
“It’s a girl thing. Nothing to worry about,” Annie says to Chico, leaning over to give him a big kiss.
“It’s always something to worry about when a woman says that,” Daniel says, looking at Annie and I with a mock-exasperated expression on his face.
“If you boys had anything to worry about, you’d know,” I say and smile. “But joining me isn’t a bad idea, Daniel. What do you think?”
“Remind me the dates when we get home – I can probably swing it.”
We spend the rest of the evening catching up. Chico and Annie are good friends of ours, but we only get to see them maybe once or twice a month these days. It’s always a treat to see them and the time always flies by.
“What do you think about Annie’s idea? About me joining you in New Orleans?” Daniel asks as we’re in the back of a taxi on our way home.
“I think it would be great! We loved it so much the first time.” I smile and think back on that trip. We were so in love and it was our first weekend away together. The whole weekend passed by in a haze of heat, sex, live music and dancing, and alcohol.
“You’re sure? I know you were going to take a couple of extra days, but I don’t want to intrude if you wanted that time to yourself.”
“Oh, sweetie,” I say, then lean over and give him a big kiss. “You’re never an intrusion. I’d truly be thrilled to have you there with me. Seriously.”
“That sounds wonderful,” he says. “We can do all the things we didn’t get to do last time…”
“Because we kept going back to our hotel and fucking like bunnies!” I whisper back at him, and he leans in and gives me a long, passionate kiss.
“Exactly so,” he says. “And if you’re still up for the idea, from that movie…we could do that, too.” Daniel adds, stroking my arm. His eyes are gleaming.
“Oooh, that would be fantastic!” I say. We’ve talked a little about recreating the movie, but not where or when. Doing it on my business trip would be absolutely perfect!
At home, Daniel falls back on the couch with a tired sigh and I curl up in his lap.
“I’ve been thinking,” I say, looking up at Daniel. He’s running his fingers through my hair and each time he tugs at my hair, a jolt of desire runs through my body.
“What has my beautiful wife been thinking?” He asks, running his hand along my jaw and down to my chest.
“Your beautiful wife has been thinking that we could combine two fantasies in NOLA.”
At first, Daniel doesn’t say anything. But when he slides his hand inside the top of my blouse and into my bra, I know that I have his full attention.
“Please. Do share,” he says, lightly working his fingers against my breast and occasionally teasing my nipple with a soft flick.
“Well,” I say, but suddenly feel embarrassed. Will he still be interested in this? We haven’t discussed this fantasy in a while…
I take a deep breath. “Well, remember how we always used to talk about having a threesome? I thought that maybe…if you’re still game…that we could try that.”
“Oh, Katrina,” Daniel says. His voice is thick with love and lust, and he shifts his body so that we’re laying face-to-face on the couch. “Are you sure?” He strokes my hair and gives me a long kiss.
“I think so,” I say, still feeling nervous. It takes everything I have to maintain eye contact with Daniel. “I mean, we’ve talked about it before and I know that I’ve always been the one to not feel ready for it. But, if we’re going to do one fantasy in New Orleans, why not two? And we’ll be far from home, so it’s not like we’re going to run into anyone we know or run the risk of running in to the third person.”
We live in a suburb of Portland. Portland isn’t as huge a city as Los Angeles or New York, but it’s not as tiny as it once was and it still has a small-town feel and the possibility of running into someone you’ve met once is real. And I have no idea how to handle running into someone that my husband and I bring into our bed.
“So what are you thinking?” Daniel asks, still stroking my hair. His body is pressed against mine and I can feel how excited he is by this idea.
“I’d like the third person to be another man,” I say, blinking quickly and blushing.
“Oooh, kinky,” Daniel says, smiling. “I’m down with that.”
“Are you sure? Will it be weird with another guy there?”
“Nah. I’m comfortable with who I am. And you’ll be the center of attention, babe.”
“Really?”
“Really. Let’s have the kind of fun we won’t be able to have once we have kids. I know kids are still a couple of years in the future, but let’s still take advantage of our freedom.” Daniel answers, then lowers his mouth to mine and starts kissing me, while running his hand down my body and slipping his hand under my skirt and into my panties. Pretty soon, my panties are free from my body and we’re stumbling into our bedroom and fucking each other senseless.




Chapter 3 – NOLA at Night




“Are you ready?” Daniel calls out. I’m in the bathroom, touching up my makeup and piling my hair on my head. The heat and humidity level here make even the idea of going out with my hair down something I won’t do. In fact, I’m barely putting on any makeup, aside from eyeliner and lipstick, because I’m pretty sure anything else would melt off.
Daniel whistles long and low when I come out of the bathroom. “Damn,” he says, walking up to me and kissing me passionately. “I’m not sure if I can share you tonight. You look fucking hot!”
“Thanks, D,” I say, then return to the bathroom to touch up my lipstick and clean up the smears.
I’m wearing strappy stilettos and a strappy pink dress that leaves little to the imagination. The dress is cut low in front and back, with thin straps over my shoulders.
“You feeling okay?” Daniel asks, crossing the room and putting his hand on my hip. “It seemed earlier like you might have caught something at your conference.”
I give Daniel a quick peck on the lips. “Yeah, I’m feeling much better. I have a ton of energy. It was probably just something I ate. At least it wasn’t enough to give me full-blown food poisoning.”
“Well I’m glad to hear that, Katrina,” Daniel says, then starts kissing me so thoroughly my knees start to go weak. Ever since we agreed on having a threesome here in NOLA, we haven’t been able to keep our hands off of each other! We’re having as much sex as we did when we were in college and first starting to date. But, we’ve also been abstaining the last few nights, to amp up everything tonight.
“Stop!” While I’m pushing Daniel away, I’m also smiling and wanting him so bad it almost hurts. “You’re going to mess up my lipstick again. It’s already hard enough with all the heat and humidity down here. I feel like I melt into a puddle as soon as I leave air conditioning.”
“If I must…” Daniel says, feigning a sulk.
“Oh, before I forget!” I say. “We’re sure about tonight, right?”
“Definitely,” Daniel says, which isn’t a surprise. Ever since we first talked about this, he’s brought it up often and I know he’s excited about tonight.
“OK. Then remember, this is only for tonight,” I say, sliding my wedding ring off my finger. I put my ring in a velvet pouch and tuck it away in the back of his suitcase, then shove the suitcase back under the bed. This room is meant to look like I’m the only one staying here and even though I’m a woman, it would look weird if I had two suitcases with me. I’m here for a two-day work conference, not an extended stay.
I look at my hand. Even though we’ve only been married a few years, I hadn’t realized how much my wedding ring is a part of my identity. Without it, I feel exposed in a surprising way – there is definitely something significant missing when I look at my bare ring finger.
Daniel takes my hand in his and brings my hand up to his face. Looking me in the eye, he brings my hand up to his mouth and kisses my left-hand ring finger.
I quickly kiss Daniel again, already knowing that I’m going to have to touch up my lipstick, again, while I’m in the taxi to the club. It’s just impossible not to kiss him!
“Okay. Time to do it. I’ll see you at the club. You have the address, right?”
“Yep,” he waves his phone at me. “I have it in here.”
“See you there!”
In the elevator, I look at my reflection in the mirrored panels. I’m not sure I recognize the reflection of the woman whose eyes are glittering so brightly and obviously filled with excitement – she seems wild and daring, traits I’ve never really thought that I had. My reflection looks like the kind of woman who knows what she wants and isn’t scared to go out and grab life by the balls and take what she wants. I really like the woman looking back at me – she’s the woman I’ve always wanted to be. I’m not a meek woman, but I’ve never felt this…brazen.
I step into the lobby and stride across the lobby like I own the place, feeling confident and sexy. Several men stop and watch me, which sparks a little frisson in me. It’s been a long time since I dressed up with the intention of having the attention of a strange man and I’m realizing that I’ve kind of missed it.
“Could you hail a taxi for me?” I ask the bellboy, and slip him a ten.
“Sure thing, ma’am,” he says, eyeing me appreciatively.
It’s not very far to the club, but dressed like this and in an unknown city, I’d rather take a taxi than walk a few blocks. Knowing Daniel, he’ll probably walk to the club.
The taxi driver drops me off at the club and I don’t even bother going to the back of the line-up of people waiting to go in. The woman I am tonight is not the type of woman who waits in line. I walk up to the bouncer and without a word, he looks me up and down, then lifts the velvet rope and lets me pass.
The music is thumping so hard that I can feel my skin tingle and vibrate. My body can’t help but move and sway in the music, and my hands are fluttering in time to the music. I’m waiting for a song break that clears the dance floor, because I want everyone to see me dancing.
I look around the club, assessing the men. The DJ is playing a mix of music, some R&B, some blues-y music, and an occasional slow song. The crowd here is mostly black and the selection of men is very, very fine. Lots of strong, lean black men and my pussy twinges as I look around the room and wonder which one of them I’ll be fucking in my hotel room later tonight.
I definitely stick out here. There aren’t many white women here and I’m definitely the only redhead here.
“Excuse me. Would you like to dance?”
I turn and see a guy that who looks really sleazy. He’s dressed in a cheap, shiny suit and he looks like everything I do not want in a man tonight.
I look him up and down, and give him a cool look, then turn back towards the dance floor, completely ignoring him.
The guy mutters something behind me, but I don’t pay attention at all. Glancing around the room, I can see a few men watching and chuckling at whatever the guy is doing behind me. Other men are looking at me appreciatively, which makes me sit up straighter and put myself even more on display.
The song ends and dancers stream off the floor, laughing and clutching at each other. The night is hot and humid, but there isn’t much in the way of air conditioning in here, so everyone is glistening with sweat as they leave the dance floor.
The next song starts and I walk out onto the dance floor and slowly start dancing. I let the music flow through me and let my body respond to it naturally. As the music picks up tempo, so does my dancing – I’m moving my hips and my feet, and rolling my shoulders from side to side. The music feels so good, rich and urgent and sad but happy and…alive. Even when blues is about heartbreak and sadness, there’s an electric vitality to it – and that’s what I’m feeling in my body right now.
I stay on the dance floor between songs and as the next song begins, I close my eyes and start dancing. This song is a little bit faster, and I’m moving my hips more and have my arms extended and entwined above my head.
“Hey, sexy dancer,” a voice says behind me. The man presses his body against my backside and follows my movement, while running his hands down my arms. His touch is rougher than Daniel’s and it feels so exciting! What’s even more exciting is that I have no idea who is dancing behind me and touching me. It could be any of thirty men or maybe a man I didn’t see before I started dancing.
“Hey, big guy,” I respond, leaning my body back into his and purposefully pushing my butt hard against his crotch. I know a lot of men dance with women, hoping to take the party home, but I want this man to know that that is exactly what’s I’m looking for tonight. I’m not interested in playing games and I’m not interested in playing coy. That’s not my style.
“You’re a fine dancer, Red,” his voice is its own kind of music, deep, slow, with just a hint of a southern accent.
“So are you,” I respond, reaching back and holding his hips against me as I push my hips into him, to the beat of the music.
“Red’s got a little fire in her, doesn’t she?” The voice asks, now running his hands along my hips and waist, and close to my breasts. I can already feel his erection starting to press into my ass and it’s making my pussy throb in expectation.
In response, I spin so that I’m facing him and drape my arms over his shoulders, clasping my hands behind his neck. In my heels, I’m almost as tall as he is.
With my held tilted down, I look up at him and curve my lips into a smile. “Want to find out?”
A sound that sounds like a mix between a groan and a growl escapes my dancing partner and with his hands on my hips, he pulls me closer to him.
“That sure feels good,” I say, running my fingers along his neck. His muscles are taut and tight. “What’s your name?”
He leans forward and puts his mouth by my ear. “It’s Leroy, Red.”
Leroy’s breath is hot on my ear and neck, and I can feel my hairs standing on end.
“I’m Katrina,” I say, “not Red.”
Leroy pauses for a moment, looking at me with wide eyes. “For real?”
“Yeah, I know. I’ve been here a couple days. I’m getting used to the jokes.”
Leroy laughs and it’s a rich, sonorous laugh.
“Nah, nah,” he says when he gets his laughter under control. “It’s just…when I was watching you dance, I was thinking you looked like a force of nature.”
I smile up at Leroy. That’s actually a really nice compliment, in my book.
“And now that you’re dancing with me?” I ask playfully, tweaking his earlobes with my fingers. There’s a diamond stud in his left ear and I play with it, while I wait for him to respond.
“Now that I’m here,” Leroy says, looking down at my body, “I’d say you are definitely a force of nature.”
“That’s just what I was hoping to hear,” I say, turning back around and rubbing my body against his as I dance to the music.
There are more dancers on the floor now, but they’re all giving us plenty of space. It hasn’t escaped me that we are somewhat of a spectacle – I’m definitely putting on a show. When the song ends, I turn to Leroy and say, “let’s have a drink.”
Leroy slides his hand down my back, resting it just above my ass, and guides me through the other dancers.
At the bar, the bartender comes over as soon as Leroy waves him down. With the line at the bar, it’s clear Leroy is a regular.
“Yo, Leroy, my man. How ya doing?”
“Doin’ alright, brotha, doing alright. How’s Sheila and the kids?”
The bartender rolls his eyes, but smiles at the same time. “You know how it is. That woman…”
Leroy laughs.
“What can I get you?”
“I’ll have–” I start to say, but Leroy cuts me.
“She’ll have a Hurricane. I’ll have a beer.”
“What all’s in that?” I ask, nodding my head towards the drink the bartender is mixing for me. I’ve never even heard of a Hurricane before, but it looks good.
“Rum, OJ, cranberry juice. Bit of something else, too, I think. You’ll like it – it’s nice and fruity.”
It does sound good and when I take a sip, it tastes even better. I can barely taste the alcohol, because of all the juice.
“What’s this?” Leroy asks, pointing to a thin tan line on my wedding ring finger. “You married?” A look of doubt crosses his eyes. He pulls away slightly, but not too far.
I reach up and caress his jaw. “What happens on vacation stays on vacation, right?” I ask, then lean up and bite his lower lip and tug it, while looking up into his eyes.
Leroy’s eyes dilate and he gives me a long, slow look. “Damn woman, your man should keep you on a leash. I’d never let you out of my sight if you were mine.” He runs his hands from my waist to my hips, then pulls me closer to him.
“Well, Leroy,” I say, running my fingers along his hairline, “tonight, you can keep me in your sights. But I do draw the line at wearing a leash – I’m not into that, alright?”
Leroy laughs loudly and I can feel the tension disappear and a new vibe between us. “What? People actually do shit like that?”
It’s my turn to laugh. I work with a woman who’s into BDSM and has told me she’s really, really into being a hardcore submissive – including wearing things like leather and collars and all that. It seems like a whole other world to me.
“Yeah, but not me.”
Leroy shakes his head, a look of wonder on his face. I don’t have much experience having one-night stands, since I wasn’t very experienced before Daniel and I hooked up in college, but I have a sense that Leroy is okay, that he’s not a bad person. I feel something in me relax a little, open up a little more.
“So tell me, Hurricane, you ever been with a brotha?” The look in Leroy’s eyes is both playful and demanding. My best guess is that he’s trying to size up if I’m serious or if I’m just playing a teasing game.
“Well, Leroy,” I say, throwing back the rest of my drink and wiping my mouth with a napkin, “does it matter? Or do you just want to be my first?”
Leroy seems a bit surprised by my answer, but not upset when he sees how I’m smiling at him.
“Then you want to get outta here?” He asks, touching my hip again, this time sliding his hand around to my ass and cupping it.
“Actually,” I say, pulling back a little, “I want to dance some more. I came here to dance.”
“Well, it seems like you came here for something more than dancing,” Leroy says, his lips curving into a smile.
“Maybe I came for both…” I tease, then grab his hand and lead him back to the center of the dance floor.
The music is faster now and we’re both sweaty by the end of two songs. As the beginning of the next song starts, Leroy and I are pressed together tightly, front to front, and to even the most casual of observer, it would be obvious that we’re leaving together and going to fuck each other senseless once we’re out of here.
Unexpectedly, I feel another body against my back and hands on my hips. I recognize Daniel’s touch, but I don’t react at all. I just keep dancing, letting the music and the heat and the physical contact wash over me. My body is already humming and thrumming with pleasure.
I’m dancing with my eyes closed, but I know the instant that Leroy realizes there is another man dancing with us, because his body stiffens and stops moving to the music.
“What the fuck, man,” Leroy says, a thread of anger and challenge lacing his voice. He takes a step away from me.
“I just want to join in. You two are putting on quite the show.” Daniel glances between Leroy and me, and I see a flash of concern cross his eyes. Is this going to go off as planned?
“Hurricane here is dancing with me,” Leroy says.
I have to admit, I like my nickname and it makes me smile.
“Gentleman, gentleman,” I say slowly, looking from Leroy to Daniel, running my hands across both of their chests. “I’m happy to dance with both of you. In fact, I prefer it.”
Leroy eyes flare a little when he looks back at me. “Damn, woman. You’re all sorts of dirty,” he says, putting his hand behind my neck and pulling me in for a kiss.
His kiss is hot and deep. It feels like I’m being consumed and it takes my breath away. His tongue alternates between plunging through my mouth to teasing the tip of my tongue, flicking it teasingly and tasting it as if his tongue was on my clit, not my tongue. When he kisses me like that, I can’t help but squirm as I imagine really having his mouth between my legs.
I pull away from Leroy, breathless and smiling, then I turn to Daniel and kiss him, too. He makes a show of kissing my wildly and passionately, dipping me a little bit as he does so. He knows I love being dipped and it makes my heart beat even faster.
“See,” I say, feeling a little wobbly on my heels after both of those kisses, “I’m down with both of you, if you two are willing to share me.”
“You don’t have to ask me twice!” Daniel says, grinning wildly like a random guy who found out he just won the one-night-stand lottery.
“Mmm,” Leroy hums into my ear. “I wanted you all for my own…”
“Come on, baby,” I say, running one hand up his chest and reaching for his crotch with the other. “Hurricane has needs…”
This makes Leroy laugh and when he smiles, I know it’s a go. It’s also a relief, because while I would be fine with just sleeping with Leroy, the fantasy is only complete if Daniel is there, too.
I start dancing again and the men start dancing with me. I have to admit, dancing between two men like this is way hotter and sexier than I imagined it would be! It feels so decadent and wanton…and so unlike how Daniel and I are normally, at home we’re just another suburban married couple. I let myself go in the music and let them touch me, bringing my body to life in a way that is new for me.
Even though Daniel and I have a pretty awesome sex life, I feel like something new is awakening in me, something wild and primal.
A new song starts, slightly slower than the last few. The men still have me sandwiched between them and I take turns facing each of them. Leroy kisses me so deeply that I make little mewling sounds I’ve never made before. Daniel starts kissing my neck and shoulder at the same time. The sensation of both of their bodies touching mine and their mouths on me is making me so wet that I’m glad it’s so hot in here, because I’m pretty sure my juices are dripping down my leg a little. My panties are drenched.
Leroy pulls away from my mouth and looks at me. With Daniel kissing one side of my neck, Leroy leans in on the other side and whispers, “I can smell you,” before starting to kissing the other side of my neck. His erection is pressing against me and he’s huge – easily bigger than any man I’ve ever been with before.
I swear I’m about to cum, just from dancing with Daniel and Leroy. Daniel and I have a great sex life, but I don’t think I’ve been so turned on in years. It’s like every sense in my body is turned on to maximum volume – all at once. I’m acutely aware of my body, including the parts I normally forget about, like my knees and my elbows.
When the song finishes, I feel lightheaded with desire and lust.
“Would you boys like to come back to my hotel room?” I ask slowly, looking from Daniel to Leroy, and back again. There is a smile on my lips and I slowly run my tongue along my upper lip.
“You don’t have to ask me twice!” Daniel says, still grinning like a maniac.
Leroy looks at Daniel and looks a bit skeptical of a threesome.
“Baby,” I say, caressing Leroy’s cheek and pressing my body against his, “he is there for my pleasure – I’m not expecting or asking you two to fool around.”
“Are you sure?” He asks, warily looking at Daniel.
“Like I said,” I purr, planting a string of light kisses against his jaw, “Hurricane has needs, baby…”
I’m looking up at Leroy, making my eyes as wide as possible, when he looks down at me. A little whoosh of air escapes his lips and I see his resolve crumbling.
“Damn, woman. This is really not my style, but alright.” To Daniel, he adds, “You better as hell keep your hands to yourself. I’m not like that.”
“Me, neither, man. Me, neither.” Daniel agrees quickly, holding up his hands in a sign of No Argument. “I just want a taste of this sexy woman, too.”
“OK, then,” he says.
“Now that that’s settled, I’m just going to settle my tab, and then we can take this someplace more…personal.” I lean in and give each of them a quick kiss, before heading over to the bar.
“How much do I owe you?” I ask the bartender, reaching into my tiny purse for my credit card.
“Darlin’, you don’t owe a single cent,” the bartender drawls, a lascivious smile on his face. When he sees the confused look on my face, he adds, “comping your drinks is the least I can do for you, after the show you put on here tonight. Felt like I needed to charge an admission fee to watch y’all dance.”
“Why thank you,” I say, then pull out my emergency taxi twenty out of my phone case. “Here,” I push the money towards him as a tip.
“Lady, I’m serious. I’m not taking your money,” the bartender says, still smiling and looking me over slowly.
“Well then thank you again,” I say. “I’ll be sure to come back another time and tip you wildly.”
“Lady, you can come back any time you want, especially if you’re going to…to do what you did on the floor tonight.”
“That’s for damn sure,” a voice to my right says. “Every man here would kill to be in those men’s shoes right now. Pardon my language – though I don’t think you’re the delicate type, not after the way y’all were dancing out there.”
This guy is openly leering at me and it brings me back to reality in a sharp way. In between Daniel and Leroy, it was amazingly easy to forget about the world around us and that there are other people here in this club. I look again at the bartender, and then I make my way back to Daniel and Leroy.
I smile up at them in turn. “Now how about we blow this joint?”
“Lead the way, lady,” Daniel says. He walks behind me, his hands on my hips.
Once we’re all out of the club, I thread my arms through theirs and we walk down the street.
“Where to, Hurricane?” Leroy asks, holding my arm tightly.
“I’m just staying a few blocks away. It’s probably easier just to walk.”
“After you,” Daniel says. I look at him quickly and the joy and anticipation on his face are like beacons in the night air. He really does look like a guy who’s just won the sexual lottery.
I didn’t think it was possible to feel any hotter and sweatier and stickier than we did in the club, but now that we’re outside, I do. I’m longing for a long, cool shower, though I know that will have to wait. Instead, I’m fantasizing about cranking the air conditioning in the hotel room. I can’t wait to get back to the hotel and peel off my dress and pour some cold water on my skin. I need some relief.
We don’t talk on the way to the hotel, except for me giving directions for how to get there. The air is laced with anticipation and both of them reach out and touch me as we walk between the club and the hotel.
“Evenin’,” the hotel clerk says when I push through the main door and into the hotel.
“Evening,” I respond, then smile conspiratorially when the clerk eyes Daniel and Leroy behind me. She was the clerk who checked us in and she’s clearly worked in a hotel long enough to know that when you walk in with a third party and it’s close to midnight, you’re not just having a polite chit chat with them up in your room.
She knows the beginnings of a sex party when she sees one.




Chapter 4 – In the Heat of the Night




As we wait for the hotel elevator, I have to fight off an enormous fit of giggles. Even though I know and want what is going to happen when we get back to the hotel room, it seems so unreal. I’m about to get fucked by my husband and a man who is a total stranger. It’s hot and mind boggling at the same time!
After we’ve entered and turned around in the elevator, looking I suppose like three well-behaved friends, I see the hotel clerk watching us. I brace myself for a dirty look, but instead see her give me a little thumbs up and a wink. It feels like I have an ally and it makes me smile.
The moment the elevator doors are closed, Leroy grabs my arms and turns me around so that I’m facing the back of the elevator.
“Watch me,” he demands, pressing himself against my back and moving his hips up and down roughly. I can feel my dress start to ride up a little. The bare skin of my legs is tingling against the rough texture of his pants and the erection I can feel straining beneath. Feeling him move against me and making eye contact with him in the mirror is so exciting and hot that I groan and drop my head.
“Watch,” he demands again, this time he reaches one around so that it cups my chin and he pushes it up, and with his other hand he reaches around and grabs on of my breasts and rubs it roughly.
I can already tell that it’s not going to take me long to cum tonight.
“Does this feel good?” Leroy asks, moving his body against mine in a possessive way. He’s leaning against me so much that I spread my legs for balance and put my palms against the mirror for balance.
“Fuck yeah it does,” I say.
Leroy lowers his mouth and starts sucking my neck wetly. His tongue feels thick and strong, and just imagining it between my legs is almost more than I can bear.
Daniel catches my eye in the mirror, when Leroy is focused on my neck. Daniel’s eyes are riveted on me and he’s clearly fascinated and excited by watching me with Leroy.
The elevator dings and the doors slide open on our floor. Leroy reluctantly takes his mouth off me, but walks behind me closely and keeps his hands on my ass as I lead the way to our hotel room.
“Hold on a sec,” I say, walking over to the air conditioner and turning it the setting up to high. The room is muggy and almost uncomfortably warm. I really have no idea how people actually live in this weather year in and year out! “I need to cool down for a couple of minutes,” I say. “I’m not used to the humidity and it’s killing me.”
“Is there an ice machine around here?” Daniel asks. “Or do hotels even have them anymore?”
“Not sure,” I say, looking around the room. “But here’s a bucket. Why don’t you go have a look? I’ll leave the door cracked open for you.”
Before Daniel leaves the room, he comes over to me and gives me a long deep kiss. I can feel his erection pushing against his pants and I make a mewling sound as he kisses me. I’m so excited for tonight – I can barely contain myself!
I walk over to the air conditioner, fanning myself and trying to feel the cooler air. For being in such a hot and humid city, the air conditioners in this hotel leave a little something to be desired – they take forever to actually cool the room down.
“You know it’s just going to get hot in here again, right Hurricane?” Leroy asks, coming over and standing behind me, his hands lightly on me hips.
I turn and put my hands on his shoulders. “I’m kinda counting on that,” I say and smile, then lift my mouth up to his and kiss him.
Kissing Leroy is like being sucked into a hurricane. His kiss is all consuming and it completely takes my breath away. With his tongue pushing and probing in my mouth, it feels like he is invading my body and claiming it for himself. I kiss him back ferociously, teasing his tongue with the tip of mine, making him lean more into me.
Before I even realize it, Leroy has pushed the straps of my dress over my shoulders and my dress is barely hanging onto my hips. He takes a step back from me and looks me up and down, slowly. Leroy reaches up and undoes my hair so that it falls down my back.
“Wow, that looks like a cascade of fire,” he says, reaching out and running his fingers through my hair and fanning it out against my exposed skin. I catch a glimpse of us in a mirror and next to him and his dark skin, my skin looks almost translucent. We’re opposite sides of the color spectrum.
“Damn,” he says, slightly shaking his head from side to side. “You are one magnificent creature. Your husband is a fool if he doesn’t appreciate you.”
Leroy doesn’t know, but Daniel is standing behind him, the ice bucket filled with ice. He closes the door and Leroy looks over his shoulder.
“Damn man, look at this woman! Isn’t she fucking hot?”
Daniel pauses, looking me over the same way Leroy did.
“Hell yeah she is,” he says.
I turn and walk over to the bed and sit on the edge, my knees slightly parted, and I lean back onto my elbows.
“Why don’t you two come over here and show me what you’ve got?” I purr, looking from Daniel to Leroy and back again.
Daniel starts to say “Don’t have to…” but stops when he sees Leroy cross the room in two big strides, pulling his shirt over his head and tossing it on one of the side chairs.
Leroy pushes me down on the bed and takes one of my breasts in his mouth. I gasp as he sucks my breast and roughly rubs his tongue against my nipple. He runs two fingers along my jaw and I grab them and push them into my mouth, sucking and flicking his fingertips with my tongue. I see his eyes look up at me, but he doesn’t stop sucking.
Looking over to Daniel, I hold out my hand and invite him to come over. He sets the ice bucket down by the bed and also strips off his shirt. Leaning down he takes my other breast in his mouth, though he’s gentler in how he sucks and teases my nipple. But Daniel doesn’t kiss my breast for long, he grabs an ice cube and starts tracing the outline of my breast and nipple with it.
“Oh fuck,” I groan. It’s still too hot in the room, but this combination of sensations is almost too much to bear! My body is on fire with desire and my panties are probably dripping wet by now, but then there is the sheer cold of the ice against my skin, which makes my skin tingle in a completely different way.
“Hey man,” Daniels says, “ease up for a moment. I want to get her out of this dress.”
A sound that resembles a warning growl escapes Leroy’s mouth and I can see Daniel’s eyes flare slightly.
“Stand up,” Daniel orders, and I do. He comes over to me and takes off my dress, then takes off my bra and panties, too. The air conditioning has finally kicked in and it’s suddenly freezing in the room. My nipples contract and stand out like tight sentries who are begging for attention and release.
“Leave your heels on,” he says. “Now sit,” he pushes me onto the edge of the bed.
Taking a piece of ice, he kneels in front of me and pushes my knees apart.
Leroy pushes me back on the bed, and then my world starts to become one big blur of sexual sensation after sexual sensation. Leroy lowers his mouth to my breast again, lavishing it with attention. Daniel starts drawing designs on my inner thigh, using the ice cube, and I start to wiggle around uncontrollably. Leroy’s mouth is hot on my breast, and the ice cube and air conditioning are cold on my skin. I just lean back and take in the different sensations.
I gasp when I feel the ice cube on the lips of my pussy, but then Daniel’s mouth replaces the ice cube on my pussy, and I give myself over to these two gorgeous men.
Daniels puts the ice cube in his mouth and his fingers in my pussy. The combination of alternating hot and cold on my clit, and his fingers working inside my pussy, with Leroy’s mouth on my breast – it all feels amazing and decadent, and I start moaning and writhing around as my orgasm starts building fast and hard.
Leroy lifts his head from my breast and starts kissing my neck.
“I want to see how you cum,” he whispers into my ear, then starts sucking on my ear lobe.
I grab Leroy’s hand again and put his fingers back in my mouth. He watches me sucking his fingers, his eyes fixated on watching my lips.
Daniel flicks my clit with the ice cube a few times and it makes me cry out. When he puts his mouth back on my pussy and starts sucking, the rush of warmth sends me over the edge and I cum fast and hot and powerfully. He holds my hips and rides my orgasm out. During all this, Leroy never stops watching me, nor do I stop watching him. When the biggest pulse of my orgasm hits, he pushes his fingers in down to his knuckles and I suck his fingers even harder.
“Damn, woman,” he says. I’m still twitching from cumming so hard and Leroy is already standing up and stripping off the rest of his clothing and shoes.
Naked, Leroy stands proudly in front of me, looking majestic and breathtakingly gorgeous. His body is chiseled and muscular, either from time at the gym or through manual labor. Leroy looks powerful, like a sculpted African god. His hard cock is bouncing and jumping in front of my face, just asking for attention. It is the biggest and thickest cock I have ever seen! I lick my lips as I think about how he will taste.
I slide down on my knees in front of Leroy, then motion for Daniel to come over, too. He quickly removes the rest of his clothes and comes over to stand in front of me, too. Daniel’s cock is twitching, too, and he looks hard as a steel bar.
Looking up at both Leroy and Daniel, I put a hand on each of their cocks and start working them with my hands. I have to remember not to touch Daniel exactly as he likes to be touched, so I work him a little rougher than normal, to try and mask that we both know exactly how the other likes to be touched. We’re supposed to be strangers after all…
“Hey!” Daniel says, jumping back a little.
“Too much for you?” I purr, batting my eyelashes up at him. He gives me a look that could easily double as frustration.
“If you don’t tell me exactly how you like it,” I say, leaning over to lick the tip of Leroy’s huge cock, “how will I know what you like?”
“I’ll show you what I like and what I want,” Leroy rumbles. He puts his hand on the back of my head and guides my mouth down his cock.
I gag from the surprise, but I push his hand off my head and start working my head up and down his cock. I keep my hand on Daniel’s cock and work it while I work on trying to fit more of Leroy into my mouth. He tastes salty and stronger than Daniel, but I like the difference in his taste. It’s been so long since I tasted someone other than Daniel…
Leroy’s cock is going to need work, to get all of it to fit inside my mouth. I pull my head up and work on licking and sucking the tip of his cock. When a few droplets of precum appear, I wipe them on my cheek and look up at Leroy. His eyes go wide, but his smile is so broad, I think his cheeks might crack.
I turn my attention to Daniel’s cock, kissing and sucking and licking his cock. He moans as I bob and suck on him, but he doesn’t try to push my head down further on his cock. My hand is still on Leroy’s cock and, while I wouldn’t have thought it possible, he feels harder than he did a minute ago.
Switching from cock to cock, I can’t help but feel super turned on. This is so much hotter than I imagined! I love how they both focused on me and made me cum first, and it’s so hot to be blowing both of these hot men at once! It feels like it’s just as much of a treat for me as it is for them!
Daniel’s cock is deep in my mouth and I’m almost in a trance as I suck him and feel him twitch in my mouth. I reach forward and tickle his balls and I can feel how tight they are getting and how close he is to cumming.
“Whoa,” he says, his voice thick and heavy, “not yet. I want to fuck that pretty pussy of yours, too.”
“There’s plenty of time for everyone and everything,” I say, looking between the two of them.
I stand up and kiss each of them in turn and I don’t stop touching either of them. Daniel reaches down and starts fingering my pussy and Leroy reaches behind me and starts playing with my ass. As Daniel is kissing me, Leroy pushes a finger into my ass and it makes me jump. Daniel and I have never been much for ass play, though I tended to enjoy it with other guys. Though I have to admit I’m more than a little scared at the idea of Leroy fucking my ass, because he’s so huge!
Leroy works his finger in me and it starts feeling really, really good, and I find myself grinding down on him before I even realize what my body is doing. Daniel’s fingers are moving between my clit and inside my pussy. It feels like the beginning of them invading every part of my body that can be invaded. And I’m loving it!
“Get on the bed,” Leroy demands, removing his finger from my ass and slapping my ass. He is clearly taking charge here, even though Daniel is here. Leroy is so imposing physically, that it’s easy to see how anyone lets him take charge of a situation. He’s commanding and clear.
“How do you want me?” I gasp. Daniel is still playing with my pussy and I can feel the beginnings of another orgasm starting to build up in me. I move away from his hand so that he doesn’t make me ready to cum too soon.
“I want you on your hands and knees,” he says, positioning me after I’ve climbed on top of the bed. My head is facing Daniel.
“Now, Danny boy,” Leroy says, an edge in his voice, “I’m going to show you how I fuck a woman.”
Leroy climbs on the bed behind me and I can feel the power and heat radiating off his body. The air conditioning has really kicked in and even though my body is tingling from sex, cold pricks my skin as the artificially cooled air moves over my skin.
I feel Leroy lean over me. He kisses my shoulder gently and reaches one hand around me and starts playing with my pussy. Roughly. My body starts to buck and move against his hand, and I can feel his hard-on pressing against my ass. As soon as Leroy stops leaning over me, he starts sliding his thick, fat cock into my tight pussy.
“Lord almighty!” He says, slapping my ass and thrusting into me, a little deeper with each thrust. “This pussy is tight!”
I look up at Daniel and he’s clearly enjoying what he’s seeing. He has a smile on his lips and he’s working his cock with his hand as he watches Leroy fucking me doggy style.
I can’t help but cry out with each thrust Leroy makes. He’s so big that it’s a mix of pleasure and pain as he works his cock in and out of me. The feeling of being so full is amazing, but he’s more than I’m used to!
“Am I too big for you, Hurricane?” Leroy asks, grabbing my hips and pounding into my pussy so hard and fast that his balls slap against me.
I start to respond but all that comes out of my mouth are a series of groans and cries as he fucks me.
“Am I?” He demands, continuing to pound into my pussy. He slaps my ass again and it makes me buck up hard against his cock.
“Fuck me, Leroy,” I gasp out.
That spurs something in Leroy and he grabs my hips and pounds even faster into my pussy. I’m stretching out a bit now and his cock feels perfect inside of me. Leroy groans when my pussy clenches and releases his big cock. He’s moving and making bigger and deeper thrusts, pulling all the way out and then pounding back into my pussy. Each time he pushes into my pussy, his big cock rubs my g-spot in all the right ways and I can feel my orgasm is getting much closer, much faster.
“Put your cock in my mouth!” I demand of Daniel.
He steps forward and holds his cock up for me, and it’s glistening with pre-cum. I open my mouth and take him in in one motion, causing Daniel to groan and sway slightly.
I know I’m not going to last much longer – my body is jerking and twitching, and I have little control over it. It feels like every molecule in my body is humming on the same pleasure frequency and it’s overwhelming, but feels so, so good!
Leroy plunges into me hard, but doesn’t pull out. He sticks his finger back into my ass and it sends me over the edge. My body starts bucking harder and I’m sucking hard and sloppily on Daniel’s cock, and I start cumming again, hard and powerfully.
As I groan through my orgasm, that sets Daniel off and I can feel his cock twitch against my tongue and his hot cum empty down my throat. I swallow it up greedily. A whimper escapes from Daniel’s lips as I continue sucking him and drawing more cum out of him. Leroy’s finger is still in my ass and he slaps my ass hard and I can feel his body shake as he starts to cum, too.
Daniel slides his cock out of my mouth and reaches down and gently caresses my hair and the side of my face.
I turn my head and look at Leroy.
“Give it to me, Leroy. Cum in me and fill me up!”
Leroy yells “Fuck!” loudly and starts thrusting and pounding into my pussy again. I work my hips up and down on his cock, and he groans and shudders.
After Leroy takes his cock out of me, it feels like something is missing. I’ve never been this stretched out before!
I roll over on the bed so that I’m on my back and I stretch a little. A huge smile is plastered on my face – this night has been an absolute success and it’s been better than I even imagined it would be. I had wondered how Daniel would be when it all started going down, but he has totally been okay through it all and that makes me so happy.
As I watch Daniel and Leroy standing over me, while I’m covered in their sweat and with their cum leaking out of my mouth and pussy, I feel like a powerful sex goddess.
“You are so fucking hot,” Daniel says and looks at me with pure love and desire.
“You two are pretty good, too,” I say, teasing.
“Only ‘pretty good’?” Leroy says, though there’s a teasing in his voice, too.
“Well, I could go as far as very good,” I say, then lean over and run my hand along his hip. He’s still partially erect and if we weren’t going to the airport in the morning, I’d initiate another round of sex.
Leroy laughs his deep laugh and places his hand on top of mine.
“So, were Hurricane’s needs met?”
I pull myself up onto my knees and look up at him.
“Hurricane’s needs were definitely met,” I say, then lean forward and kiss his stomach.
Even with the air conditioning on high, I’m sweating so much my scalp is damp and I can feel locks of hair sticking to my body.
“And now, gentleman,” I say, looking from Leroy to Daniel and reaching out to touch both of them, “Hurricane needs her beauty sleep. I’m afraid I have to send both of you gorgeous gentlemen on your way.”
They both smile and start collecting their clothes and dressing. It feels so decadent and naughty to watch them like this – like I’m a true sex goddess and Leroy and Daniel exist only to pleasure me, and now that I’m pleasured, I can just send them away. Is this what sex is like for guys?
Send the other person home once you’ve had your fill – and not think twice about it?
Once they’re both dressed, I stand up and walk them to the door. A feeling of immense power washes over me, by remaining naked while they’re dressed. Normally, I’d be reaching for something to cover me up at least a little bit, but as Hurricane, I just revel in my nakedness and the decadence of having taken two men at once.
“Oh, before I forget,” Leroy says, a glint in his eye, “now I’m going to give you a little something for your husband to ask you about.”
Before I can ask what he’s talking about, he leans down and starts sucking my left breast, hard.
Leroy gives me a massive hickey on my left breast. It kinds hurts as he gives it to me, a mix of burning and tingling. But it reminds me of high school – how it was so naughty to be fooling around with a boy, that that was part of the thrill of getting and hiding a hickey. And tonight has been definitely thrilling and very, very naughty!
“Oh!” I say, trying to play it cool, though it is a little alarming. I can already tell I’m not going to be able to wear the sundress that I wanted to tomorrow.
Daniel leans in and kisses my neck, before whispering in my ear, “ten minutes.” I smile and kiss his cheek, then send both of them out the door.
Once they’re gone, I head to the bathroom so that I can clean up a little.
My reflection surprises me and I pause to look at myself. The hickey is already blooming into a deep purple color against my pale skin. My red hair is messed up and wild, looking like a wild halo of fire over my pale skin and in the bright white light of the bathroom. My makeup is smudged, but I think it looks incredibly sexy.
Quickly, I go back into the bedroom and grab my smartphone. I take a couple of selfies of my face and torso, then stand in front of the full-length mirror and take a full-body selfie. I check to make sure they’re clear, then tuck my phone away and go back and start cleaning myself up a little.
I’m curled up in bed watching a movie, when I hear the click of Daniel’s keycard in the door. He looks at me with a huge grin and then runs and jumps on the bed.
“That was out of this fucking world!” He exclaims, hugging me tightly and kissing me passionately.
“Yeah, it was,” I say. “But now Hurricane needs sleep. So go brush your teeth, and get into bed with your lovely wife.”
“Don’t have to ask me twice.” Daniel crawls into bed beside me a couple of minutes later. He kisses me lightly on my lips, then pulls the blanket down and kisses the hickey on my breast.
We are both blissfully happy as we fall asleep in each other’s arms.




Chapter 5 – Redux




These days when I’m feeling particularly frisky, I send Daniel one of the selfies I took in the hotel room, while I was waiting for him to return. More than once, he’s made excuses at work and rushed home to be with me and make love with me, until we are both limp from pleasure and sexual exhaustion.
Even now, a week since we got home from New Orleans, we can’t stop talking about the night with Leroy. We both want to do a threesome again. It’s a frequent topic of conversation.
“But not with someone so…big,” I say.
“I thought you liked how big he was,” Daniel says, looking a little confused as he eats his morning cereal.
“I did,” I admit. “But he was a little too big. That’s nice for maybe a rare treat, but that’s certainly not what I want every time we do this.”
Daniel smiles and I sense it makes him happy to hear this. I know men always go on about wanting bigger cocks and I can only imagine it’s intimidating to have a threesome and the other man is bigger than you are.
“You already know you’re almost more than I can handle,” I say, leaning over and kissing Daniel.
Daniel beams with pride.
“Have I told you recently how fucking amazing you are?” Daniel looks at me with the most amazing combination of love and awe on his face. It’s moments like this that break my heart with happiness, to have found a single person in the world who understands and loves me as much as Daniel does. I can’t imagine him not in my life – it would be worse than anything I can imagine.
“Well yes,” I say and smile so hard my cheeks hurt. “But you can keep telling me.”
“You are fucking amazing. I’m proud to have you as my wife.”
“And I’m proud to have you as my husband.”
Daniel stands up and takes his cereal bowl to the sink, and then flips his tie back down over his shirt.
“We need to remember to thank Nella for making us watch that terrible movie.”
I laugh and nod my head in agreement. “We’re having lunch today.”
“Oh, and one more thing,” I say, walking over to Daniel as he heads towards the front door to our house.
“Yes, beautiful wife?” He walks over to me and kisses me so deeply I want to drag him back to bed, fuck him, and make him monumentally late for work.
“You know how I was feeling a little ill on our trip?”
“Yeah. But you’ve been feeling better, right?”
“A little. It turns out there’s a good reason for that.”
Daniel looks at me and I can see the lightbulb going off in his head, as emotions race across his eyes.
“Are you serious?!” He pauses for a moment and a brief cloud shadows his eyes. “Is it…” He can’t even finish the sentence.
“Yours. One-hundred percent. I took a test the other day and went to the doctor yesterday. I’m about six weeks along.” It’s been two weeks since our trip.
“My beautiful, stealthy, wife…” Daniel says. If it’s even possible, he’s smiling bigger now than he was just a minute ago.
He pulls me into a big hug and lifts me off my feet.
I giggle and swat at Daniel to put me down.
“I was thinking,” I say, running my hand along his chest and lightly tugging his tie, “that we could ask Nella to be the godmother for our baby.”
Daniel laughs and hugs me tight.
“I approve one-hundred percent.”
It’s not possible for our life together to be more perfect than it is in this moment.
~~~




MILE HIGH HOTWIFE

“I don’t know, honey,” I say, snuggling in closer to Ricky. We’re in bed, looking at our iPad and considering where to go for our first anniversary. “I don’t think we should spend the money on first-class tickets. We just can’t afford it.”
“But it’s our first anniversary, I want it to be special. You deserve the best.” Ricky pulls me closer to him and I wrap my arms tightly around him.
“I love you for that, you know.”
Ricky and I have been married for almost a year now. I love him more than I ever imagined I could ever love another person and every day with him feels like the greatest gift.
We want to go on a fabulous vacation, but we don’t have a fabulous bank account. We’re still fighting up the corporate ladder at our jobs and we really don’t have a lot of cash for things like fancy vacations. With the tech boom here in Seattle, it was a big stretch to even be able to afford a mortgage in Seattle.
The last year has been a lot of scrimping and trying to make our money stretch further. Most of our date nights in summer were spent under the stars at the free outdoor movies that it seemed like every neighborhood had.
Married life is better than I ever imagined it would be. My girlfriends who tried to describe what it was like? Their descriptions didn’t even begin to describe what I feel now. I feel like I belong, like everything is right in my world. I had some wild times when I was in college, but I was happy to give those up when I met Ricky and even happier to give them up for good when we got married.
“You almost ready?” Ricky calls out. I’m sitting in front of my mirror, finishing up my makeup. I’m trying to look as classy and as rich as possible for our appointment with the travel agent. Even though we can’t really afford a proper anniversary vacation, Ricky has it in his head that maybe a travel agent will know of a special deal or might be able to pull a few strings. Why a travel agent that doesn’t know us would pull special strings for us, I have no idea. But Ricky is super excited and optimistic, so I play along with that even though I think it’s pretty unlikely we’ll be able to find a vacation that we can afford.
We arrive at the travel agency and I feel more nervous when we actually see the place. There are big plate glass windows and the inside looks sleek and super stylish. There is no way were going to be able to afford anything that these people could offer us.
Ricky comes over to my side of the car and opens the door for me, then holds my hand as we walk into the agency. The most gorgeous black man I’ve ever laid eyes on is laughing with a couple sitting in front of him. He looks up at us, smiles and holds up her finger to say I’ll be with you in just a sec.
“You’ll have to tell me how you enjoy the Bahamas,” he says to the couple. The couple looks a lot like Ricky and me, young and newly married.
“Thank you so much, Wendell!” The husband says, standing up and shaking Wendell’s hand.
“It’s been my pleasure. I really hope you enjoy your vacation.” Wendell says, walking the couple to the front door by where Ricky and I are sitting. He watches them leave, then turns to us. “Thanks for waiting. My receptionist is on vacation, so it’s just me running the place. If you’ll just follow me.”
We sit down in front of his desk and I practically salivate as I watch his strong, muscular body move behind the desk. I love my husband, but damn Wendell has a fine body. He’s exactly the kind of man that I threw myself out when I was in college, before I met Ricky and settled down.
”Thanks for seeing us,” Ricky says, his voice hopeful and excited. He goes on to tell Wendell about how we’re newlyweds, how we don’t have a huge budget, but how he wants to treat me to something really nice for our first anniversary.
“Well let’s see what we can do.” Wendell says, a beautiful smile spreading across his beautiful face as he looks from Reggie to me and then back to Ricky. He types on his computer and looks at a few things, then turns back to us. “If you want to be like the couple I just helped, you go to the Bahamas. Guaranteed good times, great resorts.”
“That sounds like it might be a little bit too much for us,” I say, already feeling sad because I’m certain that this isn’t going to work out for us.
“But the Bahamas sounds amazing! Doesn’t it honey?” Ricky looks at me and I can see he wants this vacation. Bad.
“How about this? I’ll write down the price and then you can tell me if that works for your budget or not.”
Ricky nods and Wendell writes on a piece of paper, and passes it across his desk to us. My heart sinks when I see the numbers. We can maybe afford the resort, because it is a spectacular deal, but there’s no way we could afford the flights.
I look at Ricky and I can see the battle in his eyes. I know he wants to give me a spectacular vacation for our anniversary, but I can see the tinge of pain that this number, which could be a great deal for all we know, is still out of our budget. And there isn’t really a way to stretch our budget any more than we already have.
“Hmm.” The sound Wendell makes is like a deep, sexy purr.
I feel more than a little guilty for finding it sexy and for wondering what he would be like in bed. I nervously play with the hem of my skirt and I wonder how he would fuck me. I would let him do anything to me.
“You two look like a great couple. And I remember how it was when I was starting out, when I was young, when I didn’t have a lot of money. Being in the travel business, I like people to have the best vacation they can possibly have. We all need that time away, we need that time with our loved ones or our friends, and this is just amazing world that we should all have a chance to explore.”
Hope tugs at me and I think that maybe Ricky was right. Maybe Wendell will be able to give us some kind of a special deal and we can go on the Bahamas like I know Ricky really wants.
“It’s our first anniversary and I want it to be special for Darla.”
Wendell takes a long look at me, his eyes raking over my body. I preen a little and press my chest out. I’m not beyond flirting a little if that will help us get the vacation that Ricky wants.
Wendell lets out a low whistle when he finishes looking over my body. “I can see why you want to impress your lady. Your Darla here is pretty special, she’s very beautiful.”
“Yes, she is.” Ricky reaches over and grabs my hand and clasps it tightly.
I feel my chest and cheeks flame with a blush. I’m more than a little proud that Wendell finds me attractive.
“So I have a deal for you, that will get you to the Bahamas.” Wendell smiles at both of us, but he smiles at me longer. I look him in the eyes, I would do anything if he just asked.
“Anything!” Ricky exclaims, leaning forward and excitement. He nearly knocks over a picture on the desk.
I watch Wendell’s beautiful dark skin as he gives Ricky a considered look. He steeples his fingers in front of his face, then rests his chin on them.
“Anything? Are you sure about that?” Wendell’s dark eyes glitter with mischief and I can’t help but wonder why.
Ricky fidgets and nods enthusiastically. “Of course! I don’t have much, but I’m willing to do whatever it takes for this vacation. I’ve already told you how important it is to me. Just name it.”
Ricky looks at me, his blue eyes filled with excitement. I love seeing my husband so happy.
Wendell leans back in his chair and I can see the muscles ripple beneath his shirt. His eyes still have the look of mischief and now he’s smiling.
“The truth is, I have a private jet. I pop out to the Bahamas now and then, and I would be happy to have you as my passengers.”
“What?” My voice squeaks. This is so not what I was expecting. If he covers the flights, then we can definitely afford the resort. A warm happiness blooms inside of me.
“Dude! That is fucking awesome! Oh, pardon my language.” Ricky says, his eyes wild with excitement. “Darla, I told you we would find a way! I can’t believe it’s really going to happen!”
“This is really amazing,” I say, getting my voice under control. “This is such a generous offer, I don’t know how we can think you are ever repay you.”
“Well…” Wendell says, that wicked grin on his lips again. “There is something you can do for me.”
“Anything!” Ricky repeats. “Just say what it is.”
“Let me fuck your wife.”
“Wh-what?” Ricky’s eyes flare as he looks at Wendell, who leans back in his chair as if he is King of the world.
“It’s a simple transaction, Ricky. You let me fuck your wife, I fly you to the Bahamas. Take a moment and think about it.”
Wendell gets up and goes to what I assume is the back office and closes the door behind him.
“Darla, honey, I don’t know what to say.”
Ricky his forehead is creased, but there is something unexpected in his eyes. It’s hope.
“But it looks like you have something to say.” I move my chair so that I’m facing Ricky. “Just say what’s on your mind.”
“I… Um… Look, I know this is the sound really weird I don’t understand if you hate me but I really want this vacation for us.”
“So are you saying that you want me to sleep with Wendell?”
Wendell is undeniably sexy and I bet he’s amazing to fuck, but Ricky and I are married. Married people don’t do things like this.
“I’m willing to say yes, if you are. What do you think? Do you hate me?”
I look at Ricky and try to slow down all of the thoughts that are running through my mind. Is Wendell hot? Absolutely. Is it really weird that’s Ricky is so willing to give me to another man? Absolutely. Has part of me been fantasizing about being roughly taken by Wendell, ever since Ricky and I walked into this travel agency? Absofuckinglutely!
“Are you sure about this?”
Ricky scooches his chair closer to mine and takes both of my hands in his and pulls me close to him. There is an imploring look in his eyes.
“Darla, I know it’s selfish, but I really want this vacation for us. For you.”
“You want it enough to give me to another man?” I’m trying to wrap my mind around all of this, but it’s hard.
“You know I’m not the jealous type. Baby, we deserve this trip. You know how hard we’ve both been working. Will you do this? For me? For us?”
I can’t decide if Ricky is playing an elaborate joke on me or not. I’m pretty sure he’s serious, but this is a serious thing that he’s asking me to do. My libido is screaming at me to say yes, but common sense is telling me to say no.
“I don’t know about this, Ricky. But if it will make you happy, I’ll try. I’m not sure that I can actually go through with this, but I’ll try.”
Ricky jumps out of his seat and pulls me up into a huge hug gives me a deep probing kiss. My insides go weak when he kisses me. I’m such a sucker for him when he’s happy. There’s nothing that I like more than making my husband happy.
Still holding me tightly, Ricky says, “you are the best, baby. The absolute best! I don’t know how I got so lucky, but I got so lucky with you! I’m the happiest man on earth!”
I hear Wendell’s laugh before I see him.
“It sounds like I’m going to be the happiest man on earth, from how excited you are. Am I right?”
“She said yes!” Ricky keeps moving from foot to foot, unable to contain how excited he is.
“That’s exactly what I was hoping to hear,” Wendell says, looking at me and giving me a lusty smile.
“I… I’ll do it.” I don’t know what the hell the I’m agreeing to do, but I want to make my husband happy and I can’t deny that I really want this trip to the Bahamas.
“Good, that’s exactly what I wanted to hear,” Wendell’s voice is a deep purr as she steps around his desk and walks over to me. He reaches one of his dark figures towards my face and hooks her finger under my chin, then lifts my head up so that I’m looking up into his dark eyes. “Come here and give me a little taste of what I’m going to claim.”
My body trembling with nerves, I stand up in front of Wendell and take a good look at him up close. He is so sexy and hot, but I’m so nervous about this. Wendell puts his arm around my back presses me up against his body and I gasp as I feel how muscular his body is. His full lips meet mine and his strong tongue immediately invades my mouth. I struggle with how big his tongue is, but I start to relax a tiny bit and I respond to his kiss and feel it heating up my body.
“Mmmm,” Wendell says, his nose still so close to mine that I can feel his breath when he talks. “Just one more little taste.”
I prepare myself for another kiss, closing my eyes and opening my lips. Instead, I’m surprised when I feel Wendell’s hand on my stomach pushing under the waistband of my skirt. His fingers slip into my panties and immediately plunge into my wet pussy and stroke me twice. Just as fast as his head went into my skirt, he pulls his hand out, then slowly licks his fingers as he stares deep into my eyes.
“You taste delicious.”
I glance at Ricky, and he’s just staring at me with huge eyes. It’s like he doesn’t realize what we’ve agreed to do.
Wendell goes back faintest desk and sits down. He leans forward on the desk and gives Ricky and me another long look. Smiling, he says, “All right. Come back in two weeks, and we will fly down to the Bahamas.”
“I can’t believe it’s finally here!” Ricky says, bouncing around our house like a kid hopped up on too much sugar and caffeine.
“Me, too.”
The last two weeks have been a rollercoaster for me. Ricky and I have talked about me sleeping with Wendell, but it hasn’t seemed real. Every time Ricky and I’ve had sex in the last two weeks, I end up fantasizing about Wendell and wondering what it will be like when he fucks me.
As we’re driving to the private airfield Wendell told us to meet him at, my knee bounces up and down uncontrollably.
“It’s going to be fine honey, you’ll see. I know you’re really going to enjoy this,” Ricky says, reaching over and stroking my bare knee.
“Wendell Greene is expecting us,” he tells the guard at the gates of the private airfield. My stomach clenches as we watch the guard checking their list on a clipboard, make a phone call. He glances at us while he’s on the phone, then nods his head a couple of times and hangs up.
“Okay. You’re good to go. Just drive straight back, take a raise, and look for hangar 15. Your party will meet you there.”
I’ve never been to a private airfield before. The roads between the hangars are really wide. Some of them are opened and you can see different sizes of planes in them and people working on them.
“I’m glad you two decided to join me,” Wendell says, meeting us as we step out of our car. He smiles at me as he gives my body a long look. “I wasn’t sure you had the nerve to meet the price of admission.”
Ricky looks at me and my decision to do this cements even more.
“We wouldn’t miss this opportunity for the world,” I say, trying to disguise just how nervous I am. Wendell is handsome and sexy as fuck, but the idea of cheating on Ricky still has my stomach in knots!
“Let me show you the plane.”
Wendell and Ricky grab our bags and we follow Wendell into the hangar and onto the plane. Everything on the plane just looks luxurious and expensive – tan leather, plush carpeting, dark wood paneling.
“This is rockin’,” Ricky says, his voice filled with awe as he looks around.
“It’s not bad. I worked in high tech right out of college and I made a fucking fortune. I certainly didn’t earn this as a travel agent. Being a travel agent is for fun.” His laugh is rich and loud as he stows our luggage. “I’ll let the pilot know we’re ready for takeoff.”
As soon as we’re in the air, the look in Wendell’s eyes changes. My stomach clenches when I see the lusty hunger in them.
“Come here, Darla. It’s time for you to pay for your airfare.”
I take a deep breath and walk to Wendell. Even though I know this is happening, it just seems so weird that I’m about to have sex with another man and in front of my husband. But this trip… Doing this is going to make Ricky happy, so of course I do this.
“Show me your tits.”
There is a definitive force in Wendell’s voice as he speaks to me. It wasn’t a question. It was definitely a command.
I push the shoulders of my neck dress down my arms, and then pull my arms out so that the dress is bunched around my waist. Even though it’s an instinct, I fight not to cover my boobs with my arms.
“You can keep going, Darla. There’s no reason to keep your clothes on at this point.” Wendell chuckles as he leans back in his chair, his eyes never leaving my body.
I sway my hips from side to side and push the dress over my ass and down my legs. I kick it away from me. Without being prompted, I reach behind my back and undo the clasp to my bra. With my heavy boobs exposed, I slide my fingers under the edge of my panties, and then push them down and kick them away, too.
“Good girl. It’s always good when a woman knows her place and doesn’t need to be told everything that she has to do,” Wendell says, an authoritative edge in his voice. He spreads his legs wide as he sits and motions for me to come to him.
“Should I give you a blow job?” I ask, feeling like I should be saying something instead of just following orders like a sex robot.
“You better fucking believe that. That’s just the start of the price that you’re about to pay.” Wendell’s big hand rubs his cock through his pants and I can feel that uneasy feeling that you feel when the blood drains from your face. Even through his pants, I can tell that he has the biggest cock that I’ve ever seen in my life.
As I get on my knees, I quickly glance at Ricky. He has an excited look on my face and that helps calm my nerves a little bit as I turn to Wendell and his enormous cock. Wendell unzips his pants in my mouth falls open when I see just how big his cock really is. I swear to God it looks as big as my forearm.
I take his dark cock in my pale hands and tentatively lick the tip. The thrill rushes through me when I taste him and I immediately start wrapping my mouth and tongue around his thick shaft and trying to take as much of him in my mouth as I possibly can.
“Fuck yeah. Fill that little white mouth of yours with my big black cock,” Wendell demands, pushing my head further down his cock. I gasp and choke, because it feels like there’s no room left for me to even breathe because his cock is so big.
Even though I know that I shouldn’t feel this way, my pussy is getting so wet and slick. I’m really getting into sucking on Wendell’s dick and I can’t wait to be railed by Wendell and his big black dick.
“Fuck man. Your wife shows how to suck dick, Ricky. It’s good that she knows how to treat a man that can provide for her.”
I start to jerk my head up when I hear Wendell talking to my husband that way, but he pushes my head down again and pounds his cock up into my mouth, so deeply that I can feel him bumping against the back of my throat and sliding down it. Wendell keeps talking, but I can’t pay attention because it’s taking all of my concentration to be able to get more of his cock inside of my mouth and to make sure that he stays happy.
I grab Wendell’s balls with my hands and they are so tight, that I know he’s going to blow his load really soon. I start bobbing my head up and down faster, twisting my head from side to side so that my tongue licks every millimeter of his glorious black cock. Wendell starts grunting and panting, and I almost get his entire cock in my mouth and down my throat. Grabbing my hair and holding my hand tightly, Wendell moans and I can feel his hot cum splatter all the way down my throat. I cough and choke on his big cock, and his cum, and my spit mixes together and slide out of my mouth and down my chin and onto my big tits.
“That was a good start,” Wendell says, after his cock is stopped twitching and he has caught his breath. “Come over here and sit in the chair. I want to taste your white snatch.”
Wendell stands up from the chair and quickly removes the rest of his clothing. His body is fucking amazing. I swear to God there must not be a single ounce of fat on his body because underneath his clothes, it’s all muscles. He’s still even partially hard.
Sitting in the chair, I’m now facing Ricky. He has one hand in his boxers and he gives me a little thumbs up with his other hand. He looks so happy.
“Spread those knees wide, Darla.”
Wendell kneels in front of me and man handles my legs so that they are over his shoulder, then his big hands grab my ass and pulls me so that my pussy is at the edge of the chair. He immediately starts sucking and licking at my clit, and it is so overwhelming. In a millisecond, I’m practically screaming because his tongue feels so good. I can already tell that I’m going to come so hard.
“You should’ve told me she’s a screamer, Ricky. I like it when my woman scream. It lets me know that there really enjoying getting fucked by me.”
My pussy throbs and aches as he talks to Ricky, which means a his mouth is not on my clit. Wendell slides three fingers into my pussy and I instinctively grind down on them, wiggling my hips so that I can get maximum pleasure.
Wendell starts licking and sucking at my pussy again, while he pumps his fingers deep inside of me and strokes my g-spot like no man has ever done before. When my body starts bucking and moving around, because I’m about to come, Wendell grabs my hips again so that I can’t move, and then he starts sucking even harder and I swear I feel like I’m about to black out because it feels so good and it is so overwhelming.
I arch my back and dig my fingers into the handrail of the chair that I’m sitting in as my orgasm crashes through my body. It’s so strong, it almost feels painful, and Wendell is still sucking at my pussy and making me come even harder. I scream out as I come because it feels so good and it’s so intense that it almost hurts.
“Yo girl, we’re not done yet.”
My knees wobble as Wendell pulls me up so that I’m standing in front of him. He pulls my hair back, then lowers his mouth to my neck and sucks really hard, making me shiver with desire once again.
“Oh my God,” I moan. Wendell is still sucking at my throat and I can swear that I’m gonna have a hickey when he’s done. It feels so taboo and high school, but it’s totally hot.
“Now get on your hands and knees, you little slut.”
I crawl up on the couch and position myself. When I look up, I’m looking straight at Ricky. The couch shifts as Wendell climbs up behind me. More desire runs through my body as I wonder how I can take all of him in my little pussy and I also feel nervous because I’m going to be looking straight into Ricky’s eyes as Wendell fucks me.
“Get ready, Darla, because this is going to be fast and hard, like you’ve never had it before.”
I squirm and moan as Wendell slides his fingers through my wet pussy, playing with my sensitive clit. I feel his powerful body over mine, his thick cock pressing against my ass. He massages my clit, then jams three fingers deep into my pussy again, stroking me and waking up my body again.
“Oh, God!” I scream again as Wendell thrusts his thick cock deep into my wet pussy and I wonder if I’m ready for this. I’m probably not.
Wendell grabs my shoulders and starts pounding in and out of my pussy, hard and fast and faster and faster. Ricky is watching us with his mouth open and his hands down his jeans, where he is furiously pumping his own cock as he watches Wendell fuck me from behind. My hips buck up and down Wendell’s cock, riding him and trying to take him deeper.
“Who’s giving you what your husband can’t?” Wendell demands forcefully, slapping my ass so hard it stings.
I can barely register what Wendell is saying because I’m losing my mind over how hard he is fucking me. “What?” I gasp.
Wendell slaps my ass again, this time so hard that it hurts.
“Ow!”
“I said, who’s giving you what your husband can’t?”
So many emotions and thoughts rush through my mind. I know Ricky is really self-conscious about not being able to give me everything that he wants to come but it doesn’t feel right to say that in front of another man. I never tell Ricky when I wish that we had more, because I know that eventually we will.
“You can,” I groan as Wendell continues pounding my pussy with his black cock. I can tell that I’m going to come again soon, even harder this time, and it’s hard to focus on anything other than the way my body is electrified right now.
“That’s right,” Wendell grunts as he grinds his cock deeper into my pussy, deeper than I’ve ever been fucked before. “I’m giving you the vacation that your husband can’t. And I’m fucking you the way he never can. Ain’t no white man can fuck a woman like a black man can. Ain’t that right Darla?”
I look into Ricky’s eyes and try to apologize with my own eyes.
“No, I’ve never been fucked like this before.”
Wendell slaps my ass again and it sends me over the edge and then I’m coming so hard I feel like I’m about to pass out. I scream as my body trembles and shakes, my pussy clenching and grabbing at his thick black cock as I come all over him.
“When you need a real man to fuck you,” Wendell’s voice is jagged, “you come to me and you’ll come hard, every time. Guaranteed.”
A wet spot spreads in Ricky’s pants and he moans as he comes.
I scream a little as Wendell continues fucking me. My body is so sensitive right now, but he’s fucking me harder and faster, pledging even deeper into my pussy and wiggling his big Dick around. With a mighty yell, I feel him unload inside of me, his hot spunk filling me up and overflowing out of me.
I collapse on the couch, completely spent and weak as a kitten. I never even knew it was possible to be fucked like this, so thoroughly and so deeply. I feel guilty for having enjoyed it so much, but when I look up at Ricky, he smiles at me and mouths thank you.
~~~
BULL RIDER
“I’m gonna ride that bull hard!” I slap my hand across my mouth when I realize I’ve just yelled that in a crowded bar. Of course, that was the moment the music and bar quieted. As soon as a bunch of people start staring at me and all the men start cheering and hollering, I know everyone heard me.
“That’s my girl!” Amos says, grinning as he returns to our table and hands me a fresh drink. “Though maybe you should hold off on this drink until after your turn, Jasmine.”
My lips are already wrapped around the edge of my beer bottle, but I pause. Maybe he’s right. I certainly don’t want to hurl when I’m riding the bull. That happened once to a friend of mine and it was…well, it was amusing over hangovers and mimosas the next morning, but Shelly was mortified and swore off the Two-Step.
Coming to country bars was something my college girlfriends and I used to do, because one friend, Maisie, just loved cowboys. Turned out I had something of a talent for staying on the full eight seconds and it always gave me a massive adrenaline rush and made sex so much more amazing that night. Now, it’s a special thing my husband and I do now and then. The Two-Step Tavern is way on the outskirts of town, so we always end up staying at the cheap motel a couple of doors down. The walls are thin and flimsy, but we always have fun getting drunk and having noisy sex. If a neighbor isn’t banging on the wall and telling us to keep quiet, we haven’t done our best.
“Yeah, you’re probably right. I’m just really ready to go!”
“Your woman there has a nice bit of giddyup, there,” a rich voice says from behind me.
When I turn, my mouth just falls open and I’m sure each of my fillings are easily seen. The voice belongs to the hottest, handsomest black man I have ever laid eyes on. He’s even hotter than that actor that was in that movie last year, the one that won all those awards.
“H-h-hi,” I say, feeling like an inexperienced schoolgirl. I’ve always had a weakness for black men, which Amos knows about and occasionally lets me indulge. But I haven’t met a man who’s left me this breathless, and this soaking wet, in ages.
“I’m Maurice,” he says, tipping his cowboy hat at me.
“Jasmine,” I say. While I hold out my hand to him, what I really want to do is ride him like the mechanical bull. Maurice is tall and muscular and I can see the muscles shifting beneath his cowboy shirt.
My husband introduces himself and keeps an eye on me. I know he knows what I’m thinking and feeling. He winks twice at me, our little code for “it’s okay with me.” I smile back at him and my stomach clenches with nerves and excitement.
“That’s a pretty name, just like you,” Maurice says, reaching out and pushing a strand of hair behind my ear. He leans close and lowers his head by my neck. “And you smell nice, too.”
“Why thank you,” I say, trying to fight the blush I can feel spreading across my cheeks and chest. I look him up and down, trying not to feel surprised to see a black man dressed in a cowboy outfit. “You’ve done this before?”
Maurice smiles and I relax at the sound of his warm laughter. “Yeah, I get that a lot. Don’t worry, I’m not offended.”
“Oh my God!” I exclaim. My surprise must have been written all over my face! I’m so embarrassed!
“No, it’s fine,” he continues. “I know I’m not exactly who you expect to see in a place like the Two Step.”
“I don’t know what to say that won’t sound offensive,” I admit, shrinking back a little.
“So tell me,” he says, smoothly changing the subject and taking a long drink from his own beer. I stare at the muscles in his throat as he swallows and I fight the overwhelming urge to reach out and touch him, to feel his muscles rippling beneath my fingers.
“Sorry. What was that?” My blush heightens as I realize he’s just asked me a question and I’ve been too busy fantasizing about touching his dark, muscular body, instead of paying attention to him.
“I asked,” Maurice says, reaching out and tucking a strand of hair behind my ear, “if you’ve done this before. Your outburst a few minutes ago…was enthusiastic. I dig enthusiastic.”
“No…uh… This isn’t my first time,” I admit.
“So what you’re saying is that you’re experienced,” he says, leaning toward me. His breath is hot on my skin and I feel paralyzed with lust and need.
A fast song comes on the jukebox and Maurice pulls me to the dance floor. Even though it’s not really a close-dance kind of song, he pulls me right up against his long, lean, muscular body and clamps his arm around me. The musky scent of his sweat reaches me and I’m glad his arm is around me, because otherwise I’d definitely collapse from being weak in the knees.
His body moves against mine, his cock grinding into me as he moves me across the dance floor.
“You like how my body feels?”
“I do,” I say, my voice quiet. I know I have Amos’ permission, but it still makes me so nervous to flirt with and pursue another man! “I really love how big and strong your body feels…” I lean into his body and rub myself against him, my pussy dying to be attended to.
“And how would your husband feel about this, if he knew?” Maurice spins me around, still holding me so tight that I’m almost gasping for breath.
“My husband,” I say, gasping as he spins me around so that my back is pressed tightly against his front, and the steel length of his cock is pressing hungrily against my ass, “is watching us right now. And I know he wants to watch you fuck me.”
The music speeds up and Maurice spins me again, this time so that we’re face to face. He looks me in the eye and is quiet for a moment.
“Are you serious?”
“Very much so,” I respond, looking straight into his eyes. “He loves watching me in the arms of another man. Think you could stand being watched?” I tease, smiling up at him and running my fingers over his muscular shoulders and down his thick, powerful arms.
“If I got a chance to see you naked and taste you, I don’t care who the fuck watches.” Maurice’s voice is lower now, thick and heavy, like his steel cock pressing against me.
The song ends and we make our way back to Amos, whose eyes are glassy and a quick glance at his crotch reveals he’s got a raging hard-on, too.
“You two have fun out there?” Amos puts down his beer and wipes the back of his hand across his mouth.
Amos moves his tall, muscular body and stands behind me, putting his hands on my hips and squeezing. All I want to do is rub my ass and pussy against him, feel his hard cock ramming into my wet pussy.
“Not as much fun as we’re going to have later tonight…”
Amos looks at me and I smile and nod, letting him know that Maurice is down with being watched. Amos’ eyes light up even more and he nearly jumps up from his barstool from the nervous energy I can see he has.
“Nexxxxxt up! We have Jasmine!”
I squeal as I hear the announcer’s voice. I can’t wait to have something so big and powerful between my thighs! Even though I’ve done this a ton of times before, there’s nothing quite like getting on the bull, grabbing the ring, then throwing an arm up in the air. It always gives me a massive adrenaline rush, especially if I make it the full eight seconds! And sex is always so, so hot afterward!
The crowd cheers and hollers as I strut across the bar and toward the big mechanical bull. I always forget how large it really is until I see it, then I feel the tingling surge of nerves spiked with excitement.
“You done this before?” The announcer says, raking his eyes over my body and letting them rest on my boobs.
“Yeah, a couple of times,” I shrug. I grab the handle, palm up like you’re supposed to, and the announcer gives a quiet nod when he sees this. Yes, I know what I’m doing! This is how you hold on so that your wrist doesn’t dislocate or break if you get thrown!
“Huh.” He throws a switch and then the bull rocks hard and I scream. I wasn’t ready!
My arm throws out instinctively, trying to help me keep my balance as the bull bucks up and down and switches direction. I hold on tight with my other hand, trying to keep my body flexible enough to move with the bull, but steady enough to stay on.
“We’ve got a live one here!” The announcer roars into his microphone. “She sure knows how to ride ‘em!”
The crowd cheers and claps as the seconds tick and I stay on the bull. It’s bucking hard now and my body is on fire. The bull drops and bounces back up, hard, before my body can adjust. I grip the strap even tighter, determined to not be thrown by the bull. I’m vaguely aware of Maurice watching me and I’m eager to impress him. I want to be a winner for him!
“Annnd, this one sure knows how to stay on top!” The announcer says as the bull stops moving. My heart thumps wildly in my chest and my senses are on high alert right now.
“I did it!” I scream, pumping my arm in the air after I slide off the bull. Everything feels electrified.
Holy shit. No matter how many times I make eight seconds, it’s still a massive thrill to do it again. I haven’t been thrown in ages and a surge of pride rushes through me as I walk back to Amos and Maurice.
“Excellent job, Jasmine!” Amos says, grinning and high-fiving me when I get back to the table.
“I need a drink and a fuck, and not necessarily in that order. You up for that?” I ask Maurice, staring him straight in the eye and reaching out and touching his chest.
“Fuck yeah.” Maurice says, grabbing my hand and lowering it to his crotch. He’s already hard and he feels as big as the bull I just rode!
“Then let’s get out of here.” I drain the rest of my beer, fast, and pound the glass on the table. I spin on my heel and walk fast toward the door. My body is amped up so much, it feels like my skin can’t contain me!
People cheer me as I walk by. Not that many women make it a full eight seconds on the bull, and the guy in control definitely increased the difficulty while I was riding!
Outside, the air is slightly cool and it feels refreshing on my hot skin.
“I need a sample taste,” Maurice’s voice says from behind me. His hands grab my hips and pull me back against his hard, muscular body. He buries his face in my hair and sucks at my neck, and one of his hands snakes down and tries to push into my jeans, but they’re too tight for him to do that.
I rub myself against his groin, relishing how big he is in his pants. I need a good fuck tonight and I’m confident Maurice is going to take care of me!
“I’m not stripping in a bar parking lot,” I tease, turning around in his arms. My tits push against his chest and I can feel the power of his muscles. “We’re staying at the motel over there,” I say, nodding my head in the direction of a run-down place with a broken Vacancy sign.
“Then let’s get over there,” Maurice’s voice is low and heavy, and it makes my pussy throb with desire.
I glance at Amos and he follows us as we run across the two-lane highway. I’m laughing and my hair is streaming out behind me, riding the wind like I rode the bull, and like how I’m going to ride Maurice, too – wild and with abandon!
The parking lot is empty and I grab Maurice and kiss him, while we wait for Amos to open the door to our room.
“You just watch,” Maurice says, his voice serious. “I don’t share and I don’t fuck men. I’m in control.”
Amos nods, his lips pressed tightly together. He knows the drill, but I know he still gets nervous sometimes, especially with big black men. He’s never been interested in participating, just watching. It’s the thrill of watching another man take me that gets Amos going.
“He knows the rules,” I say, reaching out and undoing Maurice’s belt.
“I need to keep that handy,” he says, taking the belt from me and putting it on the rickety bedside table. “You’re a wild one and I bet you need a firm hand to keep you in line. I might need to restrain you, to let you know who’s in charge here.”
“I… Oh!” I cry out as he rips my shirt off and pushes my bra up over my tits. The heavy lace scrapes my nipples, but what feels fantastic is how Maurice pulls and pinches at my nipples. They’re instantly hard as little bullets, just waiting to be sucked and lavished with attention. He finishes pulling off my bra and my shirt, and I push my chest out, so he can see my tits better.
“Mmm, those are some fine tits,” Maurice says, licking his lips as he stares at them. When I reach around to hold them, to invite him to suck on them, he grabs one hand and then my other.
“You need to settle down a bit, little cowgirl.” With his big, strong hand gripping me, he grabs his belt and wraps it around my wrists, restraining them behind my back faster than I can realize what’s happening!
“Oh!” I cry out, struggling against the belt. I sit down on the edge of the bed, unsure of what to do. This is unexpected, but I have to admit it’s something I’ve always been curious to try!
“Ever been bound before?”
I watch as he pushes his tight pants down and steps out of them, his enormous cock bounces up in front of my face.
“Oh, wow,” I say, staring at his cock. It’s the biggest one I’ve ever seen! “And, uh, no. This is new for me,” I admit, looking up and meeting his eyes.
Maurice smiles, then kneels in front of me and undoes the zipper of my jeans. He leans in as he does and the tickle of his breath on my bare skin makes me shiver.
“Good. I’ll train you to be a good little cowgirl.”
I don’t know what that means, but I think it sounds fun!
Maurice kneels in front of me again, strongly pushing my legs wide, his gaze falling to my eager pussy. I can feel my juices trickling out of me and onto the bedspread. My clit is already throbbing, wanting attention and needing to be played with.
I really need to come!
Maurice slides his finger through my folds and plunges it into my pussy, stroking my g-spot and making me squirm.
“Now I’m going to see how you taste,” he says, then starts licking and sucking at my pussy, his tongue drawing circles around me clit and making me scream. He’s teasing me and I want to push his head harder against my pussy, but frustration ripples through me because my hands are bound behind my back!
My pussy pulses and heats up as Maurice licks it, and my orgasm starts building in my body.
“Oh, shit,” I moan, trying to grind harder onto his finger and mouth. “Suck harder! I’m going to come soon!”
It takes me a moment to catch my breath and then I realize his mouth is no longer on my pussy.
“What?” I ask, confused. My juices are slick across his lips, and after he slides his finger from out of me, he puts it between his lips and slowly sucks it clean.
“You taste good, little cowgirl. But you don’t get to come yet. You don’t get to come until I say so.”
A whimper escapes my mouth and my body writhes on the bed. What does he mean I don’t get to come yet?!
“On your knees, on the ground.” His voice is suddenly rough and more commanding. I’m a little scared, but also really turned on by how domineering he’s being!
My pussy burns with desire as I slide off the bed and onto my knees. His huge cock looms in front of my face and I can’t wait to suck and fuck it! I wriggle around, trying to find some relief for my pussy, but I can’t. I hope I get to come soon!
“Now put on a good show for your husband. I’m going to show him just how much you can take in that pretty little mouth of yours. And you better take it all, or you’re going to get a spanking.”
Spanking?
Maurice grabs my head and holds it still as he pushes his cock between my lips. He immediately starts pushing in fast and rough, and I struggle to keep up. I try to open my mouth wider! I move my tongue around his cock, massaging it and tasting it as I struggle to keep up with his pace. It’s weird having my arms bound behind me, because normally I pump a cock as I’m blowing it, but I only have my mouth available right now!
I bob my head on his cock, choking a little at how full my mouth is of his massive cock! Spit and pre-cum slide from my mouth and over my chin, and it feels so deliciously messy!
I wish I could touch my pussy! My body is electric with desire and raging with a need to get thoroughly fucked!
I struggle to keep up with Maurice and his enormous cock! He’s pushing my head down more and more, but I don’t think I’m going to be able to take it all! I gag and gasp as he fucks my mouth, his balls hitting my chin. I’m totally not in control right now…and I kinda love it!
“Doesn’t seem like you can take it all,” he says, looking down at me while he holds my head so that I can escape his cock. I run my tongue around his cock as much as I can and try and open my mouth even wider, though it feels like my lips are going to split open! “Do I need to bend you over my knee?”
Oh my God! He was serious! I’ve never been spanked before, but I don’t know if I want it to happen tonight! I close my eyes and push my head down his thick cock even more, but I can’t take it all in my mouth. Even though I’m a little scared, my pussy is aching and my juices are spilling down my legs.
Maurice slides his cock out of my mouth and I inhale air deeply, coughing as I finally get some air and can really catch my breath.
“Who’s been a bad little cowgirl?” Maurice steps to the bed and sits down, his legs spread. His cock is sticking straight up and I really, really want to sit on it and ride it hard!
“Me?” I ask, my voice small. I’m overwhelmed with nerves and excitement. This is so much different than the other times Amos and I have done this! It’s really exciting, and I’m incredibly horny, but it’s still a little nerve wracking!
“Damn straight you’ve been a bad little cowgirl. Stand up, with your back to me.”
I do as he says, fumbling. It’s hard to stand up with my wrists bound behind my back. For the first time since this started, I get a good look at my husband. His mouth is slack and his eyes are wide in wonder. His pants are straining against his hard dick, but he’s not doing anything.
“Okay?” I mouth as I find my feet and stand up. He gives the tiniest of nods and it gives me a moment of relief.
Maurice grabs me and I take a stumbling step backward. He quickly undoes the belt and I shake my hands and rub my wrists.
“Oh!” I say, relishing the freedom.
“Turn around.”
I do and Maurice looks at my wrists, the belt stretched between his hands. Obediently, I put my hands forward, wrists together.
“Good girl,” he says, wrapping the belt around my wrists and fastening it snugly. “Now bend over my knees.” He commands, sitting back slightly further from the edge of the bed.
I climb on the bed and kneel beside him, my arms pushing my tits out. I lean forward over his lap, my hands resting on the other side of him, then I lower myself down. My skin tingles with anticipation and his throbbing cock insistently pushes up against my stomach.
“Amos, I’m gonna show you how to keep your woman in line.” Maurice says, his hand rubbing a circle on my bottom. I’m so wet, I’m sure I must be dripping onto his legs!
I glance at Amos, but he keeps his mouth closed.
“Ow!” I cry out, Maurice’s hand smacking my ass hard. I didn’t realize it would hurt so much!
“That’s nothing, little cowgirl,” his voice drawls. He spanks the other side of my ass and I bite my lip to keep from crying out again. “How’s that feeling?”
I nod my head and try not to flinch when I feel his hand kneading and rubbing my ass. My ass is warming up, like a slow flame has been lit beneath it.
“Good girl,” he says, then smacks my ass so hard that I can feel it jiggle.
This time when he rubs my ass, he slips his hand between my legs and plunges his fingers beneath my folds and deep into my pussy.
“Oh my God!” I scream, trying to wiggle myself against his fingers. All my senses are hyperalert right now and it feels like I could explode with just a few wiggles more of his fingers. But as soon as I raise my hips slightly, he quickly withdraws.
“Little cowgirl is soaked. Is she like this for you, Amos? Wait, don’t answer, because it doesn’t matter.”
Maurice smacks my ass three times in rapid succession and the sensations are so overwhelming! There’s the quick blast of pain, but then when the warmth hits, I find that I really like it!
My arms are hanging at a weird angle and it’s a little uncomfortable, but it’s a small price for this new experience and how good this feels! Even though my ass is stinging and Maurice’s spanking is a bit sharp and rough, the way I feel after is amazing! I wish I’d discovered this sooner!
The motel room feels hot with body heat and the smell of my juicy pussy. I arch into Maurice’s hand as he trails his fingers down my back, before grabbing my ass again and squeezing and massaging it.
“Huh. You want more?” The sound of surprise in his voice is unmistakable.
“U-uh. Yes?”
Maurice laughs and just as I feel a wave of relief, he paddles my ass three more times in quick succession.
This time, it really hurts. Even though I know I asked for it, my body tenses and I bite my lip. I don’t want to cry, but all these emotions!
Maurice has me stand and then he scoots back on the bed.
“Now, little cowgirl, it’s time for you to get what you’ve been ready to beg me for. Ride my big dick.”
I smile, excited that I finally get to feel his massive cock plowing into me! I crawl up on the cheap bedspread and start to straddle him, but Maurice grins and holds up a finger and wags it at me.
“Nope, little cowgirl. You’re riding reverse. You’re going to watch your husband as you fuck me. And he’s going to watch you riding my big dick and watch how I can satisfy you in ways he never can.”
Hesitation runs through me, but I maneuver around so that I’m in position for reverse cowgirl. I’ve never actually had sex in this position before and I’m a little nervous! It makes me even more nervous that Amos is sitting against the wall, just a few feet in front of me. Sure, he’s watched me have sex with other men before, but I’ve never more than glanced at him while I was fucking another man.
This feels so much more personal and intimate!
Maurice’s big black cock bumps my pussy and I wonder what I’ve gotten myself into. He’s so much bigger than Amos, I wonder if he’ll fit!
“Come on, little cowgirl.” Maurice’s voice is thick and heavy. He grasps my hips and I hold his cock as he lowers me down onto it.
His cock starts sliding into me and I moan. The pleasure is already overwhelming and I can’t lie, it hurts a little because he’s so big.
“There you go. Get comfortable and ride away. I’ve seen what you’ve done on the mechanical bull. I want you to ride me like you’ve never ridden anyone or anything before. Giddyup!”
I lean forward a little and brace my hands on the bed between Maurice’s legs, then I start pumping my pussy up and down on his cock, taking more in each time I slide down.
Maurice gives me a smack on the side of my ass and I plunge down the full length of his cock, screaming as my pussy struggles to stretch enough to fit him.
“Holy fuck,” I moan, wiggling my pussy around.
The look on Amos’ face is one of love and awe. He has his cock out of his pants and it’s nearly purple and it’s straining so much. He spits in his hand and starts squeezing and stroking himself, never taking his eyes off of me.
I love you, I mouth to him and he smiles even more, then gives me a little wink.
“Now sit up and ride!” Maurice demands, smacking the side of my ass again. That stings!
I push myself up and cry out. He’s so big, it hurts! But I start bouncing and moving my hips, and I feel my pussy start to stretch out.
My orgasm starts rushing through me, building momentum as I get more comfortable on Maurice’s massive cock. It’s everything my body and soul have been yearning for and my body starts bucking wildly, moving so that his massive dark cock hits my spot every time I wiggle and bounce.
“Oh my God, I’m going to come!” I scream, bouncing on his cock harder and faster and taking all of him over and over again. He totally fills me up in a way Amos never has and I can’t get enough!
“Did I say you could come?” Maurice’s voice is rough and he grabs my hips so that I can’t go down again.
“Please. Oh, please let me come!” My voice whines, begging Maurice.
“Hm. We’re not done until I say we’re done.” He releases my hips and I hungrily ride down his cock again, my body spasming as I start coming harder than I ever have before in my life. I grind down hard on his black cock, taking every last bit of it in. My pussy clenches and throbs, squeezing his cock like it’s the best thing ever.
“Not bad,” Maurice’s voice growls. “Now it’s my turn.”
Maurice sits up, his sweaty chest pressed against my back. His arms reach around me, one grabbing my tit and squeezing my nipple hard, and the other one snaking between my spread legs and fingering my clit.
“Ow! I’m so sensitive!” I scream, moving my hips fast, trying to escape his probing finger. I’m too sensitive for that right now!
“I told you to wait…”
Maurice pushes me so that I’m doggy style in front of him, my face now just a few feet from Amos. Amos is working his dick hard and I can tell by his breathing that he’s about to come, too.
I try to pull away, but Maurice grabs my hips hard and starts ramming his cock into my over and over and over again.
My moans echo in the room. My body is so sensitive, but this feels so good! I wish he would slow down a little so I could catch my breath, because this is so overwhelming!
Maurice slaps my ass some more and grunts loudly behind me. He reaches down to my pussy again and starts playing with my clit again, hard and fast and rough.
My body jerks and bucks against him, wanting more but not being able to take anymore!
A guttural sound comes from Maurice and he slaps my ass again, so hard!
“Ride my dick, cowgirl. Ride it hard!”
With his finger pushing my clit harder and harder, I ride his massive cock and feel him coming inside me. His cock pulses and his body vibrates over me.
A small sound comes from Amos and he’s coming, his come flies out and nearly hits me in the face.
Maurice collapses on me, his breath fast and heavy on my neck. His cock still twitches inside of me and I clench my pussy, to milk his come even more.
“Good job, little cowgirl.”
~~~




UNFAITHFULLY YOURS





“Are you ready?” Jeffrey asks, his pale hands reaching out under the night sky and pinching my nipples through my tight t-shirt.
“You bet your sweet ass I am!”
Tonight is our version of a little game night. See, we have this game we play now and then, to help spice up our sex life. It goes like this: we arrive at a bar separately, we get into a fake fight, then I take a random guy back to a nearby motel room that I’ve rented just for the night. Jeffrey rents the next room over, then listens as another guy fucks my brains out. Then when I’m finished getting fucked by a stranger, he comes over to my room, cleans me up, and then I fall asleep in his arms.
“It’s been a while since we’ve done this,” Jeffrey says, rubbing his hands nervously over his jeans. He’s always like this – eager but nervous.
We have a good marriage, but he’s known from the beginning that I have the sex drive of a nymphomaniac and that he just can’t keep up with me. Plus, I just need sexual variety and sometimes I sleep with women, too. I love the love Jeffrey gives me and the stability of our marriage, but that doesn’t stop me from wanting to fuck strangers, too. I love the thrill of seduction and the discovery of sleeping with someone new, plus it’s just hot to know that Jeffrey is in the next room, listening, and that he gets off on that and cleaning me up afterward.
I walk away without saying goodbye, then turn my focus to some frustrations I’m having with work. One of the VPs at my company has been trying to undermine my work and I’ve been genuinely furious about it recently. The motherfucker thinks that just because I’m a woman, he can shove me around and that he won’t have any repercussions from that. What he doesn’t know is that another VP is ready to go to bat for me. Even so, I let the rage wash over me, so that when our ‘fight’ happens, I can make it convincing, by kinda pretending that Jeffrey is the VP that I want to cut with a knife.
The music of the bar washes over me as I stalk in, ignoring catcalls. In a short, tight miniskirt, and even tighter t-shirt, I know I’m dressed provocatively. This isn’t a classy joint by any stretch of the imagination. There are peanut shells on the floor and the floor is uneven and sticky in some places. It’s definitely not the kind of place you want to see with the lights on full or during the day.
But for finding a random stranger to fuck? This bar has a great selection. It’s divey enough to attract both successful people looking for a little change of pace and also elbow-bender alcoholics.
Tonight, this roadside bar is crowded and rowdy, which is absolutely perfect. There are men leaning against the bar and crowded around pool tables, and there are puh-lenty of men to choose from.
“Whiskey, beer chaser,” I tell the bartender. I slam the whiskey, relishing the warm burn of the alcohol as it coats my throat and starts to hit my system. “Another!”
The bartender raises his eyebrow at me, but says nothing when I slap a twenty on the counter. “Keep the change.”
By this point, I am genuinely angry again. I love my job, but this prick VP has it in for me and I haven’t yet figured out how to handle the situation so that I keep my job, my seniority, and my paycheck.
“That’s some impressive drinking you’re doing.” A deep voice says.
When I look toward the voice, my stomach drops and my pussy is instantly wet. This man is well over six feet and muscular as fuck. His skin is dark ebony and he’s just the kind of man, with just the kind of massive and powerful dick, that I really love to fuck.
“I have an impressive mouth,” I tease, turning to face him. I lick my lips, already planning what his mouth would feel like between my legs, lavishing attention on my desperate pussy.
I don’t sleep with other men often, but when I do? Good God it revs my engine something fierce! I love discovering the taste and feel of a new man, and love experiencing how they fuck me and use my body. It’s better than any drug I’ve ever tried!
The man steps closer to me and traces his finger along my jaw, slowly enough that all the hairs on my neck stand at attention and my pussy twinges with massive desire and need.
“Are you fucking kidding me?” Jeffrey yells, storming over to me and standing close enough that I can see where he nicked himself shaving this morning. His eyes are flared wide and his cheeks are splotchy red. For his part, he looks furious. “You run out on me and I find you here? Throwing yourself at another man?”
“Just a moment,” I say softly, putting my hand on top of the stranger’s. Then I turn to face Jeffrey. “Well what in God’s name did you expect? You show up late to dinner and then don’t even fucking apologize? What did you expect me to do? Fall on my knees and give you a blow job, thank you just for showing up? Do you think I’m that goddamn desperate?”
“Jesus!” He screams, drawing the word into endless syllables. “And you’re dressed like a whore of a slut now. I thought you were supposed to be my wife!”
“I thought a husband would know how to fuck me properly, which you most certainly don’t! I bet this man here,” I say, turning and giving the stranger a big smile and placing my hand on his strong, muscular chest, “I bet he knows how to fuck a woman.”
“That’s low,” Jeffrey seethes. He clenches and unclenches his hands, his body shaking. “Even for you, that’s low.”
“You treat me like shit and then you expect me to act classy? Seriously?”
“You should come home,” Jeffrey says, taking a step forward and putting his hand on my arm.
“I don’t need to should anything,” I snap, dramatically pulling my arm away from his hand and nearly knocking a guy in the head. “If you think I’m going home with you tonight, you’ve got another thing coming. I can’t bear to even look at you right now.”
“Oh, so it’s one of those nights, huh?” He steps back at looks at me, a withering look in his eyes. Half the bar is watching us now, men openly staring at my legs and tits, women staring at me with a look in their eyes that say they’ve got my back if I need it.
“There’s nothing you can say that will change how I feel right now. My mom was right when she said you weren’t good enough for me, that I could do better!”
Jeffrey quiets, his mouth opening and closing slowly, no words coming out.
“Fine.”
Jeffrey turns and walks away, his body slumping as he shoulders the door to the parking lot. He looks like a man that life has beat up, chewed up, then spit out in a million different jagged pieces.
Turning back to the bar, I flag the bartender down. He pours me another shot of whiskey before I even ask. “On the house, sweetheart.”
I give him a small smile and toss the liquor back, then shake out my arms and hands. Even though the fight was fake, anger and adrenaline surge through my body and I can barely stand still. Now, more than ever, I need to be fucked, hard and long.
“Sorry about that,” I say, turning back to the man who is miraculously still standing next to me.
A slight smile quirks the edge of his mouth, but he doesn’t walk away.
“That happen often?”
“Often enough that I should divorce his sorry ass. We married way too young.” I take a long drink of my beer, relishing the warmth of all the alcohol flowing through my system.
“Before all…that…” He says, reaching out and touching my face again, “you were bragging about how wonderful your mouth is…”
“My tongue is wonderful, too,” I say, turning my head so that my lips meet his thumb. I part my lips and push my mouth down on his thumb, lightly sucking and flicking it with my tongue, all the while staring straight into his eyes.
“Fuck,” he says, his eyes dilating. “I think we need to do something about this.”
“I do, too,” I agree. “I have energy to burn and a raging desire to be fucked tonight.”
“I am happy to fill your every desire and your pussy…”
“Amy,” I prompt, holding out my hand to him.
He takes my hand in his and squeezes. “Roman. Pleasure to make your acquaintance.” Roman brings my hand to his lips and kisses each knuckle slowly, then slips one of my fingers inside his mouth. He lightly teases my fingertip with his tongue and it makes me squirm with desire. Goddamn I want to feel that tongue on my clit!
In that moment, nothing else exists. Roman clearly doesn’t care that I’m married and that is AOK with me. I want to fuck him more than I’ve wanted to fuck someone not my husband in a while, and I can’t wait to have him alone.
“Hey, Honey,” a woman’s voice says from behind me. Roman’s eyes flick away from mine and he smiles.
Oh, shit. Have I just been played? I really, really do not want to fight with another woman tonight. Fuck, have I met someone who just wants to play a cruel game with me? This is not what I signed up for!
“I… uh,” I stammer, turning toward the voice. She’s a gorgeous redhead, short and extremely curvy. “Look, I didn’t know Roman was taken,” I say, holding up my hands. If I had more room, I’d step back, but I’m pinned to the bar, some guy at my back, Roman in front of me, and the redhead just at my side.
“Oh, sweetie, it’s okay. I saw your fight. I’ve just been talking to some friends over by the pool table.”
“Okay.” I don’t know what to say or do.
“Look, we have an open relationship. I’ve been watching you two and it looks like you want to play. Is that right?” She reaches out her hand and gently pushes my hair off my shoulder, then lightly runs her hand from my neck down my arm. My skin contracts and shivers under her touch, especially when it starts to sink in that she’s not going to try and claw my eyes out.
“I, yes, I guess you could say that.” I smile at her and am rewarded with a big smile in return. She steps closer to me and wraps her arm around my waist, standing so closely that her soft breasts press against my side. As sexy as she is, I still tense a little to have her so close to me. This is a very unexpected turn of events!
Roman leans forward, his hand on my other arm. “Have you ever been with a woman? I’d love to fuck you both at the same time and to watch you with Joy.”
I take a deep breath, shifting my eyes from Roman to Joy, and then back to Roman.
“Well, a few times, but it’s been a while,” I admit. I feel a rush of excitement at the thought of exploring Joy’s body and feeling how she would touch my body.
“Are you game?” Joy asks, leaning in and planting a soft, slow kiss on my neck, just below my ear. It’s like she knows exactly the right way to touch me! My neck has always been one of my most sensitive places.
“Yes, Amy, are you game?” Roman lowers his hand and places his fingers under the hem of my skirt, rhythmically stroking the inside of my thighs.
“Oh, hell yeah, I’m game.” I smile, pushing my pussy toward Roman’s hands and turning my head so that I can kiss Joy at the same time. Her mouth tastes sweet, like she’s been drinking cider. Our tongues tangle and I moan into her mouth. Fuck. I want to know what her tongue feels like on my pussy, too!
Joy pulls away from me, her cheeks flushed and her eyes bright. “I’m not particularly into giving public shows, so we should head somewhere more private.”
I glance around the bar and no fewer than a dozen people, men and woman, are watching us with obvious interest. I seem to be the star of this place, tonight.
“I’ve got a room at the motel a few blocks away. Why don’t we go there?” I say, my hands still touching both of them.
“Sounds good to me,” Roman says, standing. “Lead the way.”
We make our way to the motel, fumbling and laughing and kissing as we walk down the dark, nearly deserted street.
My body is lit up with excitement. It’s been ages since I slept with more than one person at once and the idea of doing it again, especially with a woman involved, has me amped up and on fire!
I fumble with my key, but finally the room door swings open and we all rush through. Roman roughly shoves the door closed, then presses me against it, holding my hands tightly above my head. Pushing his knee between my legs so they spread wide, he lowers his mouth to mine and forcefully kisses me deeply, taking my breath away.
A soft, small hand caresses my thigh, pushing my skirt up, and then I feel Joy’s fingers teasing at my pussy. I squirm, wanting more. I want to kiss her, to touch her, to experience her!
Roman pushes my chin up and kisses and sucks at my neck, while Joy slides her fingers through my wet pussy.
“Oh, God. Please…” I beg. Joy teases my clit, pressing more firmly with each circular motion of her fingers. I grind into her hand, desperately wanting her to cram her fingers inside my pussy and stroke my g-spot.
But Joy just continues teasing me. I look at her, moaning as I do. She’s smiling at me and biting her lip, sexy as all fuck.
I’ve never been attracted to a woman like I’m attracted to Joy. I have no idea what it is about her, but I just know that I want her. All of her.
“Kiss me,” I moan, staring at her lush, full lips.
“My, you’ve made up your mind about sleeping with me,” she says, her fingers sliding over my clit, more firmly now. She laces the fingers of her other hand through my hair and pulls me toward her mouth.
Then I’m experiencing a new kind of heaven. Her lips are soft and firm, and her tongue pushes through to my lips, forcing me to open my mouth. I eagerly part my lips and send my tongue out to meet hers. I want to devour her.
Roman shoves one of his hands up my shirt and pushes my bra over my tits, then tweaks and pulls at my nipple.
“Holy fuck,” I scream. Part of that is for Jeffrey’s benefit, but Roman and Joy focusing on me is about to send me off like a fucking explosive rocket! “I want to suck your tits,” I say to Joy.
“Well if you insist.” Joy laughs and slips out of the little blue dress she’s wearing. Underneath, her full breasts are free and she’s wearing the tiniest of lace panties. She has no tan lines and there are pale freckles everywhere.
“I’ve never seen a woman as beautiful as you,” I gasp.
“Why thank you.”
Joy saunters over to the bed and leans against the headboard, her legs splayed. She cups her tits in her hands and slowly massages them, and it’s the most wonderful invitation I’ve ever seen.
“Save some for me,” Roman jokes, releasing me.
As much as I’m desperate to mess around with Joy, I’m still a little nervous. Will I be pleasing? Will she like how I touch he or will I be making a fool of myself? It’s always special when I sleep with women, but I wasn’t prepared for that tonight. I’m a little thrown, but oh so definitely turned on!
Walking over to the bed, I quickly strip my clothes off, so that I’m naked by the time I reach her.
“You’re very beautiful, too,” Joy says, licking her fingers and playing with her nipples. She looks me up and down, taking extra time to stare at my tits and pussy.
Feeling bold, I turn in front of her, slowly, to show her my ass, too. More than I ever would have imagined, I want Joy’s approval of my body. I want her to find me as sexy and seductive as I find her.
“Very nice. Now get in bed and show my what you can do with that mouth of yours.”
I crawl onto the bed and straddle Joy’s legs. Her breasts are full and soft in my hands, and I marvel at their beauty and feel. As I kiss and suck at her breasts, her nipples extend into hard points and she arches her back into me.
“Fuck that’s hot,” Roman’s voice says from behind me. The sound of him unzipping his jeans and tossing his clothes aside reaches my ears as I switch my attention to Joy’s other breast. I run my hand down her body, loving the feel of her soft, smooth skin underneath my fingers. Lifting my head, I let my mouth find hers again, and kiss her as I explore the folds of her pussy.
Joy is as wet as I am and I alternate between plunging my fingers inside her and massaging her clit with my fingertips.
“You sure you need me?” Roman’s voice says, his hands now kneading my ass.
Joy moans as I kiss and finger fuck her, then I start moaning as Roman sucks at my pussy. He’s not being gentle. He’s going after my clit hard and I can already feel an orgasm building force in my body. The pressure from his tongue is rougher than I’m used to and it’s like he’s pulling a massive orgasm from my body, even before I think I’m ready for one.
Holy shit this is going to be an amazing time!
“Oh fuck, I’m coming!” I scream, bearing my pussy down on Roman’s mouth. His hands grip my hips and won’t let me escape as my body thrums and shakes as I come.
“God, you’re beautiful when you come,” Joy says, lifting my face so that she can kiss me. I suck her tongue hard, moaning into her mouth as Roman keeps sucking on my clit, making my orgasm last longer than I ever thought an orgasm could last!
Roman finally stops licking and sucking at my pussy, and I lean back and sit up. My breath is jagged and hoarse, and I can’t stop saying “oh my God” over and over. Normally when Jeffrey and I have nights like this, I need to ‘overact’ a little, so he can hear everything like he loves to do. But tonight? Tonight it is all me and completely natural.
It’s been a long time since I’ve screamed this much during sex…and we’re only just getting started!
“I want to know what she tastes like,” Joy says, leaning toward Roman and kissing him deeply. “Damn, you taste good. I hope we have enough time for me to eat your pretty pussy out!”
“I sure hope so!” A strong bolt of desire zings me to my core. The thought of her pretty face between my legs has me aching to find out how she would eat my pussy. “But right now, I really, really want to get fucked.”
“Impatient much?” Joy says and laughs. Her laughter is high-pitched and full of delight. “Let me lick you, at least a little.”
Fuck. Can I take more right now?
“I’m a little sensitive…”
Roman and Joy both laugh, then reach out to caress my tits.
“Says the woman who just said she wants to get fucked…” Joy teases. She leans forward on the bed, almost kissing my lips, but then dropping her mouth to my neck and starts slowly and gently kissing me there. “What about if I’m gentle, like this?”
Joy’s fingers slide along my wet pussy, gently gently gently stroking around my sensitive clit. She resumes kissing my neck, licking and nibbling softly, and I can already feel a new surge of desire and sexual need building in me. When she slides her fingers into me, my body automatically arches into her touch and I moan.
I know my clit needs a little break, but I want Joy so much. And the way she’s kissing and sucking at my neck? Fuck. I need her lips and soft tongue on my pussy.
“Sweet Jesus,” I cry out. Little licks of flames are spreading through my body, just from her gentle stroking inside my pussy.
Just how many times can I come tonight??
“Well,” Joy says, a devilish smile on her lips. “I can…stop…if you like. I’m happy to fuck Roman on my own, if you need a break so badly.”
“No!” I cry out. I reach out and pull her to me, kissing her passionately, our tongues wrestling and invading each other’s mouths. Her fingers start working my pussy faster and I break from our kiss, letting myself fall backward on the bed and splaying my legs open for her. “Please…”
Roman laughs and moves to behind Joy. She sticks her ass up in the air as she lowers her mouth to me. She trails a line of kisses around my thighs and above my mound. Roman grins as he watches Joy teasing me. I’m squirming and feeling ticklish under her soft lips, not to mention I’m desperate to feel her working my pussy with her tongue and lips.
“Oh. My. God.” My eyes roll back in my head when I feel Joy’s tongue lapping at my pussy. She’s licking softly, tasting me and cleaning my pussy from my last orgasm.
I watch as Roman slides his big black cock into Joy. She squirms as he plunges into her and her licking and sucking increase.
Roman sways his hips from side to side as he pounds into Joy’s pussy, as if he’s trying to rub himself over all of her insides.
Fuck. I want him doing that to me!
My tits are aching for attention, so I start playing with my nipples, pulling and twisting them. I’ve never watched someone else get fucked before, not right in front of me, and it’s so fucking hot! Watching Joy lose control of her body makes me even hornier and ready for Roman to plow into me, too. She’s holding on to my hips as she works my pussy faster and faster.
It feels like my body is lit up with pleasure, more than it has been in a long time – if ever! There’s some kind of magic current running through this cheap motel room and it’s electrifying!
Roman’s eyes alternate between watching himself plow into Joy’s pussy and locking eyes with me. His mouth falls open as he watches me play with my tits, and he increases his thrusting into Joy.
“Oh fuck fuck fuck!” Joy cries out. She meets my eyes and there is something primal and vulnerable in them. “I’m fucking coming! Fuck me harder!”
My pussy misses her mouth, but watching her as she’s coming, her body over mine? Holy fuck it’s the hottest thing I’ve experienced in ages. I scoot down so that I can play with her tits, pulling at her nipples. She screams and moans even louder, her body thrashing over Roman’s fat cock.
“Lick my pussy, baby,” she asks Roman, glancing back at him.
“Sit on my face. Amy, ride my cock.”
Roman lays down on the bed and Joy and I reposition ourselves. A contented sign and moan escape from her as she settles on his mouth. As she starts moving her hips over him, I look down and finally get an up-close look at Roman’s cock. Holy fuck it’s enormous!
I straddle his dark body, holding his cock in one hand. It’s hot and twitching in my hand, slick with Joy’s pussy juices.
“Holy fuck!” My voice screams through the motel room. Roman thrusts his cock up into me and in a millisecond, he’s balls deep in me, pumping his gigantic cock into my slick and hungry pussy.
“Isn’t he great,” Joy says, her eyes half-closed. She reaches to me and pulls me into a kiss, one hand on my tits and one hand pressing my ass down onto Roman’s cock.
“I’ve never had a man this…big before!” I gasp. My pussy is still so sensitive, but it’s hungry to be pounded and stretched out. And I’m definitely going to be stretched out by the time Roman is finished with me!
“You can’t beat black dick,” Joy agrees, then lowers her head and sucks on one of my tits.
My body feels molten from all the attention being lavished on it. It’s like being at a sumptuous buffet, but for sex. I bounce my pussy on Roman’s thick, dark cock so that it rubs my g-spot perfectly. As my pussy stretches out to fit his cock, the sensations in my pussy increases and I feel another orgasm build in my body.
And it’s going to be a massive orgasm.
It almost hurts, how good everything feels. I’m discovering a new level of sensation as I ride Roman and Joy and I play together.
Joy stretches her arms above her body and her breathing quickens.
“Suck me harder, baby. Right there oh yes oh my God. Suck me!”
There is sheer abandon in the way Joy is moving, she’s squirming and pushing down on Roman’s face, like she’s trying to devour him with her pussy.
I lean over and suck her breasts again, lightly biting around her nipple like she did to me earlier.
Joy screams as she comes and someone in another room bangs the wall. Joy holds my head to her breasts as she rides out her orgasm.
“Now it’s your turn,” she says, gasping as she moves off Roman’s face. His lips and chin are covered in her juices.
Joy runs her hands over my body, playing with my tits and grabbing my ass.
“Oh!” I cry out in surprise as Roman slaps the side of my ass.
“Work your pussy on me!”
My orgasm builds like a revving engine and I know I’m not going to last much longer.
“I’m so close,” I moan loudly. My hips buck and thrust against his cock. My pussy has stretched out so much to fit him, and now his cock fits perfectly inside me. I never thought I could take it all, but I have!
Joy pushes me down so I’m chest-to-chest with Roman, and he kisses me as I bounce and grind on his fabulous black cock. The taste of Joy invades me mouth and when she kisses the side of my neck and sucks hard, it pushes me over the edge and I thrash over Roman’s cock, riding him as my pussy gushes and I come all over him.
There’s a loud moaning and groaning in this room, and it takes me a minute to realize that it’s me doing all the moaning and groaning.
Roman clamps his hands around my hips and pounds into my pussy like his cock is a supercharged jackhammer. My pussy clenches around him and then he’s yelling out, too, as he comes inside me and totally fills me up.
We slow our rhythm and I can feel his cock twitch inside me as he finishes coming. Roman’s eyes are glazed with pleasure when he looks up at me, and he pulls me into another long, passionate kiss. Joy pulls me next to her, then caresses my skin and takes my mouth so she can kiss me, too.
There’s another banging on the wall and we all laugh as we catch our breath. We’re all sweaty and sated.
“That was outstanding,” I say, very truthfully. I went out with the idea of fucking a man, but I ended up with a woman, too, which was so unexpected and out of this world!
“It certainly was, pretty Amy,” Joy says, curling her body around mine and hugging me close.
“Joy is right. Anytime you need to let off steam from that no-good husband of yours, you know where to come looking for us.”
“Yeah.” I giggle as I run my hand up his sweaty chest. “I sure know where to come if I need to come.”
“Atta girl,” Roman smiles at me.
Well after Roman and Joy have gone, I text Jeffrey to let him know the coast is clear.
“Holy hell, Amy! That was amazing!” He closes the door behind him and pulls my naked body into a long hug, then gives me a long kiss. “Mmm. You taste good.”
“God, she was so fucking sexy!” We fall onto the bed and I get lost in the memory of the touch and taste of Joy.
“That was certainly a new twist,” Jeffrey says. He gives me a long look before continuing, a look of concern creasing his eyes. “It’s been a long time since you slept with another woman. Is this something I should be worried about?”
I reach out and put my hand on his jaw. “You don’t have anything to worry about. I’m not going to leave you for a woman. But I’ll still fuck another woman now and then. That was so unexpected tonight and it totally rocked my world.”
“Anything you want, babe. I just want you happy.”
Jeffrey lowers his head to my pussy and slowly and gently laps at me, licking up all the cum and juices from me, making sure I’m absolutely clean.
“I am happy,” I say, snuggling into Jeffrey’s arms and pushing myself against his body.
~~~




THE CRUSH

“You’ve been staring at Roland for so long, you should take a photograph.”
I feel all the blood drain from my face and my stomach does that weird sinking feeling, when I realize that my husband is aware that I’ve been staring at the most exquisite black man. I know I shouldn’t be staring at Roland, but he is just so striking and captivating, that it’s impossible not to. Ever since he became my boss about a month ago, I go helpless with desire whenever I see him.
“It would be really hot to see you fuck him.”
“What!”
I can’t believe what my husband has just said. We’ve always been faithful to each other, but of course we both looked at other people and felt attraction. I mean, that’s normal right? Even if you’re married, you can’t help it if you look at somebody and find them attractive. That’s just basic human nature.
And just because it’s human nature doesn’t mean that it’s something you would ever really do.
“I mean it, Leslie. I want to see you fuck him.”
“I can’t wrap my mind around what you’re saying. Are you really serious? He’s my boss!”
“Oh, I’m very serious,” Levi says. “I’d love to see how you reacted to another man and to watch another man would fuck you. You’ve talked about Roland before and I can see that you want to fuck him. Maybe he’d give you a promotion.”
“You want to share me? Are you unhappy with me?” When I don’t tell Levi, is that Roland and I have had an ongoing flirtation. Everything is been completely aboveboard and professional, but there’s this electric zing of attraction between us. If I wasn’t married, I would have fucked Roland the day we met.
I still can’t believe the Levi is suggesting that I sleep with Roland. I thought that everything was okay between the two of us, but maybe I was wrong. I mean, why would Levi want to watch me with another man? Does this mean that he wants to sleep with another woman?
“Oh, you’re plenty enough for me. I can never look at another woman. But, babe, I see how you look at other men sometimes. And I’m not jealous. I’m curious and I also want you to be happy. Are you fully satisfied with our marriage?”
Now there’s the question that I was hoping Levi would never ask me. The truth is, sometimes I want more when we have sex, but I don’t know exactly what it is. I feel like I want more and that I need more. But marriage is about making compromises and I do that because even if I’m not fully satisfied sexually by Levi, that that is a small price to pay for marriage and the security that comes with that.
“I wouldn’t trade you for anyone,” I say, truthfully. “You know that.”
“But sometimes you want something…different, don’t you?” The look in Levi’s eyes is tender and it catches me off guard.
“This isn’t really the place to talk about this.” I look around, hoping no one is eavesdropping on us. But the music is loud enough and most of the people around us are drunk enough, that no one is paying attention to our conversation. “Do you really want to have this conversation now?”
“I think we need to.”
“Okay. Let’s go to my office.” I grab Levi’s hand and lead him through the crowd. I smile and nod at my co-workers, grateful they don’t realize that I’m not as happy in this moment as they are. Our company has just delivered it’s biggest, most lucrative project to date, which is why we’re here and celebrating. There’s been talk of stock options and enormous bonuses at the end of the year, and everyone is incredibly pumped and excited!
Before we leave the main area, I grab a couple of large glasses of spiked punch. I’m not sure about Levi, but I know I’m going to need something to help me be brave enough to have the conversation that is minutes away.
I spot Roland walking across the ballroom where the party is being held. He lifts up his hand and waves at me, with a sexy smile on his full, sensuous lips. My senses and emotions go into overload, and I steer Levi in a different direction. It feels like it would be dangerous to talk to Roland right now, especially with what Levi has just said.
“What? I thought we were going to your office.” Levi looks confused as I direct him toward the hall where the bathrooms are, instead of toward my office.
“This is closer,” I say, not meeting his eyes.
Levi steps closer to me. I know he’s a little drunk, but he also looks very serious. His dark eyes are staring into mine and I know that I can’t escape the conversation aware about to have. He lifts his fingers up and tucks some of my curly dark hair behind my ear.
We stare at each other for a long minute. I sip the spiked punch, hoping that I completely misunderstood what Levi said.
“It would be really sexy to see you with another man,” Levi whispers into my ear. “I’ve always wanted to see you with another man, and with the way that you look at Roland, I can see that you fantasize about this.”
It’s not a lie that I fantasized about sleeping with Roland. He’s incredibly sexy, with a body of a professional athlete in the face of a high-fashion model. Even just thinking about the electric rapport that Roland and I have makes my pussy pound with desire.
“Levi, I love you, but I think you’re drunk. I really don’t think this is a good idea.” I lean in and kiss him, pushing my tongue through his lips and kissing him like a sex-starved teenager.
“Leslie, I know that you haven’t been satisfied lately. I just want you to be happy. And it would make me happy, too.”
“But what about us? Where does that leave us?” I gulp the rest of my punch. This is so not how I imagined the party tonight going. I thought we’d have a good time with my coworkers, maybe get a little bit drunk, maybe splurge on a hotel instead of taking a taxi home. But instead I have my husband telling me that he wants to watch me fuck my boss.
“It leaves us wherever we want to be, Leslie. I know I’ve had some beer and that crazy punch tonight, but I know what I’m saying.” Levi puts his hands on the side of my face, holding me still and looking deep into my eyes. “I want this, and if you’re honest with yourself, you want this too.”
Funny thing is, I believe Levi. He’s absolutely the man that I want to be married to, but sometimes… The sex we have isn’t enough. It’s not that he doesn’t try or that’s we don’t find each other desirable, we just don’t seem to match up sometimes. The sex can be good, but it’s rarely that mind-blowing amazing experience that you hope for and want in a marriage.
“You’re sure about this?” I look at Levi carefully, needing to make sure that this isn’t a practical joke. I’m just drunk enough and horny enough, that I really want this.
Levi kisses me and runs his hand down my arm into my hand. He pulls his mouth away from mine and whispers in my ear, “this is how much I want it.” He places my hand over his cock and his cock is hard and stiff. It feels harder than the last time we had sex.
“Okay, Levi. I’ll try.” I glance back at the ballroom and look at the party. Everybody’s drunk and dancing and having a wonderful time. It strikes me that this might be the last company party that I go to, because if this backfires, Roland is certainly going to fire me. “I don’t know what he’s going to say, but I’ll come onto him and see what he does.”
“You are the fucking best!”
The music seems louder when we get back to the ballroom. Or maybe it’s just my senses are heightened. I’m really not sure about this idea to sleep with Roland, so I’m kind of glad when I’m looking around and I don’t immediately see him.
“Do you want another drink?” Levi asks, looking around the room. He’s obviously looking for Roland, too.
I shake my head.
“No, I’m going to go dance.”
Dancing seems like a safe escape. I can dance off the nervousness that I feel and try and dance past this crazy idea Levi has of me fucking my boss. The added bonus is that Levi doesn’t dance, so I can have a little bit of space to sort through my thoughts and be alone.
Everybody’s a little bit drunk now and everything is a little bit looser. I lose myself dancing, jamming to the music and letting my body move exactly how it wants to. As the crowd on the dance floor increases, the DJ pumps the music volume even louder, so it sounds like were in a nightclub and not a converted room in a corporate office building.
The DJ put on a slower song, and I turn to leave the dance floor and find Levi and a cold cocktail. My hair is damp on the back of my neck, because I’ve been dancing so hard.
“Oh, baby. Don’t leave now that I’ve just found you.” 
I stiffen as I feel a pair of large, strong hands gently grip my hips and as I recognize the voice of Roland. My mind goes into overload as I think about what Levi said. Roland’s hands on my hips feel exciting and I can feel my pussy vibrating with lust.
Roland guides my hips in time to the slower song and pulls my body up against his. When I feel his hard cock pressing up against my ass, a heady cocktail of desire and confusion hits my system. I want to let myself go and see where this flirtation with Roland will go, but I’m still not sure how serious Levi was and how I feel about having an open marriage. I know I told Levi that I would proposition Roland, but now that I’m at the moment where I could proposition Roland, I’m tongue-tied.
At the end of the song, Roland grabs my hands and froze me and then stops me when I’m facing him. Again, he pulls my body so that I’m pressed up against his strong, muscular body.
“People are going to talk if we keep this up,” I say, my voice barely louder than a whisper. I don’t trust myself to speak any louder, because Roland is slowly grinding his hips against my pussy and I desperately need to be fucked. If I try to speak any louder than a whisper, I’m scared that my voice will be replaced with moans of lusty desire.
“Well, Mrs. Poole. I would be happy to dance with you in a more private location. Would you like to accompany me to my office?” Roland’s voice is a seductive her and I find myself leaning closer to him.
“But my husband…”
“If you really cared about your husband, you wouldn’t be dancing like this with me. If he satisfied you, you wouldn’t be trembling in my arms and aching for me to fuck you.”
Roland is more right than I wish he was. I love Levi, but there’s…something sexually magnetic about Roland. The way I feel about Levi is different somehow. We have great sex, but I don’t know if I’ve ever felt the sheer animal magnetism that I do with Levi. Dancing with Levi is like learning something new about myself, like finding a new level of sexuality and desire that I wasn’t sure I even had.
“We’ve actually talked about you, you know,” I finally admit, not daring to look in my boss’s eyes.
Roland cocks his head at me. “Really now? And no, I do not know. Please tell me,” he says, tracing his finger along my hairline and down to my chin. He hooks his finger under my chin and tilts my head up to his, so that I’m looking straight into his chocolate eyes. “Please tell me about how you and your husband have been talking about me.”
“I…well.” Adrenaline and desire are flooding my body and my heart is beating wildly. “He thinks I should fuck you. He thinks he doesn’t satisfy me.”
“He thinks that I would satisfy you?”
Roland moves his finger from my chin, then outlines my lips. I gasp as he pushes two fingers in my mouth. His fingers taste salty as I let myself go, and lick and suck at them, while looking up into his eyes. I nod my head in response to his question, my tongue flicking around his fingers.
“Do you think I would satisfy you?”
Roland slides another finger in my mouth and I greedily suck at it, laving it with my tongue and sucking his fingers hard. I’m really fantasizing about what his dick is like and how it would taste and how much he’d fill up my mouth and throat.
Roland’s eyes dilate as he watches me sucking on his fingers and I hear his breathing quicken and become uneven.
“You need to say it, Leslie. Tell me how much you want me.” He slides his fingers out of my mouth and I instantly crave something in my mouth – preferably his big black dick.
I take a deep breath. It’s hard to admit these feelings to myself, much less my husband, and certainly not my boss!
“I’ve wanted to fuck you since the first time I met you. Every time I’m in your office, I wish you’d rip off my skirt, bend me over your desk, and fuck me senseless. I want to feel your cum dripping out of my cunt.”
Oh. My. God. I try to count back at how many drinks I’ve had, because I never in a million years would have thought I was brave enough to say all of that out loud! I really hope Roland isn’t just teasing me real bad, or else it’s going to be really weird and awkward when I come into work on Monday. That is, if I even still have a job!
Roland’s eyes flash. I can’t tell if I’ve gone too far or if my wish is going to come true! My nipples tighten into little nubs, aching for attention and to be free of my push-up bra.
“Come with me,” Roland commands, directing me toward a hall that leads to the main conference room.
I follow Roland through the crowd, trying to ignore the looks that some of my co-workers are giving us.
My God. What must they think of me? My mind races as I realize how we’ve been behaving, in front of a room of people we work with. Maybe we can play it off as we were simply drunk?
Sally from Accounting winks at me and licks her lips. I grin back at her. Of all my friends from work, she’s the one I’m closest with and she knows how much I’ve been lusting after Roland.
Roland leads me down a darkened hallway, then pushes open the door to the main conference room. Without a word, he shuts the door.
“Come here and show me how much you want me.”
I take a deep breath and pray that I’m not making a mistake with either my marriage or my job. But my body is pulsing with desire and I need to get fucked, hard. I want to live out this fantasy with my boss, even though I know it’s so wrong!
My fingers fumble with the zipper of my dress, but I manage to unzip it and slip out of my strapless dress. Then, I’m standing in front of Roland, wearing nothing but a pair of satin panties.
“How will you touch me?” I tease. I push my heavy breasts up, like I’m making an offering to Roland, while I rub my thumbs over my nipples. The bass of the music from the party is faint, but we can hear it all the way in this quiet part of the office.
Swaying my hips, I dance as I walk over to Roland. I run my hands over my skin, shivering at the coolness in the conference room and from anticipation.
Roland meets me and pulls me into a tight embrace, shoving his tongue in my mouth. I struggle to keep up with his tongue. He tastes like liquor and something else, and it’s amazing. I let him dominate my mouth as I groan with how powerful and sexy he’s kissing me.
The feeling of his hands running over my bare skin drives me wild. I give in to the moment and let myself go. I stop holding back, stop wondering What If, and start wonder How Will He Fuck Me.
Roland’s cock pokes against my stomach as we dance and it feels enormous when I touch it. I guess what they say about black men is true. I’m aching to see how big he is and feel his massive cock pushing into my slick cunt.
“Let me taste you.”
Kneeling in front of Roland, I rub him through his pants, teasing him as I look up to make sure he’s watching me. He spreads his legs and puts his hands on his hips.
“Your husband wants you to suck my cock?” Roland’s voice is low, urgent as I unzip his pants and his thick cock pushes out and hits me in the face.
“Mm hm.” I flick my tongue around the head of his beautiful, dark cock. “And he wants you to eat my pussy, too.”
“And he wants me to fuck you, too?”
“Oh, very much so.” I push my head down his cock, swirling my tongue as I twist my head. Roland groans and trembles a little. I feel proud when I feel him reacting to me. His cock tastes fantastic, even though it’s so huge I’m choking on it.
“And you,” he gasps as I wrap my lips around the tip of his cock and suck hard, flicking my tongue on the very tip and licking up his pre-cum. “What do you want?”
“I want you to fuck me like a champion. I want bruises and bite marks.”
I push his delicious cock back in my mouth, hungry to feel him bumping the back of my throat
“I am a motherfucking champion,” he roars, grabbing my hair and thrusting his black cock deeper and harder into my waiting mouth. I cough and choke as he fills me up, my spit spilling out from my mouth when I try to gasp for air and to swallow more of his cock.
“And I…will…” he moans, his body shaking. I reach up and his balls are high and tight. “…fuck you…like a champion. Fuck!”
Roland’s body shakes and his hot cum sprays my mouth and down my throat. I swallow every drop of him, then lick him clean. When he slides his cock out of my gaping mouth, he’s already getting hard again.
“Stand up and get your ass on this conference table.”
I quickly do as he says, sitting on the edge of the table and spreading my legs wide. My pussy lips are swollen and slick from my arousal. I spread my lips and run my fingers through my wetness, fingering my swollen clit as I watch Roland strip off his clothes. When he’s standing in front of me, naked, I lift my hand to him. He takes my fingers in his mouth and sucks hard, then slowly licks my fingers clean. His tongue is strong and rough, and feeling it sends tingles to every millimeter of my body. I already know he’s going to make me come hard and fast…
“Fuck. You’ve got a dirty streak, don’t you?” Roland’s voice is a guttural growl as he covers the short distance between us.
My pussy throbs with need. Roland stands between my legs, his hand sliding through my pussy juices and teasing my clit.
“Please…” I beg, yearning to be fucked.
Roland kneels in front of me and takes a long, slow lick of my pussy.
“You’ve gotta wait for my cock.”
I’m ready to beg, but Roland starts sucking at me, his tongue roughly flicking and teasing my clit. Major waves of pleasure light up my nerve endings and I can’t keep my moans from echoing through the conference room.
“Oh my God,” I scream. Roland buries his fingers inside of me, turning and thrusting them in time with the movement of his tongue. My hips buck and twitch, my pleasure fighting to be released. Roland moves my legs so they drape over his shoulders.
“Oh, Jesus…” Roland puts fingers in both my throbbing pussy and one up my ass, and it makes me squirm in delicious pleasure. I squeeze his head between my thighs, my ass rising up off the table as he sucks and finger fucks me harder and harder.
Roland forces me to come fast and hard. I slap the table as I clench his head between my thighs, his mouth and tongue and fingers still working me, making me come harder than I have in probably ever.
I pant as my orgasm subsides. Every nerve ending is super sensitive and I can feel everything. Roland slides his fingers out of my pussy and my ass, and runs his hands down my legs, pulling them apart.
“Are you ready for more?” Roland stands up, then leans down and sucks one nipple, then the other, forcefully. I moan even louder, needing a moment to recover, a moment that Roland isn’t giving me.
Roland put his hands on my hips and then plows his monster cock into my quivering pussy. I’m so wet, he just slides in, stretching my pussy as he pushes deeper and deeper.
“Oh, fuck you’re so big!”
Roland goes balls deep in me, then swirls his hips around. My body bucks up and down on his cock. He’s filling me up like I’ve never been filled up before and it feels fucking fantastic. The inside of my pussy is pulsating and grabbing at his cock, and I try to move my hips so that I can rub my sweet spot more against him.
Once again, I raise my hips and bounce up and down, another orgasm gathering within my body. Roland takes me legs and lifts them so they are against his chest, then presses my legs together. He starts pounding into my pussy, first long and slow, then faster and faster.
Roland goes balls deep in my gaping, slick pussy, then stays there, his massive black cock stretching me out completely. He reaches down and starts thumbing my sensitive clit, and my body screams.
“That’s too much!” I try to jerk away from his finger, but he’s holding me tightly and I can’t escape him. My clit is so sensitive, but another orgasm is gathering force in me and I can tell it’s going to shatter me.
“Ride my cock and show me how much of a horny slut you are,” Roland demands, grinding against me. I push down on his cock, loving how massive he is and how fantastic it feels to be filled with so much glorious, rock-hard cock.
“Oh, fuck.” I cry out and nearly cry from how powerful I come. My pleasure explodes and my pussy gushes all over Roland’s cock and my clenching sends him over the edge.
Roland grunts and groans, his body shaking and sweaty over mine. When he slides his thick cock out of my pounded pussy, I immediately want more.
I’m so happy my husband suggested this! My mind is already filled with all the ways I’m going to thank Levi.
“I think you need to be promoted to my personal assistant,” Roland says, pulling his slacks back on. My pussy throbs as I lose sight of his amazing black cock. “I may also need you to join me on business trips, as my personal…assistant. What do you say to that?”
“Absolutely.”
~~




PETTING ZOO

I’ve never gone to a sex party before.
But that’s what my husband and I are about to do.
See, we were looking for porn to watch the other night, because, you know, we’re not prudes; and we saw this ad for this event at a sex club we didn’t even know existed in town. This place Covet looks like it has a bunch of events, plus regular nights where you can go and have drinks, maybe dance a little, and definitely go have sex with someone you didn’t arrive with!
Roger and I have talked about having a threesome or swinging, but it’s never gone past the discussion phase.
But when we saw the ad for Petting Zoo, we knew that was the ticket!
“I’m almost ready!” I call out. I’m still sitting at my vanity, touching up my makeup and hair. The dress code was listed as Slutty or Suggestive, so I’ve pulled out my tightest, tiniest, most revealing dress; and I’ve put on a full face of makeup. I’ve let my curly hair hang loose. My hair is one of Roger’s favorite things about me, and I always take care to make sure it looks perfect when we go out.
“I’m ready when you are!”
Roger has been eagerly awaiting tonight. We’ve had a few talks about what tonight means and what is okay for either of us to do. I’m so nervous! I mean, I totally want to play with other people, but it’s a big step in our relationship. There’s always been a voice saying “why would either of you want to be with someone else, or bring someone else into your bed, if you were truly compatible and happy with each other?”
My stomach twists in excitement. It’s like going on a first date with someone you’re really, really excited to go out with, and also like going out with your husband on a date where you know that everything will be different by the end of the night.
Taking a deep breath, I stand up and triple-check my hair, makeup, and outfit. If I don’t get up and go to Roger now, I’m totally going to chicken out. And I really don’t want to know what he’ll think or feel if I do that.
“Hot damn, woman!” Roger fox-whistles at me as I come down the stairs, being careful with each step because I’m wearing my tallest, most dangerous heels. They’re totally fuck-me pumps.
“Is this too much?”
“Babe, it’s perfect! You look fucking out of this world amazing!”
Roger meets me at the bottom of the stairs and pulls me into a big hug, nestling his face into my neck and nibbling at the tender skin there. My body instinctively pushes against his groin and he’s already half-hard.
“We’re sure about this, right?” I ask, for what feels like the millionth time. Roger’s smile falters and it’s like a blow. “I know, I know. I’m all for this, really I am. I’m just nervous, you know. I don’t want us to change – at least not in a bad way.”
“Babe,” Roger says, lifting my head so that our eyes meet. He holds my face in his hands and I feel warm and secure. “Things will change, but they’re going to change for the better. I’ll always love you and only you, for real. This is…tonight is about expanding who we are and what our sex life is. You will always be number one for me. Besides, I’m more interested in seeing you with someone else than me fucking someone else. I want you to be happy.”
I release a deep breath that I hadn’t realized I was holding, then smile and hug him back.
“Okay, then. Let’s do this!”
On the way to the club, we sing along to a mix of our favorite songs, and that really gets my blood pumping.
Plus, Roger looks fucking hot, too. He found these black hot pants that basically mold to his body and leave absolutely nothing to the imagination, plus he’s wearing a really tight t-shirt, though he’s said he plans to lose it as soon as we get to the club. I mean, we have a garage for our car, so we didn’t have to go out in our neighborhood looking like this. We just moved in, but we really don’t know the neighbors yet and we don’t want to be treated like outcasts in case they’re a bunch of prudes.
The parking lot at the club is nearly full and there are a number of scantily clad men and women talking and laughing as they make their way to the entrance of the club.
“I know I keep questioning this, but I’m really excited!” My pussy is already thrumming with excitement at the thought of what tonight holds. We don’t have to sleep with other people, but the option is there.
We make our way through the parking lot and into the club. After we check in, we walk down a hallway to an open area.
“Holy shit,” Roger mutters.
It’s a lot to take in! There is a bar on one side of a large, circular room. Music plays loudly and the crowd of people laugh and dance and touch each other, like it’s a big party among intimate friends. My attention is captured by a woman dancing with another woman and a man, one in front and one behind her, and it looks like they’re having sex, even though they’re still clothed. Her blonde head is tilted back, the woman in front of her kissing her neck, the man behind her with his body molded to hers and his hands moving from her breasts to her hips. If they’ve never had sex before, they’re certainly about to have sex tonight!
The rest of the dance floor is just as big of a seduction zone. Everyone is caressing, kissing, rubbing their body against one another.
“This is amazing,” I say, realizing that I’m overdressed, for the simple fact that my dress actually covers my body! So many of the women here are wearing micro-miniskirts and teeny tiny tops that barely cover their breasts!
Roger and I walk over to the bar. I’m ready to party, but I’m still feeling a little shy, and I know a cocktail will help take the edge off of that.
“How do we…start?” I ask, gulping my drink as Roger and I look at the seductive crowd.
“Darlin’, just get out there and have fun,” says a voice to my right.
My cheeks color slightly as I realize I’ve been overheard by a complete stranger. “It’s just…um…our first time here. We’ve never done this before.”
The woman gives us a warm smile and wraps her arm around my waist. “No offense, but that’s obvious. I’m Lana.”
“Charlotte and Roger,” I say. I wrap my arm around her waist, not sure of what else to do. I feel a little awkward, but this Lana is warm and inviting, and she’s just the kind of woman that you want to touch. “We’re interested in all this,” I say, looking out at the crowd, “it’s just new. I don’t really know where to start.”
“Well, you’ve had a drink, so that’s a good start. Join me on the dance floor? Do you like to dance?”
“Charlotte loves dancing!” Taking the hint, he grabs my hand and the three of us head toward the middle of the floor, depositing our glasses on a table that we pass.
A new song starts, full of bass and a slower rhythm, and Lana presses her lush, curvy body up against mine. “Just relax. The only rule here is to have fun. Play. Experiment. This is a safe place and only what you want to happen will happen.”
Lana dances close to me and I can feel the heat of her body through the fabric of my dress. She’s wearing a hot-pink miniskirt and a sheer blouse with nothing underneath. Her full breasts are perky and gorgeous. Lana is one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen. I’ve never even kissed a woman before, but I’m wondering what it would be like to kiss her.
I relax into the dancing and music, and I can feel my tension start to slip away. Now that I’m not overthinking it, this is fun. We’re surrounded by happy, sexy people, and everyone has the same goal – sexual fun.
The lights are low and everyone is dancing with their bodies touching. Hands reach out and touch other bodies, like a blind exploration. Everyone on the dance floor is stroking and touching someone else, and it’s really hot to watch.
“Oh, I see someone I must say hi to. I’ll check on you in a bit.” Lana leans in and kissing me gently on the mouth. My body tingles under her surprise kiss and it leaves me wanting more. Roger cups my ass with his hands behind me, rubbing his cock against my ass.
“That was really, really hot,” he says, once Lana is walking away from us. She’s wearing heels as high as mine and her ass sways seductively. I want to reach out and touch her. “Are you interested in her?”
I keep moving my body to the music as I turn to face him.
“Maybe? She’s certainly attractive and seductive. Though you know I’ve never done anything with a girl before.”
Roger grins hopefully. “Maybe tonight?”
“We’ll see,” I tease, turning again.
A woman wearing gold-sequined hot pants, heels, and pasties – and nothing else – is walking around the dance floor, handing out props to the dancers.
“Oooh, I’ll take one of those,” I say, reaching for a feather boa.
“Excellent choice,” she says, winking at me. When I reach for the boa, she puts out her hand and stops me. “Allow me,” she says, her voice a rich purr.
She puts down her bag of props, then stands so close that her breasts are pressed against mine. I gasp as she wiggles her chest ever so slightly, the firm press of her breasts catching me entirely off guard.
In a fluid motion, she wraps the boa around my neck gently, then strokes the length of the boa, with her hand stopping on my breast.
“You’re very pet-able,” she murmurs to me, then leans in and gives me a lush kiss.
Her tongue invades my mouth, gentle and demanding at the same time. I give myself in to the kiss. After the interlude with Lana, and now this kiss, my adrenaline is doubly spiked and my body is yearning to be touched and explored!
“Mmm. I hope to see you again, pet-able one,” she says, petting my boa one last time before weaving back into the crowd.
“You’re quite the hit with the ladies tonight,” Roger says, running his hand along the boa and then down to my ass.
“Apparently so,” I say, feeling how flushed my cheeks are. This night is already so much different than I expected or thought it would be! I never realized people would be so…casual about making a pass at a stranger or just kissing someone else! I mean, yeah, I remember doing that, when I was really drunk, back in college, but that was always a tease. Lana and the prop girl, they were…different; they both offered a promise of something…more.
“What do you want…”
“Dance! I love this song!”
I make my way further into the throng of scantily clad bodies, so I can dance in the middle of the dance floor. I’m feeling just that little more bold, more adventurous. Plus, I really do love this song. It’s one of those Top 40 hits that gets overplayed on the radio, but it’s a sexy song by a South American guy, and even though I don’t understand the lyrics, I understand that it’s a song about sex.
Closing my eyes, I lose myself in the music. I let my body move and bounce, and I let myself imagine that someone here is singing that song to me. As I dance, my hands find other bodies and hands and bodies touch mine. The lights are nearly out now, so I can’t really see who’s touching me, though it feels like I’m being seduced by a group of strangers.
And I really, really like it.
I let my body be controlled by the bumping bass of the music and the hands touching me, and it’s the most sensual thing I’ve experienced in ages. There are hands stroking my ass, my boobs, my hair – it’s amazing! I feel like the most desirable woman in the world and it’s intoxicating. I dance with men and women, pressing my body against theirs, feeling their hands exploring my body, and their smooth skin under my hands. A pair of large hands cradles my jaw and then a stranger is kissing my, his tangy tongue darting in and out of my mouth. I turn into the music and find myself pressed against a new body, and I lean in and kiss this person, too. I want to experience as much as possible tonight! This time, I’m kissing a woman, and I’m captivated by her soft lips and her insistent tongue. She circles the tip of her tongue on my bottom lip and it drives me insane. It feels like she’s giving me an example of how she would like my clit! The crowd shifts again and she’s gone, and I didn’t get a chance to get a good look at who I was kissing!
As the song ends, I open my eyes, and I gasp. In front of me is the most gorgeous and stunningly beautiful man I’ve ever seen in my life! He’s tall and muscular, and his skin is darker than I’ve ever seen on another person. He’s watching me, staring at my body and smiling. I feel as pale as a ghost against him.
“Hi,” I stutter, when he catches me ogling at him.
“Well hello, gorgeous,” he smiles back at me, stepping toward me and grabbing my hands. “Dance with me?”
Oh hell yeah.
“I suppose I could be persuaded,” I tease and giggle, stepping closer to him as a new, slower song starts. His hand presses against my lower back, pushing my hips toward him. I wrap my arms around his neck, like a teenage girl at a high school dance, and allow myself to look up at his gorgeous, chiseled face.
“Doesn’t seem like you need much persuading…” He spins me around so fast my hair flies out. My breath catches as he stops the spin, and I can’t help but push closer to him. Even after just a minute of dancing together, I want to know how he’d move his hips against me, how he’d push and pound his cock into me.
“Perhaps not,” I say, my voice breathy and uneven. “I’m sure I could be persuaded to a lot of things right now.”
“Is that so?” His large, strong hand moves further down my back, then roughly cups my ass. He pushes himself against me, hard, and I can feel how hard-as-steel his cock is. “Are you saying I could persuade you out of that dress?”
“Perhaps so,” I say, wiggling against his hand. His fingers are under the hem of my skirt, rubbing the smooth skin of my thigh. My pussy quivers and throbs, wanting to be bare and wanting his fingers and then his cock plunging deep inside me.
“Follow me,” he says, wrapping his arm around my waist and guiding me toward a hallway that appears to have bedrooms. “Do you prefer to be on display or for me to…persuade you in private?”
“I…uh…” Oh my God! This is something I totally hadn’t considered.
“First time?” He asks, chuckling. He runs his hands over my bare arms and my senses tingle with desire.
“Is it that obvious?”
“It’s not a bad thing,” he assures me, leaning down and kissing my neck. I let my hand press against his body, then feel around until I find his cock. He’s thick and long – and hard as a freaking rock!
“I should…my husband…” I fumble, thinking of Roger. I know he’d want to watch, but I don’t want to break myself away from…from this stranger.
“Then let’s leave the door open. If he’s curious, and not himself being persuaded, let him find us.”
Sex with a door open, where strangers could come and watch? I tremble and my nerve wavers, but this gorgeous stranger kisses my neck again, and I cave.
“Okay, let’s leave the door open.”
“Good girl. I love to put on a good show.”
I have no idea what he means, but I know I really want to find out!
He leads me down the hall and I catch glimpses of couples and groups of people naked and writhing in beds, giving themselves over to pure pleasure. Some of the rooms have an audience, some don’t, but it’s the hottest thing to see other people having sex. It’s so much different than watching porn!
“I’m going to make you scream,” the man in front of me says, his hands hooking under the hem of my dress and pulling it up and over my head quickly. When I start to remove the boa, he stops me. “No, leave that. That red is hot.”
And just like that, I’m standing in front of a stranger wearing nothing but my heels, tiny lace panties, and a red-feather boa.
“Mmm mmm mmm,” he says, licking his lips as he unbuttons his shirt and slips out of it. Next, he undoes his pants and steps out of them. He’s not wearing boxers or anything, and his magnificent cock springs up and bounces in front of me.
“Holy fuck, you’re huge!” I exclaim. Sure, I touched it, but I didn’t realize he was nearly as big as my forearm!
“Yes, I am. And you’re going to take every bit of it. I told you I’d make you scream.” The light in his eyes changes slightly, and I realize he’s dead serious.
Oh, fuck. What have I agreed to?!
“Lay down on the bed on your back, your head hanging over the side.”
I go over to the bed and do as he says, quaking with nerves and excitement.
He comes over and stands next to my head, holding his enormous cock. “Open up and suck.”
His cock pushes against my lips and I struggle to open my mouth wider. I’ve never given a blow job like this before and I’m totally disoriented. He doesn’t wait for me, and he pushes himself in deeper. I cough and choke as my mouth is filled with his cock, as he pumps in and out of my mouth. My mouth fills with spit and the salty tang of his pre-cum, and I start to match his rhythm.
“Play with your cunt,” he groans.
I slide one of my hands inside my tiny lace panties, then plunge my fingers into my wet folds. My pussy is soaking wet and I’m seriously ready to get fucked!
With his big cock in my small mouth, I can barely breathe! He rams his cock in and out of my mouth, my spit spilling out of me and dribbling over my face.
“Mmpf,” I groan, feeling an orgasm building up in me. As I start moving my hand and fingers quicker, my body writhes around and I’m scared I’m going to fall off the bed!
The man slides his cock out of my mouth and I open my eyes and look up at him. His cock is right in front of my face and it’s dark and huge! How did that ever fit in my mouth?
“Sit up,” he orders, and I swing my tingling body around so I’m sitting on the edge of the bed. The movement makes me light-headed and a few stars float in front of my eyes. I blink rapidly, wondering what is next and also wondering if anyone is going to come and watch us. The idea was scary at first, but now I kind of hope to have an audience. Might as well go for it all, right?
He moves around and stands in front of me, grabbing my tits and rubbing his massive dick between them.
“Oh, please, fuck me, please,” I whimper. His black cock has been between my lips and my tits, and now I desperately want it in my wet pussy!
“Is our little first-timer cheater horny?” His voice is a dark purr and he continues fucking my tits.
“Please.” I hear the begging in my voice and I’m surprised. I’ve never wanted to be fucked this badly before!
“Is that you…” I hear Roger’s voice say, moments before his head and body stand in the open doorway to the room.
I glance at him and his face changes as he watches this stranger fucking my tits.
“Pay attention to me,” the man says, taking one of his hands and forcibly moving my head back so that I’m looking at him.
“Get on your hands and knees.”
You don’t have to ask me twice!
The bed shifts as the stranger moves behind me, then I feel the scratch of my panties being pulled down to just below my ass. He slides his fingers inside me and I scream as a small orgasm surprises me.
With my body shaking from coming, he rams his cock into my pussy and I scream from how big he is!
“Hold on,” he groans, grabbing my hips as he plunges in and out of my pussy.
I quickly grab the bottom of the bed frame and bite my lip as he fucks me. He’s going deeper and harder than any man ever has before, and my body is shaking from pain and excitement.
Roger’s eyes are glued to mine, and that woman Lana and a couple of other people are now standing in the doorway or trying to push into the room, just so they can watch me get fucked! I feel shy and bold all at once, like for this one night, it’s okay to throw all society’s rules out the window and just do everything I was always told not to do!
The stranger increases his pace and another orgasm starts lighting up my senses. Even as slick as my pussy is, it still hurts to have this man’s cock inside me. It’s like I can’t even stretch out enough for him to fit! But in the midst of that pain, he keeps rubbing my g-spot and my body wants more of him and his fantastic cock!
I can’t see the stranger, but I hear him grunting and breathless behind me. I work my hips in as much of a circle as he’ll allow me to move.
His hands move and grab my ass, spreading my cheeks wide. His thrusting slows, but he goes so deep in me that I’m so stuffed I can’t even move!
“Oh my fucking God,” I groan, wiggling my hips so that I can try to fit his huge cock better. But no matter how much I try to shift my body, he holds me down and keeps his cock planted deep inside my pussy.
“You like that?” His voice is a hungry growl and I can fee his hot breath on my shoulder. He pushes his hips against my pussy, pressing in just slightly deeper.
I need some relief!
“I do,” I admit, daring to glance up at Roger. He’s openly rubbing his hard-on through his pants. His lips are parted, like he’s about to say something, but he just breathes as he watches this stranger with his massive cock rammed up my wet pussy. “I like being your slut.”
“Oh do you?” The stranger begins moving in and out of me again, but slowly and he’s not pulling out all the way.
I try to prop myself up more, but he pushes me down, so my chest and tits are pressed against the bed and my ass is raised. His long, strong fingers tickle my hip bone, and I shiver as he reaches around and starts fingering my clit.
My body bucks and jumps on his cock. His fingers on my clit are driving me insane! My body is on fire and looking up at everyone watching me is making me even crazier. It’s so wrong to be letting a stranger fuck me and even more wrong to have my husband watching me and then worse to let other strangers watch me get fucked so thoroughly! But I’m loving this so, so much!
Something unleashes in me and I struggle against his cock, both trying to take more of it and move away from it so I can have a moment of relief. But the stranger picks up his pace, pulling almost all the way out…and then fully slamming back into my stretched pussy, over and over and over again.
“I’m coming!” I scream. He keeps pounding into my pussy and fingering my clit, and then I’m coming more powerfully than I ever have before in my life! It’s like my body is a rocket taking off into orbit. My moans echo in the small room and I can’t control the sounds coming out of my mouth!
My pussy clenches and I bear down on his cock, trying to keep coming for as long as I possibly can. The smooth sheet on the bed presses against my nipples, which are painfully tight and sensitive. Each thrust of the stranger’s cock slides my body back and forth on the sheets, teasing and torturing my nipples.
The stranger doesn’t stop hammering into my pussy and stars swim in front of my eyes. My entire body is so sensitive, but he’s still going.
“I’m not finished.”
He pulls me up so that I’m riding him, but that my back is tight against his chest and everyone can see the front of my body.
A rush of excitement and nerves rush through me, because I feel so exposed!
Even though my clit is painfully sensitive, the stranger starts rubbing his fingers against it. I scream from pleasure and pain, my body jerking and trying to get away. It’s too much and I’m too sensitive!
“You’re not getting away,” his low voice rumbles in my ear. He wraps his other arm around me and twists one of my nipples. I groan and bear down even more on his cock. “I’m going to make you come again.”
There’s no possible way!
The stranger starts sucking my neck, hard enough that it’s nearly uncomfortable and I can tell he’s giving me a massive hickey!
My eyes scan the crowd watching me and I see Lana there, a smile on her face. One of her hands is playing with her tits. In a rush, I wish she was in bed with the stranger and me, so I could play with her tits, too. I fantasize about sucking her tits, teasing her nipples, and hearing what her moans sound like.
The stranger pushes me down again and I grab hold of the bottom of the bed frame. He starts pounding even faster and harder, my pussy slick with my juices and cum, and he slides in and out easily now, because I’m so fucking stretched out from having taken his huge black cock!
I hear a grunt and the stranger falls on top of my, his sweaty chest heavy on my back. His cock twitches inside of me.
When the stranger lifts himself up and slides out of me, it feels like something is missing from me. I already miss his cock!
The audience chatters and starts to disperse, though Roger is still there, eagerly watching me.
“You the husband?” The stranger asks as he stands up and reaches for his clothes.
Roger nods, glancing at the stranger, but quickly returning his eyes to me.
“You can do the clean-up, then.”
Soon, we’re alone. I’m stretched out on the bed, already relishing the memory of what I’ve done. It’s weird, but I really don’t mind that I’ve just been fucked by a stranger and had a bunch of other strangers watching me! In fact, I’m pretty sure it’s something I want to do again!
Roger goes to a sink discreetly hidden in the corner and wets a towel. He comes and sits next to me on the bed, then tenderly wipes down my body, leaving my gaping pussy for last. The stranger’s come is oozing out of me, mixed with my own juices and come, and Roger stares at my pussy as he cleans me up completely.
“You were so amazing, Charlotte. I never imagined anything like that!”
“Me, neither.” I sit up and lean into him, feeling contented in a way I never have before. Something new has been discovered in me, and in us, and I can’t wait to discover more! “I definitely want to come back to Covet. How about you?”
“Absofuckinglutely!”
~~~




HER SECRET FANTASY

“What’s the score?” I come up behind my husband, wrapping my arms around him as I bury my face in his neck while he watches the football game.
“No score yet,” he says, barely even acknowledging me.
I sigh and pull away, and then retreat into my office. It may be the weekend, but I have a big project for one of my marketing clients, and I need to catch up after goofing off on Friday and going shopping with one of my girlfriends. I knew it was the wrong way to spend the afternoon, but I hadn’t seen them in forever and I needed some time with my girlfriends. That tight and sexy black dress was a great find, too!
A few hours later, I rub my neck and notice that it’s dark outside. Satisfied with the progress on this project, I save my work and stretch my muscles.
The game must surely be over, but Kenny hasn’t even stuck his head in to see how I’m doing, so I assume the coast is clear. I stand up to slip off my panties and then sit back down, my legs wide and my skirt hiked up to my waist.
I bite my lip with anticipation as I open an incognito browser and go to my favorite porn website. Screenshots of dozens of videos fill my screen, but I filter them. When the screen refreshes, raw lust spikes through my body like lightning.
Carefully making sure my headphones are on my ears, I turn the volume up as I click a video. I watch as a bleach blonde walks into a living room with five enormous black men and my skin tingles with desire. I slide my fingers between the wet lips of my pussy, shuddering as I tease my clit.
After about two minutes of cardboard dialogue, the woman suddenly loses all her clothing and is on her knees, in front of a line-up of men who have suddenly lost their clothes, too. With a wide-eyed look of “oh this is my first time!” in her eyes, the blonde tries her best to swallow the first of the black cocks. Her eyes roll back in her head as she chokes a little on the cock. Then one of the other men grabs her hair and directs her to his cock, and she happily slurps and sucks at his cock, too.
My mouth water at the idea of having that many enormous cocks in front of me. I’d love to let myself get used and fucked by that many men.
Now, I love my husband a great deal and we have an excellent sex life. It’s just sometimes, I have this fantasy about getting fucked into oblivion by a bunch of guys. My feminist girlfriends would yell at me, but sometimes, I really want to be the kind of woman that I’m watching in this video.
I shift my weight in my chair and slide two fingers inside my pushing, stretching my fingers so that I can rub my g-spot. My clit aches from how turned on I am and I know I’m not going to last much longer. I slide my slick fingers out of me and rub my clit fast and hard as I watch the blonde woman get fucked airtight by three men.
“Ahh!” I can’t contain my moan as my body shakes and my orgasm explodes in my pussy. I lightly continue to stroke my clit, smiling as I feel it pulsing as my orgasm tapers off.
“What the hell is going on in here?”
Kenny’s voice is loud and cuts through the moans and whimpering of the blonde. He strides over to my desk, his dark eyes widening as he sees my skirt around my waist and my fingers on my pussy.
Before I can reach out and close the browser window and close my laptop, Kenny grabs it and looks at the screen. At this point, the blonde is riding one of the men reverse cowboy and three men are coming on her face and boobs. It’s fucking hot.
“Porn? You’re watching porn?” Kenny’s face goes crimson as he spits out these words. “There’s… Fuck, how many men are there in this thing?”
“Five,” I whisper. When Kenny gets angry like this, it’s nearly impossible to talk reasonably with him.
Kenny stares at the screen for a second longer, then slams the laptop lid down so hard that I cringe. He might have just cracked the screen.
More importantly, I know that we need to talk and that we’re about to have a talk that is going to be difficult and is going to challenge our marriage.
We have a healthy sex life, but how’s he going to react when he finds out what I fantasize about doing?
What is going to say when he realizes I wish I was the woman in the video?
“Kenny…” He flinches when I reach out my hand to him.
“I… I can’t talk to you right now.”
Have I just fucked up my marriage?
I wake up in the morning, alone. I curl up into a ball and hug Kenny’s pillow against my stomach. Anxiety builds inside of me and I find that I’m terrified. Just a thought of losing Kenny or even just damaging our relationship, it’s like a punch in the stomach. I don’t know what I would do without Kenny.
The house seems unnaturally quiet when I go downstairs to get breakfast. When I walk around, I don’t find Kenny. I walk down the back hall to our spare bedroom, but the door is open and it’s clear that the bed wasn’t slept in last night.
Where did Kenny sleep last night? He probably went to his best friend Leo’s house, but then I start to doubt that. Leo would have asked what was wrong, and even though they are close friends, I don’t think Kenny would want to admit what had really happened.
I go back to my office and pick up my phone, and swipe to Kenny’s contact information. I stare at it for minutes, feeling conflicted about whether or not I should call or text him. I want to, but I can see how angry and upset he was, and if he needs space then I want him to have that.
In the end, I put my phone away and pack up my things to go into the corporate office. Normally I work from home, but without Kenny here and without knowing how things are between us, I can’t be here by myself. The absence of Kenny this morning is painful.
The journey to the office goes by in a blur. I’ve done this commute so many times, I’m just running on autopilot. I swipe my keycard in the lobby and nod at everyone that I know, but I don’t stop to talk to anyone.
Normally working from a corporate office helps me focus. I like working from home, but it’s easy to let myself become distracted with little things. But today, working from corporate isn’t doing the trick. All I can think about is Kenny and whether or not our relationship is okay.
I keep pressing the home button on my phone, even though the ringer is on. I’m so worried about missing a call or text from Kenny, but I’m wearing down the battery on my phone because I’m checking it so much.
“Hey, Bridget. Can I order some lunch in for you?” The group admin, Sally, asks, poking her head in my office.
The thought of food turns my stomach in a terrible way.
“No, I’m okay. But thanks.”
My phone chimes and I nearly jump out of my skin when it does. It’s the special tone that I use for Kenny and I’m both eager and scared to read his message.
We need to talk.
Just tell me when. I came into corporate, but I can leave any time.
I can’t wait until tonight. Meet me at home in an hour.
I type okay and then put my phone away. My stomach clenches and my mind races, and I can’t stop thinking about all the possibilities of how this will go. I know that I should just wait until I see Kenny and listen to what he has to say, but I can’t shut my mind off. I keep seeing the look of disgust on his face and it makes me feel shameful and like I’m a bad wife.
I’ve always known that I needed to talk to Kenny about our sex life, but telling your husband that you fantasize about being fucked by several men at once… It’s just not something that you do. Kenny and I have a regular marriage, with a regular sex life, and group sex isn’t something that we would ever talk about. He tells me all the time how much he loves me and I know that he would never be unfaithful.
Kenny is sitting on the couch when I get home. It’s warm outside but none of the windows are open and the air feels stale and uncomfortable inside.
Kenny is tall and has an average muscular build. But the way he’s sitting on the couch, he’s all folded up into himself and he looks physically small. His eyes are red and raw, and his hands are shaking. I don’t know yet it’s if he’s angry or scared, but either way I feel just as terrible.
“So about yesterday…” I can’t even bear to say the words. I know I shouldn’t be ashamed about watching porn, but it does feel shameful. In a rush, I kind of understand what it’s like for women when they find out that their husband watches porn.
“That was such a betrayal!” The words explode out of Kenny’s mouth, and I cringe.
“Kenny, I haven’t cheated on you.”
“Don’t fucking give me that. I almost wish you had fucked another guy.”
I don’t know what to say to that. I can’t even wrap my mind around that Kenny thinks would be easier to deal with if I had had an affair with another man, instead of watching gangbang porn.
“Don’t you understand that that was just a fantasy?”
The air in her living room is hot and confining, and incredibly uncomfortable. When I stand up and cross the room to open a window, Kenny stops me.
“Leave the windows closed. This is the last argument that I want any of our neighbors to hear.”
I turn and walk back to my chair, mentally conceding that he does have a good point.
“So where does this leave us?” I ask, nervous about what Kenny is going to say.
Kenny takes a deep breath and looks down at the floor for what seems like forever, before looking back at me and into my eyes. It’s difficult to read his emotions right now. We’ve never had a really big fight before.
“Is that… Is what you were watching really something that you fantasize about?” There’s a tone to Kenny’s voice that makes it clear that he can’t quite believe that I would willingly watch a gangbang, much less have that fantasy for myself.
“The answer is yes. I’ve had that fantasy for years, but I was scared to tell you about it. I’m happy with you and it hasn’t been an issue. But,” I pause, because this next part is going to be hard to say.
“Of course there’s a but,” Kenny rolls his eyes and slumps back on the couch. His body isn’t so tightly wound anymore, but his hands are still shaking and he’s incredibly angry.
“But it’s true. I’ve been having this fantasy more and more often. I can’t deny how hot and horny I feel when I even think about a gangbang. The idea of being in one… I don’t even have the words to describe how much I really wants that.”
Kenny’s eyes go wide and he exhales sharply. “You want to get fucked by a group of guys?”
I shift in my seat and look away from Kenny. Right now, I’m scared to look at my husband. I grasped my hands in my lap, twirling my wedding ring around my finger, and wondering just how big of a hit our marriage is about to take.
“Oh God, I do. I know I shouldn’t and sometimes I wish I didn’t, but I do.”
When I finally look back at the Kenny, my heart wrenches when I see that he’s crying. My own eyes fill up with tears as I grasp my wedding ring tightly on my finger.
“I love you, Bridget. But I don’t understand. I’ve always felt like I know you, but the you I know doesn’t want to get fucked by a group of men. Do you even love me?”
“Of course I love you! Kenny, please don’t ever doubt that’s. Just because I have this fantasy, it doesn’t negate you or our marriage or how happy I am with you. And I really am happy with you.”
While I’m happy with Kenny, it would be a lie to say that I’ve been happy with our sex life recently. It’s as great as it has ever been, but the need to take several guys on it once has been an intoxicating and all consuming.
“Bridget, please. How happy can you be if you want to fuck a bunch of guys?”
“Okay, yes,” I respond, forcing myself to look into Kenny’s eyes. “I do wish I had a greater sex life than what you and I have. I can’t help these feelings that I have and despite how much I would love to do something like I fantasize about, I’m married to you. I made a choice when I married you, that you are the man that I would spend the rest of my life with. I’m faithful to you. I would never go behind your back.”
“But don’t you realize that it still feels that way? Don’t you realize how bad it makes me feel to know that I’m not enough for you sexually?”
Tears slide down my face. My muscles ache from all of the tension that they’re holding.
“Kenny, I don’t know what to do. I love you. But there’s this need that is so deep inside of me, that I can’t ignore it. I’ve been watching porn because I thought it would take the edge off. I thought that it can satisfy this need, this fantasy, that I have.”
“And does it? Does it fill this filthy fantasy of yours?” Kenny’s voice is sharp and it cuts so deep in my heart and it makes me cry hard.
“Yes. Or,” I say, correcting myself. Now is not a time to lie to Kenny. “It did. For a while, it’s satisfied me just to watch these videos online and masturbate. But it’s not really enough anymore. It’s good, but it’s like this fantasy has been building even more inside of me. I get jealous of the women in the videos.”
Kenny’s eyes are dry now, but his forehead is creased with tension.
“I honestly don’t know what to think about this. I know guys who would be over the moon to find that their wife wanted to get fucked by a bunch of men at the same time. It just makes me feel insignificant and unfulfilling. And before you tell me that I’m enough for you, don’t. You didn’t even feel comfortable enough with me to talk about this. Instead, you kept it a secret.” He spits out the last word like it’s poison.
I sit in silence, because I have no clue as to what I can say to Kenny. Nothing I’m saying is fixing anything, though I didn’t expect that to happen. This has basically gone as I was scared that it would, although Kenny hasn’t said that he’s leaving me, so I guess that is something.
“Are we okay?”
Kenny rolls his eyes at me, then stands up and walks away, leaving me in an empty, hot, uncomfortable house. Alone.
When Kenny finally comes home, I pretend to be asleep. I can smell beer on him and the way he’s stumbling around makes it clear that he’s drunk. I tell myself that at least he’s home, at least he’s going to sleep beside me tonight. I might not be able to sleep, but it gives me hope that our marriage isn’t over when I feel the bed shift under his weight as he climbs under the covers.
It’s a few days before Kenny and I say anything more than two-word sentences to each other. I’ve tried talking to him, even just asking him about work, but he just looks at me and shakes his head and doesn’t say anything.
“So.” The look on Kenny’s face is serious and stony. He doesn’t look as angry as he did when we talked, but he’s certainly not at ease.
“I’ll do whatever you want, Kenny. Our marriage is more important.”
Kenny raises his eyebrow at me and shakes his head.
“No, Bridget. This is something that we have to deal with. This isn’t something that we can just sweep under the rug and pretend it doesn’t exist.”
I rub my chest and I gasp at the tension that grips my heart. My heart is beating so fast, that it scares me. I don’t know what I would do if Kenny divorced me. Each hour of each day that’s gone by, I’ve convinced myself that I’m too much for Kenny and that he’s going to leave me.
“Okay, Kenny. I’m so sorry. I’ll pack a bag and stated Caroline’s.” Tears roll down my face as I stand up and head toward our bedroom, so that I can pack my bag.
“Bridget, sit down. You’re not going anywhere.”
I freeze.
“What do you mean, Kenny?” I go back and sit down across from him, but my stomach is so tied up in knots that I feel like I’m about to vomit. There’s just no way that this conversation can go well.
Kenny takes a deep breath and rubs his hands on his knees. There are so many emotions that are now moving across his face, that I’m more scared than I’ve ever been.
“I don’t want you to leave, Bridget. I can’t lose you. You’re the most important person in my life.”
“Then… What’s next? What about…” I can’t even say it.
“Look. I’m not happy about the situation. But there is never going to be another woman that makes me as happy as you do. No woman could ever replace you and I don’t want to replace you. You’re the love of my life, Bridget. What we need to do is find a solution.”
My mind races. Is it possible that he’s suggesting what I so deeply hope that he’s suggesting? It seems impossible.
“Are you saying…”
“Yes. The more I think about this, the more I’m still perplexed that this is a part of you. But it is a part of you, so I have to accept it. And I want to be happy and fulfilled, so…” Kenny’s voice chokes with the motion and he roughly rubs his hand over his face.
“Are you saying that you’re okay with me watching porn?”
“What I’m saying, Bridget, is that I’m willing to share you. Not often and I don’t know how this will work or how I will feel afterward, but if this is something that you really need, then this is something that you need to do.”
I look at Kenny and my mouth literally falls open. I am so stunned at his reaction that there are no coherent words that I can articulate through my mouth. Excitement and lust surge through my nerve endings and I feel like I’m about to faint. And then a wave of love crashes over me and it is so powerful and deep, that it makes me sob.
“Bridget, honey, don’t cry,” Kenny says as he comes over to me and wraps his arms around me and holds me so tightly.
“Are you sure?” I gasp and heck up as my tears start to subside. “Are you really sure about this?”
“Well…” Kenny’s sighs, but he continues to hug me. “Obviously, this isn’t my fantasy. But if this is what you need, then I’m behind you doing it. I don’t want to participate, but you can do this.”
“Oh, Kenny! I love you so much!” I turn in his arms and kiss him so deeply that I almost forget to breathe. Every nerve ending in my body is hyper alert and filled with a fiery excitement.
“I love you too, Bridget. So much.”
“I don’t know how to do something like this, Kenny. I mean, this isn’t something that I’ve ever done before and I don’t know anybody who has. Not to mention that it wouldn’t do either of us any good if this got out and ran through the gossip mill.”
“Bridget, I agree completely. In fact, I’ve done some research.”
“Really?” Excitement tingles through my body. This is so amazing and unexpected, but I’m still trying to wrap my mind around all of this. I have to remind myself that this is real and that I’m not dreaming, but that my husband is the most wonderful husband in the world and is willing to do what it takes to make me happy in every way.
Kenny pulls his phone out of his pocket and pulls up the website. It’s sleek and sexy, but there’s very little to it.
“What is Covet?” That’s about all I can see on the screen.
“Well, it’s a sex club. It’s a couple of cities away, but I figure we can go there for weekends and rent a hotel. Sort of like a… Like a mini vacation. Our own kind of sex tourism, I guess you could say,” Kenny says, laughing lightly.
“You are absolutely incredible!” I pull Kenny into a hug and give him a kiss that lets them know that he can have anything that he wants. I don’t know how I got so lucky to find a man like Kenny, but I bless my lucky stars that I did.
“The kiss was so incredible. Does that mean what I think it does?” Kenny asks, a sexy smile playing on his lips.
I nod and lick my lips. “Absolutely anything.”
“I’m going to take you up on that, Bridget. But,” he says, pulling away from me and looking more serious. “I need for you to explain this to me.”
My smile falls from my face, but for once I don’t feel scared.
“Let’s sit down,” Kenny says, taking my hand and leading me over to our couch. “I’ve been trying to think through this, to try and understand why this is something that you want, but I can’t. I don’t understand how this is appealing or why you would want this. But I want to know, because I want to understand the side of you and I need to understand this need that you feel.”
“Wow. That’s a really big question.” I lean back into my seat, and exhale a deep breath. I’m a little nervous to talk about this, but I feel safe talking to Kenny about this. Right now, I feel more sure about my decision to marry Kenny that I ever have before. This is a new, greater level of intimacy for us and it’s the heady emotion. “You’re sure about this?”
I know that he’s going to say yes, but I feel like I need consent to really tell him this.
“Yes. I know that I’m not going to like hearing all of this, but I do need to know.”
“Okay,” I say, my mind racing as I figure out how to start. “You know that I’m a strong woman.”
Kenny chuckles and squeezes my hands. “Don’t I know it, babe.”
“The thing is,” I smile, “sometimes I don’t want to be strong. And I’ve said it before and I will see it again, I’m satisfied with our sex life and I love you more than anything in the world. But there’s this spark of… A spark of lusty magic in the idea of letting myself go and letting myself be sexually used by a group of men. And I know it’s going to sound wrong, but I don’t even want to know the men’s names. I just want to let them take control and I want to lose myself in them sexually. Does that make any sense?”
Kenny’s body stiffens, that he keeps his hand on mine. His breathing is a little uneven.
“Don’t you feel like you can let yourself go like that’s, with me?”
“It’s…” I struggle to find the words to describe how I feel. I know this is a big deal for Kenny to talk about this and I definitely don’t want to hurt him. “I do, Kenny, really I do. But it’s different. When you and I make love, it’s making love. It’s intimate and it’s meaningful, and it’s fantastic. With my fantasy, it’s more about losing control. It’s definitely not about intimacy and it’s certainly not about making love. It’s about wanting to be fucked and to be used as a sexual object. For me, these two things are completely different. Can you understand what I mean?”
“I… I don’t know, Bridget. I really don’t.” Kenny sighs and looks away from me. His knee is bouncing from nerves and I reach out and put my hand on his leg, hoping to ease his misgivings about this.
“I don’t know how this will sound to you,” I say, taking a deep breath and hoping that I’m not about to make a huge mistake. “You can watch, if you want.”
Kenny snaps his head back to me, a pained expression creasing his brow.
“Honestly, it would be so hot if you did,” I add. “I want to share this with you…show you this fantasy of mine.”
“Are you serious?” Kenny responds, though his voice is more thoughtful. “I don’t know how I’d feel about watching several men take turns with my wife.”
“Either way. It’s a suggestion. I will accept whatever you choose to do.”
Kenny nods and I watch as his body slumps.
“This is a lot to take in.”
Tonight is the night! This club that Kenny found apparently hosts a number of themed nights per month, and tonight is a lady’s choice. He called ahead to make sure that included me being able to choose multiple partners. I think he hoped that that wouldn’t be the case, but he hasn’t changed his mind about being okay with me doing this, so I think he’s accepting this even though he obviously doesn’t like the idea.
After checking in with the hostess, we walk down a hall toward a common area that sounds like a bar. My heart is thumping so hard that I feel like my chest is about to explode. I squeeze Kenny’s hand as we join the crowd.
“This is…something else,” Kenny says, holding my hand tightly.
I nod as I take in the scene. There must be fifty or sixty people here already, and there are an abundance of men who send spikes of lust through my body and straight to my pussy.
“I… I don’t even know where to start.” My pussy is dripping wet as I look at all of the amazing men in this room. I would fuck any of them. But not knowing who will fuck me tonight, that is a thrill in itself. I’m so horny, with pure lust coursing through my body. It feels like being drunk.
A sexy redheaded woman takes the stage, a microphone in her hand and a broad smile on her ruby lips.
“If I can have your attention please.” She waits a moment for the crowd to quiet down before she continues. “I want to give a warm, very pleasurable welcome to everyone here. I’m thrilled to see so many friends returning and I’m even more thrilled to see the new friends in the crowd.”
Kenny and I glance at each other and share a quick smile.
“Because there are so many new faces here this evening, I’m going to suggest is something slightly different. Ladies, if this is your first time,” she says and laughs, and there is laughter and whistles from the crowd, “please raise your hand and step forward.”
A cocktail of nerves and primal lust rise up in my body. Licking my lips, I raise my hand and step forward. Four other women do the same.
“Oh, you gorgeous creatures have an amazing adventure in front of you, tonight. The way everything is going to work tonight, my horny companions, is the new ladies will get first pick. Ladies, if you’ll just follow me.”
I glance at the other ladies who stepped forward and they all look like they’re experiencing the same combination of emotions that I am, the one woman looks like she isn’t nervous at all.
We follow the redhead and she gives a short speech when we get to two different hallways that split off from each other.
“If you want to be watched, go down the hall to your right. If you want to keep what you do behind a closed door, go down the hall to your left. In each of the rooms, you’ll find a selection of men. Simply find the room that has the most appealing selection for your taste and for what you’re looking for tonight, and then go have a merry time fucking strangers. I know you will enjoy tonight as much as I enjoyed my first time with a group of men. Now off you go.”
I’ve been frozen for a moment, not quite believing that this moment is finally here. This fantasy that I’ve had, but I never expected to make a reality – it’s about to become a reality!
I choose the hallway on the right, figuring that if I’m going to do this thing, and I’m going to do it all of the way. Besides, this is the only way that Kenny will be able to watch me.
There are only two other women in this hallway and we start walking together. Each of the rooms has a different number of men. The woman that looked so eager, she chooses a room that has five men in it. A brief pang of jealousy courses through me, but I know that I have to work up to something like that. Maybe next time.
The next room has three clearly athletic, supremely muscular black men in it.
“Oh, this one is mine.”
I walk into a large room dominated by a very large bed and three stunning black men. They are shirtless and muscles are popping out of their bodies. I feel tiny in front of all of them.
One of the men walks up to me and immediately kisses me, his tongue roughly invading my mouth. I struggle to keep up with him and I moan into his mouth as I feel his big, strong hands running over my body and pulling at my black dress. He hikes up my dress, and then I feel another pair of hands behind me, sliding my panties down my legs.
Shivers of lust and excitement light up all of my senses, and my body presses back into the second man when I feel his hands grab my ass and spread my cheeks wide. I groan loudly into the first man’s mouth when I feel the second man’s mouth kissing my ass, then spreading my legs wide and plunging his fingers deep into my dripping wet pussy.
“We’ve got a live wire,” the man behind me says, chuckling between kissing my ass.
I push my ass back, hoping he’ll put his thick lips and massive tongue on my pussy. His fingers are so thick and my body pushes down on them, trying to get them deeper inside of me.
While still kissing the first black man, I run my hands down his ripped body and push his pants down past his hips. All of my trepidation is gone and is now replaced by a horny-ness that is almost torture. Excitement and lust are sizzling inside of me and I feel like a kid in a candy store – I want more and I want it all!
“Holy fuck!” I pull my mouth away when I feel this man’s cock in my hands. It’s so big that I can barely wrap my fingers around it – and he’s so long, too! There is no way I’ll be able to walk straight for days…
“Stop trying to stroke me, and instead put that hot little tongue and mouth of yours on my anaconda. On your knees, you filthy slut.”
I lower myself onto my knees and gasp when I’m face to face with his cock. I swear to God I’ve never seen a man so large or so long – even in the pornos I’ve watched! I lick the length of his cock and then open my mouth as wide as possible and slip my mouth over the head of his dark cock. I twist and bob my head, trying to suck as much of him as possible. But he’s so big I can only fit a little of him in my mouth!
A hand pulls at my hair and then my head is pulled toward another cock. They’re all surrounding me and it’s glorious! I lick and suck at this new guy’s cock, and work the other two cocks with my hands. I’m gagging from spit and pre-cum and then I’m sucking a new fat cock and I’m in heaven!
I suck each of them repeatedly, until they’re all hard as steel and my pussy is throbbing and about to explode.
One of the men picks me up and puts me on the bed, so that I’m on my stomach and facing the door to the room. Without even realizing it, I gained a small audience – including Kenny!
Kenny meets my eyes and the vibe that we share is electrifying. He looks like he’s in shock, but I can see that his pants are tented with a hard on!
“On your hands and knees!” One of the men demands, from behind me. I eagerly do as I’m told, shivering a little when my nipples graze the top of the blanket on the bed. My yearning to be touched and fucked right now is so profound that I can’t even put it into words. It’s like feeling like a feral animal, driven solely by a primal instinct to fuck and procreate.
Fingers grab at my ass, then slide between the folds of my wet pussy, making me whimper and raise my ass higher.
“Please fuck me.” My voice comes out like a begging whine, but I don’t care. Something wild is building in me and I can’t ignore it. I need to be taken hard and raw, and repeatedly.
A grunt and a gasp come from behind me, and then a fat cock is pushing into my pussy at a frustratingly slow pace. I bounce my hips and push back, but hands hold my hips in place.
This is driving me wild!
“Suck my dick,” one of the men says, and then he’s in front of me and I can’t see Kenny or any of the other people watching us. This man shoves his dick in my mouth fast and hard, and I choke as he fills up my mouth. I do my best to blow him and keep up with him, but the man fucking me is now fucking me hard and it feels so good that my body feels electric and I’m about to pass out from how good he’s making my body feel!
The man behind me starts banging into my pussy fast and rough and my body starts shaking as I feel an orgasm rising up in me. I bounce my hips on his cock, trying to take more of him in my hungry pussy, while I also try and swallow more of the other man’s cock.
The sound of a choked gasp from the hallway registers in my mind and it sounds a lot like Kenny. With a big black cock in my mouth, I can’t look at him and make sure he’s okay. Deep emotions surge in me, centered around love and gratitude that Kenny agreed to let me do this. It feels special that he said yes and that he’s watching this and sharing this experience in that way.
“Ride my cock, you filthy slut,” one of the men says. I can’t even keep track of who’s who or who’s touching me or fucking me or whose cock I have in my mouth.
And it’s fucking perfect!
My body is picked up like a rag doll and I whimper more at the sudden absence of cock from both my mouth and my pussy. But then one of the men is below me and I can’t help but shriek a little bit. It’s the guy that’s so big! I swear his torso is more than twice the size of mine. It makes me feel so tiny!
The man below me grabs my ass and pulls me down on his cock. Jesus, he’s bigger than the last guy! I wince at the pain as he stretches out my pussy. I do my best to ride him deeply, because it feels so mind-blowing when he thrusts his hips up and rubs my g-spot with so much force! He pulls me down a little and then wraps his lips around one of my tits and sucks at my nipple hard, his teeth grazing and pulling at me, making me cry out.
“Oh, fuck,” I moan, the man’s cock fully invading and dominating my pussy.
All of a sudden, I come fast and hard, and my body shakes and bucks over this man’s cock. He holds me tight and won’t let me have even a moment of break to catch my breath and let my body rest from being so sensitive! He keeps fucking me and it’s a delicious kind of pain from how sensitive my clit and my nerve endings are!
“You’re not done until I say you are,” he says, his voice thick and uneven.
“I need me some of that ass,” another man says. A cold gel hits my ass and I squirm as thick fingers spread it over my ass and tease at the entrance to my ass.
Kenny and I don’t do any butt stuff! I’ve never even had anal sex before! Fuck, this is going to hurt!
The man plunges a finger deep into my ass and I groan from how good it feels. It also makes the guy below me feel bigger inside of my pussy. The guy behind me pulls out his finger and starts pressing his big cock against my ass and I practically black out when he plunges into my ass.
My pussy and my ass are so full and tight, I can barely move. I let these black strangers fuck me and position my body, fucking me in the way they want – and that I asked for. Even though it hurts, this is what I want. I’m letting myself go in a way I never have or could with Kenny, and there is something liberating and powerful in this.
I hope Kenny is as turned on by this as I am! I ride the cocks of both of these men, losing myself in this primal pleasure. There is nothing but sex and fucking in this moment – and it’s exactly what I wanted and what I needed!
The guy behind me slaps my ass and plunges deep inside of me and I feel his body shake as he sprays his come deep inside my ass. My ass feels strangely empty as he withdraws from me.
“Come on my face,” I beg the other two men.
The man below me doesn’t let me go immediately, grunting and groaning as he plunges his magnificent black cock deep inside my pussy, chasing his own orgasm. My body starts to tingle again and another orgasm, deeper this time, begins gathering inside of me.
I cry out from frustration when the guy below me pulls out and goes and stands by the side of the bed. I rush off of the bed and kneel in front of him and another man, hungrily sucking and slurping at one cock and then the other. I pump and suck them until they’re both shaking and then they both come at the same time and cover my face and my tits with their hot spunk.
With one hand I rub all of their come over my face and my body, and I shove my other hand down to my pussy and I rub my fat clit fast and hard, screaming as I come for the second time. My body shakes harder this time, while come slides out from my ass and also down my face and my tits.
I fall back against the bed, my breathing jagged as the men disappear from the room.
“Holy fuck.” Kenny’s voice is low, but when I open my eyes he’s walking toward me.
In this moment, I feel more exposed and vulnerable than I have ever felt before. I’m so scared of what Kenny thinks of me!
“Thank you,” I whisper, wiping come from my forehead.
“You were… That was… I don’t even know how to describe that.”
“Are we okay?” It hurts to ask this question, but I have to know. I have to know if he liked what he saw or if he regretted it or if he was appalled by the reality of what I said I wanted and needed.
“We are more than okay. That was… that was really intense. But,” he says, kneeling in front of me and gently reaching out to me and holding my hands, “that was also really hot. I didn’t think it would be, but…”
Kenny guides my hand down to his cock and I can feel that he’s swollen and incredibly hard.
“Make love to me tonight, when we get home?” I whisper, desperately need to share this moment with him, build on this vulnerability and intimacy between us.
“Oh, Bridget. Anything you want. You can have anything you want. We can buy a membership here.”
“Really?” My heart bursts with love for my husband and for him understanding and accepting this need that I have.
“Absolutely. And next time, I want to participate.”
This is more than I ever imagined our marriage could be!
“I love you so much!”
~~




BULLPEN

“Hey Honey,” I say, handing Freddie a fresh bottle of beer, then snuggle into him. I’ve always fit perfectly under his arm and it’s one of those things I just love about Freddie. We just fit together so well.
“Thanks, Gwen,” he says, leaning in and giving me a big kiss. I love the beery taste on his tongue and I kiss him back, deeply.
Freddie grins as he pulls back and takes a swig of his beer.
“Someone’s in the mood tonight, huh?” Freddie reaches over my shoulder and plays with my tit.
“Well, it’s all these baseball players.” I nod at the television and the game we’re watching. “You know how they get me hot and horny.”
“I like it when my girl’s rarin’ to go!”
Even though Freddie is staring at the game, I know he’s paying attention to me. Well, it would be hard for him not to, now that I’ve undone the button and zipper on his cargo shorts and have my hand around his cock.
“It’s the bottom of the eigh…”
I slide my mouth around the tip of his cock and Freddie groans. He grabs my long hair, because I know even though it’s nearly playoff season, his eyes are on me as I work my mouth on his cock. He loves watching me give him a blow job. And I love watching him watch me.
Lifting my head from his cock, I give him a flirty smile. “Do you want me to stop?” I give his cock a quick lick and it jerks around, like it’s trying to follow my tongue.
“Fuck, no,” he says, pulling my head back to his cock.
“And can we go to Bull Pen, later?”
“Fuck yeah!”
I take all of Freddie in my mouth and give him a hummer, and before the end of the inning, I’m swallowing Freddie’s cum.
“So we’re on for tonight, right?” I stand up and wipe my mouth, wiggling my hips as I walk toward the bedroom.
“Oh, we’re on all right. You know how I like to watch you.” Freddie gives me a slow, happy grin, then turns his gaze back to the TV.
It’s already eight o’clock, so I focus on getting ready. I take a long, hot shower; carefully shaving my legs and shampooing and conditioning my hair. On nights when we go to Bull Pen, I dress the part.
See, I’ve always had a thing for baseball players – specifically pitchers. They’re often tall, and their fingers and arms are amazing. I’ve always, always loved a man with good arms. Men with long, strong fingers? Well, of course that’s a very, very nice bonus!
Freddie played ball in college, though in our final year at college, he broke his arm. He probably had a shot at the minor leagues, at least, but when his arm didn’t heal as well as predicted, his baseball career was sidelined. It was disappointing for both of us. I’d always dreamed of being a pitcher’s wife, but by then I knew that Freddie was the one for me. He’s sells marine insurance now, which gives us a comfortable life.
“How we doin’?” I peek around the corner of the bedroom door, my wet hair hanging down over my breasts.
“Jankowski struck all the batters out. It’s tied up, now, but Roberts is up and you know he’s been batting well tonight.”
“Sounds good. I’m just going to get dressed.” For a quick moment, I open my towel and flash Freddie, then wink and return to the bedroom.
“Gwen, you’re such a tease!”
I smile and dance around the bedroom. Tonight is one of our special nights and I’m already aching for whomever I get to fuck tonight. It’s sometimes intimidating to Freddie, but I really love black men. There’s just something fiercely sexy about their dark skin and the way their muscles move under their skin. It always feels like they’re stronger than you could ever believe was possible.
“Ah, there it is!” I say, grabbing my favorite, super-short denim skirt from the back of the closet. I also grab a bright blue thong and matching bra, then grab a tight black sleeveless t-shirt. The shirt hugs my full tits magnificently and has a really deep V in the front. I’ve never met a man that can resist me when I wear this shirt!
After I finish dressing, I dry my hair and pull it back into a high ponytail, then put a little mascara and lipstick on. On Bull Pen nights, I like to keep the makeup simple, because I don’t need much and it will sweat off before long, anyway.
Slipping on a pair of four-inch heels, I walk back out to the living room.
“What do you think?”
“Fuck, Gwen.” Freddie looks at me and goes silent, his brown eyes wide as he ogles me. “You are the hottest woman I’ve ever seen.”
“Thanks, Honey.” I go over and give him a light kiss on the cheek, then rub my lipstick from his skin.
“You’re just missing one thing,” Freddie says, moving toward the front door. He pulls a baseball hat from the coat tree and hands it to me.
I smile and pull it on, pulling my ponytail through the back. Cocking my hip out and I give Freddie a big smile.
“How do I look?”
Freddie goes quiet again, then rubs his cock through the fabric of his cargo shorts.
“You sure you don’t want to stay in tonight? I’ll take you around the bases tonight…”
For a brief moment, my heart sinks. I love Freddie and I wouldn’t say no to him, if he asked, but Bull Pen nights are special and he knows how much they mean to me.
My disappointment must show in my eyes, because within seconds Freddie is backpedaling.
“No, no. We’ll have another night. You can dress up for me like you are tonight. I promised you Bull Pen, so Bull Pen it is.”
“Thank you!” I cry out, my adrenaline surging again.
On the drive to Bull Pen, I wonder who I’ll find tonight. Sometimes Freddie joins in while I fuck another guy, but usually he just watches. He has a nice cock, but it’s not huge. And sometimes, like tonight, I need the hugest, thickest cock I can lay my hands and mouth and pussy on. It has to be a baseball player, though, especially a pitcher. It’s just my thing and it’s part of the deal that Freddie and I have – I can stray from our marriage, as long as it’s within the ground rules we’ve agreed upon. But that’s totally fine, since we live in a town with major league, minor league, and several college baseball teams. During the season, there’s never a shortage of hot and horny baseball players willing to take me for a home run.
The bar is crowded when we get there, classic rock booming from the Juke box and lots and lots of baseball players having a good time and drinking beer. It looks like the Minor League team had a win tonight, because the guys are cheering and toasting their beer as I walk up to the bar.
“Damn, woman,” a short player says, appreciatively looking me up and down. “It ought to be criminal for a woman like you to show up in a bar looking like that.”
I give him a quick glance and look away. Too short, too thin. He’s probably a short stop, and a short one at that.
“Pitcher of beer,” I tell the bartender, then turn and lean back on the bar and watch the crowd.
I see a few players that catch my interest. Tall, long arms, broad shoulders, and narrow waist. They definitely have to be the pitchers.
“Here ya go. Open a tab?”
“Nah,” I say, pushing a twenty to the bartender. “We won’t be here that long. Keep the change.”
“Suit yourself,” he says, pocketing the twenty and moving on to the next customer.
Pitcher of beer in one hand and two pint glasses in the other, I make my way across the bar to the booth that Freddie is sitting at. I deliberately take my time, weaving through the men and catching their attention.
“See anyone you like?” Freddie asks, pouring a pint of beer after I put the pitcher down.
My body is already tingling and my stomach clenches with the familiar nervous tension that a Bull Pen night brings. Even though this is something we do, and I know Freddie is absolutely okay with me doing this, there is still always a feeling of ‘oh this is so, so wrong’ whenever I’m on the prowl for a one-night stand.
“I think so. I saw a bunch of pitchers while I was at the bar. Let’s watch the crowd a little, I’ll have a beer, and then I’ll choose.”
“As you wish, my gorgeous wife,” Freddie says, smiling as he pours a pint of beer for himself.
I’ll never understand how I was lucky enough to find a husband like Freddie. Totally devoted to me, but still willing to share me with other men when I get the urge. How perfect is that?!
We chit chat a little, but I’m not really paying attention. My eyes are roaming over the men in the bar, sizing up which one I think is sexiest and which one might be up for a three-way. The little slip of blue lace barely covering my pussy is already damp with my juices, and I’m aching for one of these men to slip their fingers, and then their thick dick, into me.
“Earth to Gwen, come in, Gwen,” Freddie teases.
“Sorry, babe. Just caught up in the scenery, you know?”
Freddie smiles and nods. He knows how I get. This is a special treat and I always take my time choosing.
“How do I look?” I ask, reaching out to smooth my ponytail as I stand up.
“Like a grand slam at the bottom of the ninth.”
“You flatterer.” I smile at Freddie, then turn and make my way toward one of the men I saw earlier.
“Can I join you boys?” I ask, wiggling into a small space between three tall black men. I smile when they all look at me, then I push out my chest just a tiny bit.
One of the guys immediately starts laughing and makes way for me.
“Lady, we will always make space for a girl like you.”
He pulls out a stool for me and I hop up and then slowly cross my legs, intentionally giving the barest glimpse of my blue thong.
“I think we’ve got a live one, here,” the second guy says, standing above me and obviously looking down at my boobs.
These guys are hot and athletic, but it’s the guy who’s been silent so far that is the one I want. He’s tall, with a body that looks like it has zero body fat. His muscles are so developed and prominent, that it looks like one quick move would rip his t-shirt right off of him.
Mmm. I bet he looks delicious without his shirt on.
“I’m Delbert,” he finally says. He pushes a glass of beer across the table to me and I pick it up and take a long drink.
“That tasted wonderful,” I say, staring into his eyes as I wipe the beer foam from around my lips. “Could I have some more?”
“Woman, you can have whatever you want,” the first guy says, fumbling to reach the pitcher and fill up my glass.
“Thanks,” I say, keeping my eyes on Delbert. “Y’all are pitchers, right?”
“You got that right,” Delbert says. “We’re pitch relief for the Wolves.”
“Impressive. And what are your names?” I ask the other two guys.
“I’m Jackson and that’s King. Who might you be?” Jackson says, leaning over so close I can smell an intoxicating blend of sweat and soap on his skin.
“Gwen. Pleased to meet y’all.” I look at each guy for a long moment. I’ve had my eye on Delbert, but…I’m crazy horny right now and the idea of taking all three guys is an idea I can’t get rid of. What would Freddie say to that?! “I’m quite a fan of pitchers, if I’m being truthful.”
I dip my head a little, then look up again and meet Delbert’s eyes. Even though he’s quiet, the way he watches me makes it clear that he’s just as into me as I am to him.
“Don’t tell me,” King laughs, flexing his hands in front of me. His fingers are long and dark and strong. “You like how we handle balls.”
“Well, yes. That is true. I’m not just a fan of baseball pitchers, but I do actually watch and follow baseball you know.” I tease and swat at King’s arm. When he looks at me and turns to face me, I take a step and stand barely an inch from his body. I look up into his eyes and ask, “How well can you use those fingers of yours?”
“I’m a pro with sliders,” he says, his voice deepening.
“Really, so you like to just…slide it in?”
King’s eyes flare slightly and he steps against my body, his index finger starting at the base of my neck, moving down the top of my chest, and then slowly past the side of my tit and down to my waist. His touch is light and my body instinctively presses closer to both him and his finger, wanting more. I want to feel his finger slide into my wet pussy and stroke me.
“Sounds like the lady knows what she wants,” Jackson says. “Looks like we should leave you two alone.”
“And here I thought she had eyes for me,” Delbert says, finally speaking. “She’s been staring at me like a groupie. I thought she wanted all up in my business.”
I turn so that King is behind me and I press my ass against his cock.
“Well maybe there’s enough for everyone,” I say, looking at Jackson and Delbert as King presses his hard on against my ass. “Why do I have to choose just one of you? What if I want all of you?”
The guys all look at each other.
“Well, we are a team,” Delbert says, coming over and standing on my right side. He grabs my hand and puts it on his cock. He’s hard, too. “Teams know how to work together. You want us to show you just how well we all work together?”
I rub my hand up and down on his cock, feeling how long he is and how his cock presses into my hand. Turning to Jackson, I say, “What about you? You down for a little all play?”
“Fuck yeah,” he says, reaching out and grabbing my hand. He brings my fingers up to his mouth and I slide two in. His teeth nip at my fingers and his tongue tickles and teases my fingertips. When his tongue roughly caresses one of my fingertips, I squirm with delight, imagining his head between my legs and his tongue licking and sucking at my clit like that.
“Then let’s go,” I say. My body is burning hot with desire and horniness, and I need to be fucked right away, fast and hard.
Delbert grabs a gym bag. “Where we headed?”
“Wherever’s closest.” I turn and glance toward Freddie, and nod. “One last thing. I’m married and my husband wants to watch.”
“What the?”
“Freddie’s just over there,” I say, nodding toward him. He’s finished about half the pitcher of beer and he’s grinning like a maniac. He loves watching me lose control with other men and he’s not intimidated when I sleep with a man with a bigger dick than he has. I love him, but he knows that sometimes I need more – and sometimes I need a lot more. Sometimes, I want my body abused and used, and to feel it for days afterward. I love Freddie, but he just can’t always give me what I really need.
The guys all look at each other. Finally, King says, “Yeah, fuck. Whatever.”
King motions to Freddie and he comes over.
“Your wife here says you like to watch. That right?”
“Oh, absolutely! As long as she’s happy, I’m down with watching whatever she wants to do with you.”
“You’re okay with watching three men fuck your wife?” Delbert asks, looking a bit skeptical.
Freddie pauses, his mouth forming an O. “Yeah, if that’s what she wants, then I’m fine with that.”
“Good,” I say, taking King and Delbert’s hands in mine. “Because I do want all of them. I want them all to fuck me tonight.”
“That’s a weird fucking marriage you two got,” Jackson says, shaking his head. “I sure as hell wouldn’t share my wife.”
“I want to keep my wife happy, so I let her have what she wants.”
“Where to?” Delbert asks when we get out to the parking lot. There’s an almost-full moon in the sky and it’s a warm night.
“Can you get us into the stadium?” I ask, mentally crossing my fingers. “I’ve always wanted to be fucked on a baseball field.”
The guys pause and look at each other. Finally, Delbert says, “Yeah, we can do that. I’ve got a key.”
Adrenaline surges through me and it takes all my willpower to not jump up and down in pure excitement. “Oh my God, really?”
Jackson smiles and slides one of his hands down to my ass and squeezes it possessively. “Man, look at how excited she is. I can’t wait to fuck her.”
“Me, too,” King says, pulling me to him and kissing me deeply.
His tongue fills my mouth, pushing and probing against my tongue, moving fast and hard. I struggle to keep up with his pace. My breath is coming hard and fast when he breaks away from me.
“Woman’s got a small mouth. We’re going to stretch that out by the end of tonight.”
The guys all laugh, then we make our way to the ballpark. I ride with the players, taking turns kissing and groping Jackson and King, as Delbert drives us and watches us in the rear-view mirror. My panties are already so soaked, I just want to take them off. It’s not like I’ll be holding anything back from these guys tonight.
When we get to the ballpark, the stadium is mostly dark, except for the light of the full moon overhead. There are long shadows from the bleachers, but the green grass seems to stretch on forever.
“I’ve never been on a baseball field before,” I say, filled with wonder at seeing things from in front of the bleachers. I’ve always been in the bleachers, but I’ve never done a tour of a ballpark. My skin is vibrating with excitement, both of being in the ballpark after hours and of what I know is going to happen with the players tonight.
Delbert laughs, then his thick lips move into a broad smile. “Girl, we’re going to show you all the bases tonight…”
“I sure hope so,” I say, giggling as I look over at Delbert. He’s busy staring at my body, his gaze lingering on my ass.
“What else do you want to see?” King asks, roughly pressing his body against my back and grinding against my ass. I grab his hands and pull them up to my full tits.
“I want to see the bullpen, and then I want to see all of you naked. I want you all to fuck me silly tonight.”
The players all laugh and we head toward the bullpen. They take turns walking behind me or next to me, and rubbing up against me or grabbing my hand and placing it on their already hard, mammoth cocks. My heels sink into the fresh grass on the field, so I take them off and continue walking barefoot, the grass cool and springy under my feet.
Inside the bullpen, I slide out of my panties, no longer able to take it how soaking wet they are and how much my pussy wants to be bare and pounded.
“Show me your cocks,” I say, licking and biting my lower lip as I watch the guys move around the bullpen, pointing things out. I’m fascinated, but I’m so horny that I can’t even think straight right now.
King strides over to me, his hands undoing the fly of his baseball pants.
“On your knees,” he orders.
I eagerly fall to my knees, then pull my shirt over my head so my breasts bounce free in the warm night air.
“Fuck those are great titties,” Jackson says, reaching down and swiftly unhooking my bra and tossing it aside.
King’s cock bounces free from his pants and I gasp when I see how enormous it is.
“God, that’s beautiful,” I say, reaching out to stroke it. His cock is heavy and thick in my hands, and it twitches as I run my hands up and down its massive length.
“Let’s see how much your mouth can take,” King says, pushing my head to his cock.
I open my mouth as wide as I can, sliding my tongue over his cock as it fills my mouth and chokes me a little. His cock tastes salty and musky and I lick and suck at it, trying to taste more of him and get more of his enormous cock in my mouth.
“Fuck that feels good,” King says, pushing my head further down his cock. I close my eyes and work on loosening my jaw and taking as much of King in my mouth as possible. My pussy aches with need, but I know it’s not my turn yet.
“Gimme some of that,” Jackson’s voice calls out. Then I feel a new set hands on my head, fingers threading through my hair and grabbing it and redirecting my mouth.
“Jackson, man, what the fuck?” I hear, but then another enormous cock is rammed into my mouth and there’s a new taste on my tongue. I slurp and suck, eager for all this cock!
I look up at Jackson and his eyes are half-closed in pleasure. My tongue massages his cock and it bounces in my mouth. He pushes my head down his cock even more and the fat tip of his cock bumps against the back of my throat.
“Damn she’s eager.”
I open my eyes again and see Delbert looking down at me, his baseball pants open and his hand playing with his even more massive cock. With one hand, I reach out and start giving King a hand job, and then I start doing the same thing for Delbert. I want Delbert hard as a rock when I blow him. He’s the one I’m most interested in and I want to do my best with him.
My body vibrates with pleasure and need for their cocks. I wish I had an extra hand, so I could play with my pussy as I work on all these cocks!
I bounce my head more on Jackson’s cock, gasping and gagging because he’s so big in my mouth. He pushes my head deeper onto his cock and spit dribbles down my chin.
“Put your ass in the air,” King demands, taking my hand from his cock and moving behind me.
I do as he says, standing up with my feet and legs spread wide. He roughly shoves my short skirt up to my waist, then starts roughly massaging my ass and dipping his fingers into my aching pussy.
“This girl is ready for a grand slam,” King says, briefly putting his mouth on my pussy and sucking hard on my clit.
I moan onto Jackson’s throbbing cock as King licks my pussy and works his fingers inside of me. If I didn’t have a cock in my mouth, I’d be begging for King to slam his big cock into me, because I’m so desperate to feel him inside my pussy.
Jackson slides his cock out of my mouth and pre-cum and spit dribble out of my mouth. I look up at him, wondering why he pulled out, but then I see Delbert.
Oh.
My.
Fucking.
God!
His cock is as long as thick as a wild python! I’ve never seen anything so large and I honestly don’t know if I can take it all. I’m not even sure I can take more than an inch in my mouth, because he’s so huge!
“Suck my dick, bitch,” he orders.
My pussy trembles as Jackson licks and sucks at it, and I feel like an orgasm is really, really close. It feels like my knees are going to buckle and I’m going to fall over, but now that I’ve got Delbert’s luscious cock in front of my face, I focus solely on it.
Delbert’s cock shakes and jerks as I lick the tip and try to wrap my mouth around his massive cock. I lick and suck at the tip of his cock, loving how his cock tastes; using my tongue as much as possible since I can’t fit him in my mouth. Fuck! I want to blow him so bad, but he doesn’t fit!
“I’m too big for our girl here,” Delbert growls, trying to shove my head further down his cock. I choke and gag, spit and pre-cum tickling down my throat.
I slide my mouth off his cock, frustrated that I can’t take as much as I want!
“Fuck me with that monster cock of yours,” I beg. Jackson is still sucking at my pussy, two or three of his long, muscular fingers working inside me. “Oh, fuck!” I scream, then come all over his face, my pussy clenching and expanding in pleasure.
“Yeah, she’s ready for you, brotha,” Jackson says, slapping my ass.
My senses are on high alert. I notice a cool breeze in the stadium and the hairs on my arms stand at attention.
“Do you think you’re ready for this?” Delbert teases me, holding his massive black cock in front of my face. It glistens with my spit.
“Oh, please, yes please,” I say. Fresh desire surges through me as I stand up, ready to do whatever he asks.
Delbert takes off his pants and the sight of his long, muscular legs nearly sends me over the top again. He sits down on the grass, his legs spread out in a big vee.
“Get on top. Ride me.”
You don’t have to tell me twice!
I unbutton and take off my skirt as I walk over to him, my body and wet pussy trembling in excitement. I know this is going to hurt, but I want to be stretched and hurt by his big black cock!
Kneeling over him, I bite my lip as he latches his mouth on to one of my breasts and bites at my nipple, while sucking it hard.
“Oh my God,” I scream. His teeth hurt, but it feels so exquisite!
“That ain’t nothing,” he says, then guides my hips down to his cock.
I catch a glance of Freddie, sitting over in the bullpen dugout, his hands working his pale cock. He catches my eye and grins and nods.
Delbert’s monster cock bumps against my pussy and he slides around, coating his cock in my slick juices.
Oh sweet Jesus. Slick as my pussy is, I can already feel how much Delbert is going to fill me up and stretch me out.
I wiggle my hips, not able to take the anticipation anymore, and start lowering myself down on Delbert’s cock. I know it’s going to hurt, but I also don’t want to totally rip myself open!
“Oh, God,” I moan, my eyes rolling back in my head. Delbert’s mouth is still on my breast and he sucks harder, almost painfully so.
“That’s right. You can call me God. I sure as fucking hell have the dick of a god.”
I can hear Jackson and King laugh somewhere behind me. My ass tingles as Delbert grabs it and spreads my cheeks. I feel so much more exposed and something about what he does increases my sensitivity, and it drives me wild.
Delbert slowly pushes up into me and I groan. My pussy wants more, but it can’t yet take more. I wiggle my hips, trying to stretch myself out more.
“Just fuck the bitch already,” King says. “I want to lose myself in that ass.”
Oh, sweet fuck. I hadn’t even thought of that when I agreed to fuck all of them. I’ve never had two men in me at once, at least not like that. Sure, I’ve blown a guy while another guy fucks me, but I’ve never had my ass and pussy filled at the same time!
Delbert starts thrusting faster, going deeper and deeper each time. My body instinctively tries to pull away when he goes too fast, but his hands are like vises on my ass and he holds me so tightly that I can’t escape.
Pretty soon, Delbert is balls deep in me and my body is bucking over his. Now that I have all of him inside of me, I’m thrashing my body, trying to fucking come again. I had no idea I could even take a cock as big as his! I’m impaled on his gigantic cock and I fucking love it.
I hear King’s voice behind me and feel the heat of his body over my back. “Spread that ass wider, brotha.”
Delbert pulls my ass even more and I shiver as King slips a wet finger in my ass, circling it and shoving it in deep. My ass clenches, and then King slips a second finger in, too.
“You like that, huh?” Delbert asks, maintaining his rhythmic pounding of my hungry pussy. I open my eyes and he’s watching me.
“It feels good,” I admit, groaning and grinding my hips against his cock and King’s fingers. “I just don’t know how you’re both going to fit!”
“Don’t you worry about that. We’ll make our dicks fit, won’t we?”
King’s fingers slide out of my ass and he smears something cold and slick on my ass.
“What’s that?” I cry out.
“Baseball glove lube. I’m not a fucking bastard. I’m not going to fuck your ass if you’re not ready for it.” He slides two fingers inside me again, and I can feel the lube inside me. “Are you ready?”
“Yes,” I say, even though I don’t feel ready for this. But I’m so wanting to experience this, that I really don’t care.
“Good, because…oh fuck you’re tight!”
“Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!”
This is so much more than I could have ever imagined! Yeah, I’ve had guys fuck me up the ass before, but not when I had a massive cock in my pussy! It’s like there’s even less space.
It takes a minute, but we all find a rhythm. When I rise up from Delbert’s cock, King slams his cock up my ass. There isn’t a moment when I’m not completely filled and owned by their black cocks.
My God! I’m so stretched out that I feel like I’m going to split in two! But all my senses are on overload. I’m being fucked by black men and on a baseball field! It’s my biggest fantasy, ever!
Jackson appears on my side and weaves his fingers through my hair, then roughly turns my head to face him and pushes my mouth down on his fat cock.
“Suck my dick!”
He takes me by surprise and I choke as his long, hard cock invades my mouth completely. I let myself go completely, letting each man control how and where they’re fucking me. My body already aches from what they’re doing to me, but it feels so amazingly good that I never want it to end!
Someone pinches my nipple and I moan and wiggle as pleasure slams through my body. An unexpected orgasm is unleashed and my body takes on its own life, bucking and moving around as much as these men will let it.
“Goddamn she’s a gusher!” I hear Delbert say, a laugh in his voice.
My body is quivering after having come so hard, but they’re still fucking me and I can’t get free of them. Every nerve ending in my body is super sensitized and I nearly feel like I’m about to pass out from the orgasm and how roughly they’re all still fucking me.
In a weird moment of synchronicity, they all slide out of me at once. My pussy and ass are gaping open, dripping with my juices. A breeze comes across the field and it shiver, hard, when it runs over my naked body.
“Kneel,” Delbert commands, and I do. I look up and they’re all holding out their cocks for me. I slide Delbert back into my mouth, then work Jackson and King’s cocks with my hands, listening to them grunt and moan, and feeling their heavy cocks tighten in my pale hands.
“Ah, fuck!” Delbert hollers, his voice reverberating and echoing. He slides his cock out of my mouth and shoots his hot come all over my face and breasts, and then Jackson and King come all over me, too.
“Holy fuck that’s hot.” Freddie’s voice is full of awe and I realize that I’ve forgotten that he’s been here, watching all of this.
“We’re hitting the showers. Take your wife home before we’re finished,” Jackson says. “That’s a fine piece of ass you done got for yourself.”
Freddie looks from Jackson and back to me, the biggest smile I’ve ever seen across his face. He reaches down and smears all the cum over my face and breasts, so that as much of my body as possible is covered with the come of Jackson, Delbert, and King.
“Hey,” he says, his voice soft and tender. “Can you stand up yet?”
“I think so,” I say, taking his hand and watching as the three gorgeous black men who’ve just fucked me senseless walk toward the locker room. They all have a sexy swagger, their muscles glistening in sweat and moving sleekly beneath their skin.
Freddie helps me get dressed and then we head toward the parking lot.
“Thank you, babe,” I say, giving him a big kiss. He doesn’t even mind the taste of the other men, but kisses me back deeply and passionately, and I feel it down to my toes. I can’t wait to get home and let him clean me up, and then later thank him properly.
~~~




WET & WILD

“Are you sure about that dress, Debra?” My husband Jacob asks. His nose is wrinkled up and I can tell that he finds my low-cut dress distasteful.
“I’m absolutely sure about the dress.” I run my hands over my body and then back up to my boobs. Ever since I had a baby two months ago, my boobs have been bigger than ever. I’m breast-feeding our daughter, like everyone says that you should. I know that eventually my boobs and go back down to being small again, but I’ve always wanted massive boobs and I’m going to enjoy them as long as I can. So that means wearing a low-cut dress when we’re going out to dinner for the first time since Natasha was born? Oh hell yeah.
“Well, okay,” he sighs.
Jacob is always loved that I had small boobs. Unlike just about any other man I’ve ever met, he really doesn’t like big boobs. Anything more than a mouthful is a waste. That’s what he always says, anyway. But I’ve always thought it was just unnatural for a man not to like big boobs. He’s also been squeamish since I’ve been lactating, which I found really weird. I mean, it’s only normal, right?
“Sweetie, I know you’re not a fan of these, but I am and I’m going to enjoy them for as long as I have them.”
Jacob walks over to me and puts his arm around me, then kisses me on my neck.
“I know their natural, but it’s just… It just seems so unlike you. I’m glad they’re not permanent.”
I look at Jacob and shake my head slightly. The more he’s like this, judging me based on how my boobs look? The more it makes me look at him in a different way. I know the women have been judged by their looks for centuries, but I’ve always expected more from Jacob than that. It’s made me wonder, if I have another kid and gained a few pounds, is he going to have an affair with the secretary and divorce me, leaving me with two small children? That’s happened to more than one friend of mine. I want to think that Jacob’s different, but there’s a little voice in my head that says what if he’s not.
“We should get going if we’re going to make our reservation. Go and to make sure that the babysitter has our phone numbers, in case anything happens.”
“Sure, Debra,” Jacob says. “Oh, and Brutus will be joining us tonight.”
“What?” I reply, my voice brittle and high. “This is our first night out, since the baby. What the fuck do you mean Brutus is coming?”
I’m not ashamed of being angry. This was supposed to be a night for just the two of us…and now this?
“It’s a last-minute thing,” Jacob says, edging closer to the bedroom door and away from me. “The boss said I need to mentor him and…”
“And you thought tonight was a good night to have dinner with him.” I love Jacob, but I swear to fucking God he’s exasperating.
“It was the best night for him – he’s going to a conference tomorrow morning.”
“Best night for him,” I mutter, turning my back on Jacob. All feelings of being excited at a night out are now replaced with a kind of dread. If they talk shop all night, Jacob is sleeping on the couch for the next month.
“Jacob, have I told you how fucking hot your wife is?” Brutus says, laughing as he refills his and Jacob’s wine glasses.
I try to push the wine glass that Brutus hands me away, but he presses it into my hand. “I really shouldn’t be drinking,” I say, staring longingly at the wine. It’s been nearly a year since I’ve had any alcohol and damn do I miss it.
This dinner has been so much different than I thought it would be. Brutus apparently hadn’t known that I would be coming to dinner and, for his part, he seemed very confused when I expressed surprise about sharing our first date night with one of Jacob’s co-workers. To his credit, Brutus kept all shop talk to a minimum, repeatedly telling Jacob he’d call him from the airport tomorrow. Dinner with Brutus has been charming and so much fun!
Brutus has been openly flirting with me. He’s barely out of college, but he’s a total hot young stud and I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t enjoying the attention he’s been giving me. For the first time in months, I’m feeling sexy and I love being around a man who thinks a curvy body isn’t something to be ashamed about.
“I don’t know if that’s a good idea…” Jacob says, a hint of disapproval clear in the tone of his voice.
While Brutus is beaming at me and lavishing attention on me, Jacob is still sour, like he was when I was getting ready. I don’t know what bug is up his butt, but I’m starting to not care anymore.
“The world isn’t going to end if the baby gets formula for a day or two,” I say, taking the glass from Brutus, and then taking a long, glorious drink of wine.
“Careful, now,” Brutus says, refilling my glass.
When I turned my gaze to Brutus, I see him openly staring at my boobs. Grateful for the attention, I lean towards Brutus and push my chest out a little bit.
“Did I tell you how banging your wife is?” Brutus moves closer to me and wraps his arm around me, his thick fingers tickling my bare shoulder. Brutus has the arrogance of youth, not least because at twenty-two, he’s the youngest Associate in Jacob’s office.
“If you say so,” Jacob mumbles, taking a long drink of his wine and not looking directly in my eyes. Things have been a little disjointed between us lately and I haven’t known how to fix it. Every time I try and talk to him, he makes an excuse for why he can’t talk or he denies there being anything wrong. It’s been hard to know what to do and it’s left me feeling emotionally deflated.
“Dude, I don’t know what the fuck is wrong with you. If Debra here was my wife, I would be fucking her every night and hoping for another baby.”
“Thank you, Brutus,” I say, relaxing into his body. This conversation is so inappropriate, but I really don’t care. I’m tired of being made to feel like I don’t look good enough for attention.
I relish the look of discomfort on Jacob’s face right now. While they’re friends, I know that Jacob is jealous of Brutus and his success. Even after a few minutes with Brutus, it’s obvious how smart he is and how quickly his mind works. I suspect that Jacob is developing a friendship with him because he’s worried that Brutus will get promoted over him, and that Jacob wants to be on his good side when that happens.
“What’s going on with you two?” Brutus asks, looking from Jacob to me and back to Jacob, when he senses the tension between Jacob and me.
“Honestly? It’s stupid. He doesn’t like my big boobs right now. There might be something else, but he won’t talk to me.”
“You have got to be kidding me.”
“Nope.” I drain the rest of my wine, feeling giddy as the alcohol hits my system like a shotgun blast. After so long without a drink, just this little bit of wine is going straight to my head.
“Well maybe you should go home with Brutus then, Debra,” Jacob snaps.
At this point of the evening, it’s certainly no secret that Brutus finds me attractive. Brutus is the most beautiful black man I’ve ever laid eyes on, six-feet tall, and muscular to the point of disbelief. He looks like a Nubian God if ever there was one.
Looking at Brutus, I give him a wicked smile and decided to have a little bit of fun at Jacob’s expense. If he’s going to act like a child, then I’m just going to have fun. “I think that sounds like a fine suggestion,” I say, putting my hand on Brutus’s leg and stroking the inside of his thigh. Brutus’s massive thigh muscle clenches under my fingers, and then he relaxes and spreads his legs apart, as if it is an invitation.
“Debra,” Jacob growls. His eyes follow my arm down to my hand and the look of fury and frustration clouds his eyes. “That’s not very appropriate.”
“Is it appropriate that you ignore your wife?” I hiss, trying to keep my voice down although I can tell it’s a little bit high because of the wine that I’ve been drinking. “You haven’t touched me, seriously, in months. You know I have a high sex drive…”
“That is even less appropriate, Debra. Reel it in.” The warning in Jacob’s voice is unmistakable now.
But I don’t care. Ignoring your wife is inappropriate, but Jacob doesn’t seem to care about that, so I’m not going to care about flirting with a younger, hotter man that makes me feel attractive and desirable.
“Whoa, you too. People are starting to look over here. Is that what you want?” Brutus says. “Because if you want to put on a show, we can put on a show.”
And just like that, Brutus is turning my face to his and then his massive black lips on mine and he’s giving me a slow kiss like I’ve never experienced before. He kisses my lips gently, and then I feel the tip of his tongue licking at my lips, asking for an invitation into my mouth. I open my lips and meet his tongue with mine, teasing him and tasting him. A fiery pleasure spreads to every millimeter of my body, flaming the sexual desire that hasn’t been sated for far too long.
Brutus pulls my body closer to him as he kisses me. Instead of a fierce, demanding kiss, his tongue swirls around my time slowly. This is so unexpected and my panties are so wet, but I try to speed up the intensity of our kiss. But Brutus won’t let me. He uses his strong tongue to guide our kiss and he keeps it slow and deliberate, like he wants to take his time with me.
I need a man who will take his time with me. I have so many hormones raging through my body and I have needed to get fucked slow and thoroughly for months now.
“Now that was a kiss to remember,” Brutus says, running his thumb along my bottom lip and pushing it in my mouth. I meet his dark eyes with my blue ones and stare at him intently as I nip at his thumb with my teeth and tease him with the tip of my tongue as if I had the tip of his cock in my mouth.
This wine is making me reckless. It’s been nearly a year since I had any alcohol, and the wine hits me fast and hard, loosening me up and making my mind and body buzz in a wonderful way. But I can’t stop because I need physical attention so much right now that I’m willing to do anything even if it jeopardizes my marriage.
I look over to Jacob to see what his reaction is because it seems strange that he’s quiet right now. I watch as Jacob looks at my chest and his eyes widen.
“You need to cover up. You’re leaking again.”
“Fuck!” It seems like the milk never ends. But no matter how much our daughter drinks, my body just keeps producing so much milk that I can’t keep up with this. This is far from the first time that I’ve leaked when I’ve been out in public. The little pads that some women use to absorb leaks just don’t work for me. At first, Jacob would joke about how I had enough milk for an army of babies, but his attitude soured when he realized it wasn’t something that was going to pass in a day or a week.
“People are staring, Debra. We need to leave. Now.”
Brutus raises his hand and gets the waiter’s attention, then quickly takes care of the check. As we stand up to leave the table, he drapes his jacket across my shoulders and makes sure that the front of my breasts are covered. In that moment, I want him more than ever. Jacob has never done something like this for me when this is happened before. He always just shrinks away at this sign of fertility and womanliness. It’s like he doesn’t know what to do with me, now that I’m a mother.
Outside, Brutus turns to Jacob and me, a look of confusion on his face.
“What’s up with you two? It looks like something is seriously wrong.”
I glance and Jacob, wincing as I see his jaw tighten. I’ve tried to talk to him before, but he always shuts down, like he doesn’t want to admit there’s anything wrong or that his reaction to the changes in my body isn’t an issue.
“Jacob doesn’t—”
“Debra…” Jacob’s voice is tight and I step back nervously when he moves closer to me. He’s never hit me, but I can’t bear to be next to his anger and disgust right now.
“What? You don’t want to talk about it? You don’t want to talk about how you find the changes in my body disgusting? How you won’t touch me? How I’ve been desperate for intimacy and physical affection, and how you’ve completely withheld it from me since even before Natasha was born? And do you want to talk about how much I want to fuck Brutus tonight?”
This time, it’s Jacob who takes a step backward. After a childhood of being taught to keep things bottled up, it’s not often that I lose my temper.
“Well then maybe you should…fuck… Brutus, then,” Jacob shouts, his voice full of challenge.
“You don’t have to make that suggestion twice. Brutus?” I say, turning to him and running my hands over his muscular chest and letting my hands fall down his body to just above his cock.
“You don’t have to ask me twice,” Brutus replies, his voice low and husky. He runs his fingers down my bare arms and I gasp at how good it feels to be touched again. God but I need to fucked!
When Brutus moves his hands to my breast, I instinctively pull back, embarrassed about my leaking.
“No, I want to touch and feel and taste your milk. Your body is fucking spectacular.”
I look up at his dark face, unsure of whether or not he’s making a joke or not. I’ve just assumed that all men are like Jacob about breast milk (but that other husbands have the grace to not express their disgust).
“I’m not joking,” Brutus continues, lightly pinching my nipple and causing more milk to leak out.
My breasts are so heavy with milk, it makes me squirm with base need. It’s impossible to describe how fantastically good it feels to have my boobs emptied of milk, but it’s nearly as good as a mindblowing orgasm!
“You better not be teasing me,” I say, letting myself believe that Brutus isn’t joking. I need to believe he’s serious, that he finds me and my motherly body sexy and desirable.
Brutus pulls me close to him, then lowers his head to mine. His kiss is deep and fierce, and my body explodes with lust as his tongue dominates my mouth. When his hand slides down my back and roughly grabs and massages my ass, my body screams to feel his naked skin against mine.
“Take me home,” I beg, my body pressed hard against Brutus’ strong body.
“Are you sure? There’s no going back if we do this.”
“Absolutely,” I say, reaching down and rubbing his cock through his pants. He feels huge!
“You coming, bro?” Brutus asks Jacob.
The look in Jacob’s eyes is dark, but he nods his head.
“Welcome to my humble abode,” Brutus says, his hand on my ass as he guides me into his condo.
“This place is amazing!” I look around his living room, amazed at how expensive everything looks. When I catch a glimpse of the view from his windows, I start to walk over to them.
“Not so fast,” Brutus says, his strong hands keeping me close to him. “I want to show you my bedroom, not the view from my balcony.”
Desire ripples through my body as he gestures toward an open door. Inside, there is a massive king-size bed, with thick wood posts at each corner.
Brutus deftly strips off his shirt as he walks toward his bed, turning to stand next to it like a man knowing and proud of his youth and power. His confidence and swagger are sexy as fuck and my body is aching to be used and filled up by him.
“You look very much like a king,” I say, slowly running my fingers over my body as I walk closer to him. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Jacob moving along the wall, then settle into a chair by an armoire.
“I am king of my domain,” Brutus smiles, puffing out his musclebound chest. “And this king wants to see you naked and riding my royal cock,” he says, reaching down and grabbing his cock.
“As you wish, my lord,” I giggle, dropping into a mock curtsy in front of him.
“You need to be naked right now,” he says, his voice powerful and commanding.
Raising my eyes to his dark ones, I kick off my heels and then slowly shimmy out of my dress. My swollen breasts bounce up, my nipples so hard that they hurt.
“You like?” I ask, twirling around in front of him, while running my hands over my stomach, before holding my breasts up so that he can get a closer look at them.
“Fuck yeah I like what I see. You’re the sexiest mama I’ve ever seen!”
Brutus comes over to me and presses his body against mine. I knew this was all real the moment I stepped out of my dress, but feeling his hot, dark skin against mine makes me realize that we’ve past the point of being able to go back and leave tonight as an over-the-top (and highly inappropriate) flirtation.
Tonight, I’m going to break my marriage vows with a much younger stud!
Brutus undoes his pants and I gasp when I see his thick, hard cock bounce out and quiver in front of me.
“Oh my God,” I squeal, “that’s the biggest cock I’ve ever seen!”
Brutus chuckles and puffs out his chest, obviously proud of his beautiful cock. His eyes quickly cut over to where Jacob is sitting and I immediately feel the heat of a blush burn my cheeks. I’ve always been happy with Jacob and size of his cock, but even though I’m frustrated and angry with him, he normally is more than enough for me.
“And I’m going to show you exactly what I can do with this dick of mine,” Brutus says. “But first I want to taste you. Get on the bed.”
A shiver of excitement and nerves flutters through my body as I crawl up on his bed. I feel so exposed and not just because I’m naked. My relationship with Jacob is going in the direction that I never even imagined. I’m not sure what is going to be like when we get home tonight, but I am sure that the price of what happens tonight is worth it.
“Fuck, you’re sexy.” I look at Brutus and his eyes are roaming over my body. His big, strong hands push my knees apart so that I am fully and intimately on display for him.
Without any teasing, Brutus plunges two of his big fingers deep into me and starts stroking at my spot. He’s touching me perfectly and my body thrums with pleasure. I can’t wait for him to fuck me.
“You like that?” Brutus his face is inches from my pussy and I’m almost ready to come just from how excited I feel. He gives a long lick up my slit, then circles the tip of his tongue around my clit.
“Yes,” I groan, bearing my hips down to his mouth and arching my back as electric bolts of pleasure zip through every nerve ending of my body. “Give me more!”
Brutus lowers his mouth to my pussy again, this time sucking and licking me hard and fast. My body squirms and I ride his tongue, losing myself and how amazing he’s making my body feel. He works his fingers inside of me and it feels like I’m being brought to a fever pitch already. I know I’m going to come so hard that my milk is going to go spraying everywhere.
I move my hands up to my breasts and lightly running my fingertips over my tight and aching nipples. My boobs are so heavy with milk right now, that my need for release is painful. But I know it’s going to feel so good.
“Oops!” I giggle and moan as milk leaks from my nipples and slickly coats my fingers. I rub my milk over my breasts and down my stomach, before coating them in milk again and then rubbing my fingers over Brutus’ head and face.
Brutus pushes his head up into my fingers while his time licks and sucks at my clit, bringing me close to an orgasm. He moves his mouth and tongue from my throbbing clit to my fingers, and then sucks them dry. It is so hot and sexy to watch a man enjoy my milk that it makes me cream even more and want Brutus even more urgently.
“That is the sweetest, most delicious milk that I have ever tasted,” Brutus says, as he moves his strong, muscular body of over mine. I’m caged within his arms and underneath his body, and there’s nowhere else that I’d rather be, because I know he’s going to give me the release that I so desperately crave.
“You don’t know how happy it makes me to hear you say that,” I say, lifting my mouth up to meet his. Brutus kisses me hard and pushes his tongue deep into my mouth. It is so thrilling to taste myself on another man’s lips and tongue, the sweet taste of my milk mingling with the musky taste of my pussy. It’s like a total aphrodisiac.
“I want you on top,” Brutus demands. “I want to watch those magnificent tits of yours and I want to watch the milk pouring out of you.”
Without even glancing at my husband, I move my body so that I’m straddling Brutus. It feels so wicked and wild to be having sex with another man, especially while my husband is in the room and watching us. But Jacob is been silent as he watches us, so it makes me wonder what he really thinks. It would be one thing if he had gotten mad, but he hasn’t so it makes me wonder if he’s really okay with this.
“Hold on, mama,” Brutus says, placing his large, thick hands on my hips and trying to slow me down as I rub my pussy against his cock. He is so hard and so thick, and I am so ready to get fucked. My blood is roaring through my body, and my excitement is making me tremble.
“You have no idea how much I need to get fucked,” I gasp as I slide my pussy onto his massive cock and wiggle my hips as I find the most comfortable position so that I can start to fuck him. “Oh my God, you feel so good.”
“Jesus I love a mama that’s down to fuck.” Guttural sound comes out of Brutus’ mouth as I grind my pussy down the length of his hard cock. My pussy is tight around his cock, but I start bouncing my hips so that he rubs against my spot and so that I can stretch out and accommodate all of his dark, luscious cock.
“You like my boobs like this?” I reach up from both of my hands and hold my breasts together and run my thumbs over my nipples. Milk streams out of both of my boobs and I get turned on even more when I watch the look on Brutus’ face. He looks like a kid in a candy store and his mouth falls open in awe.
Brutus grabs my hips and stabilizes me as he sits up so that we’re chest to chest. I work my hips over him, moaning as I take his black cock deeper into my pussy. The hair on his chest tickles my nipples and I feel them clench, and then leak more milk out. I look down and see my pale milk dribbling down the dark skin of his incredibly muscular chest.
“Jacob, bro, I can’t believe you don’t like your wife like this! She is a fucking goddess of fertility. You gotta love that about women, about what their bodies do.”
I scream out in pleasure when Brutus wraps his thick lips over one of my nipples and then starts sucking it so hard that it hurts. But then it feels so good when he starts drinking my milk and relieving the pressure in my heavy tits. He moves his mouth to my other nipple, and my tits start pouring milk out of them, drenching both of us in the nectar of life that my body produces.
“Fuck, you taste so sweet and amazing, I could suck your tits and drink your milk all night long. I want to drink you dry.”
Hearing that flips a switch inside of me, and then I’m writing his cock harder and harder, my pussy fully stretched around his massive cock.
“Hold on, girl. I want to take my time fucking you but you keep rushing.”
“I can’t help myself,” I moan, feeling my orgasm race through my body and scream for release. I need to come right now more than I’ve needed anything in a long time. Brutus is making me feel sexy, making me feel desirable, making me feel like I’m amazing.
“Hold on, baby girl. We got all—”
My pussy clenches and spasms as I start to come. I work my hips faster and faster and hard, my body completely taking over as my orgasm breaks and milk starts spurting out of my tits, spraying Brutus and the entire bed.
“Holy fuck! You’re like a firehose!” Brutus exclaims, reaching up and pulling my body down so that my tit is gushing into his mouth. He claps his lips and teeth down on my nipple and sucks me so hard that my eyes roll back in my head from how devastatingly good it feels. As he drains my tits, it feels better than anything I’ve ever experienced before. It’s better than coming.
I look down at Brutus and my milk is covering his face and covering his chest, and it’s such a turn on that I need to keep fucking him.
“Shit that feels out of this world,” I moan and squirm more on his cock. I hold Brutus’ head as he moves from tit to tit, giving them each equal attention and drinking all of the milk that is coming out of me. I feel so insanely powerful and womanly, watching this big powerful man drink my milk.
“Goddamn, mama,” Brutus says, gasping for breath and looking up at me. “This is the most spectacular fuck I’ve ever had. I’m not going to last much longer.”
“Then let me milk you like you’ve milk to me,” I say, licking my lips. I slide off of his big cock, and then go and kneel on the floor. “Let me suck you like you sucked to me. I want you to come all over my face!”
Brutus gets up off of the bed in a flash, his massive, black cock bouncing in front of him. I open my mouth wide and take as much of him in my mouth as I possibly can. I can taste my pussy juice all over him and it tastes yummy. I’ve always loved tasting myself on another man.
Brutus holds my head, weaving his fingers through my hair, and then he starts fucking my face. I reach up and grab his balls, which are high and tight, and I can tell he’s about to come. I’m so excited to make him feel as good as he’s made me feel.
“Fuck!” Brutus yells, his voice raw and guttural as he pulls his dick out of my mouth and then starts pumping it with his hand, and then he’s spraying his seed all over my face and over my tits, and it’s mixing with my milk and I’m rubbing it all over my tits and my body, and I am so ready to get fucked again.
“That… was something else,” Jacob says.
I look over to Jacob, for the first time, not sure what his reaction is going to be. But he is staring at me with a look of awe on his face, like he’s just discovered something secret and wonderful.
“Your wife is amazing! You want to get in on some of this? Because I sure ain’t finished.”
Brutus licks his lips as he helps me up from the floor and squeezes my tits for more milk. I can’t even believe there’s milk still left inside of me.
“I wasn’t kidding when I said that I was going to drink you dry.” Brutus takes a long look at Jacob. “You want in on this? Or are you just going to sit and watch all night?”
“Yeah, I’m in.”
~~~




DANGEROUS CURVES

Chapter 1 – Meet the Rogers
“Are you almost ready, Eva?”
“Yes, Lucas.” I can’t hide the annoyance in my voice, though it’s directed at this stupid dress, not my husband. I don’t want to go out with his friends tonight, but for some reason he’s insisting. It’s as if he thinks this can qualify as a date night.
“You sure about that dress?” I turn and see Louis standing in the doorway, shaking his head as he watches me work to zip this stupid dress up.
“It’s the best dress that I have that’s clean,” I snap. “Sorry. I guess I’ve gained a couple pounds.”
“A couple more pounds,” Louis mutters, then comes to stand behind me. “Hold your breath.”
I hold a deep breath and Louis tries to zip up the dress. He sighs in exasperation. “This isn’t going to zip. Don’t you have any other dresses that fit?”
My husband would never say it to my face, but I know he doesn’t find me as attractive and desirable as when I was younger. Holding down an office job doesn’t lend itself to having an athletic and toned body – not when I have to go home and cook dinner and do all the household stuff. Where is the time to go to the gym, except maybe a yoga or pilates class on weekends? It’s hard not to resent my husband a little for this. He doesn’t look the same as when we married, but I find him just as desirable as when we married and I love him even more.
I don’t know what to do to turn things around. Sometimes I dream about sleeping with another man, preferably someone younger and muscular, to remind me of what it was like when I was younger. But I don’t know if I could really do it. Of course, it sounds good in theory, but in reality? I don’t know if I’m that brave. Even though our marriage needs work, I’m not ready to throw it away.
I want to cry, but I’ve already done my makeup.
“What about that black dress?” He finally asks. “With the long sleeves? You like that dress.”
It’s true. I love that dress. But it’s stretchy and I’m skeptical of how it will look across my stomach.
“You’re right.” I sigh and Louis unzips the dress. “I probably wouldn’t have been able to breath in this dress, anyway.”
I suck in my stomach as I switch dresses. You wouldn’t think it’s necessary, in front of my husband, but I still do it. I haven’t felt comfortable in front of him in at least a few years.
“There,” Louis says. “You look good.” His voice is unenthusiastic.
The reflection in the mirror is, not bad, but it’s a little less than okay. The dress does, indeed, fit and feel comfortable, but it stretches across my boobs and stomach more than I’d like.
I grab a silk scarf and wrap it around my shoulders, letting the edges drape across my chest in what I hope is an artful way. It doesn’t quite hide the tightness, but at least it masks it a little. I really need to try that diet again, I think. Next week…
We make it through dinner and I’m glad the restaurant isn’t one of those overly bright ones. I make sure I sit close to a wall, so that my stomach is hidden when I sit down, because this dress I love? It’s not the most forgiving when it fits best when you’re a good twenty pounds lighter. I know I should just go and buy a few dresses, but I keep telling myself that I’ll lose the extra weight – and why spend the money on clothes I won’t wear for very long?
At home, I gratefully slip out of my dress and into my pajamas, then go curl up on the couch with Louis and watch television for a while.
“Hey, Louis,” I ask, touching his arm and letting my hand linger. “Come to bed?” Not unusually, I’m horny as hell. It’s been months since we had sex and I’m alternately hungry for sex or feeling like my body is numb to sexual desire.
“Maybe in a bit,” he says, not even looking up at me. I bite my lip in frustration and I can already feel tears pricking at the corners of my eyes.
I get up and head to our bedroom, feeling sad and rejected. It hurts that he doesn’t find me as sexy as he did even a few years ago, but wasn’t our marriage based on more than physical appearances? It was for me, that’s for sure! Every time I’ve tried to talk to him, he’s either told me I’m overreacting and that this downswing in our sex life is normal, or I just chicken out entirely.
Chapter 2 – Vacation Planning
“And so I dumped his sorry ass. Can you imagine? The nerve of him, thinking I’d move to rural Montana for him!” Marisa is yelling across the table at me. This bar she chose is great for drinks, but not so great for having an actual conversation.
Marisa is telling me about her latest boyfriend, though I’m not sure she’d actually call him that. They met online and he came here to Chicago to visit her a few times. She’s a fiery woman and most men can’t keep up with her for very long. Sometimes I feel like I can’t keep up with her. This guy apparently had some fantasy of her moving to Montana and becoming a rancher’s wife. Even I can see how ludicrous that is – she wants nothing to do with the great outdoors. She’ll live in the middle of the city until the day she dies.
“I know some nice men, Marisa. Let me set you up.” I already know her reaction to this, but I still say it, just to wind her up. She thinks the friends Louis and I have are mostly dull and dreadful. Sometimes I agree with her, but…married life is married life. Life is just different. But Marisa is holding out for a man that will not lead to a dull marriage and I can’t say I blame her, especially since she looks at my marriage as exactly what she doesn’t want for herself.
“One day,” Marisa says, smiling and shaking her head. “One day, Eva, you’ll stop making that sick, sick joke of yours. Khakis and polo shirts? Please.” She drawls the S in please into at least five syllables. “Look at me. Do you think I belong at the country club, wearing pastels and drinking plain iced tea?”
“And one day,” I tell Marisa, “you’ll really fall in love and understand.” Though I laugh as I say this. Marisa needs someone as dynamic and ambitious as she is, which is apparently incredibly difficult to find – especially when you’re in your mid-thirties.
Marisa doesn’t even try to hide how much she rolls her eyes.
“Laugh it up,” she says, scowling at me, though I can see the hint of a smile on her lips. More seriously, she says, “And it’s good to hear you laugh. You haven’t laughed like this in a while. I miss that about you.”
Regardless of what Louis thinks of Marisa, she’s incredibly perceptive and supportive as a friend. She was my college roommate and we created an unbreakable bond during those four years and she’s hands-down my best friend. Much to my husband’s chagrin. I smile warmly at her.
“Thanks. It’s been hard.” I can feel tears pricking the sides of my eyes, but I tense up and make an effort not to get weepy. “Work’s been hard and I’ve gained some weight…”
“But you look amazing! You’re just…curvy and sexy.”
At that, I can’t help but wipe my eyes. I haven’t been complimented like this in…I stop trying to remember, because I feel like I’ll really lose it if I do.
“Oh, sweetie,” Marisa says, coming over to my side of the table. After giving me a big hug, she tilts my face up. “You know you’re beautiful, right? You are absolutely gorgeous and perfect!”
I wipe my nose with my cocktail napkin. “Thanks. But,” I pause. Do I tell her? She dislikes Louis as much as he dislikes her. Finally, I brace myself and blurt it out. “Louis doesn’t think so.”
“That fucking bastard. Is that why you’ve been so down lately?” Marisa pulls her chair over and sits closer to me, leaning in so I don’t have to yell.
“A little,” I say. When I see the look in her eyes, telling me to be honest and that she doesn’t quite believe ‘a little’, I confess. “Well okay. A lot. We haven’t had sex in months. I’ve actually seen him grimace when he sees me get out of the shower.”
“I’m going to…”
“No,” I say, reaching out and touching her hand. “I’ll work it out. We’ll work it out. I just don’t know how yet. We said ‘for better or for worse.’”
“Well he’s sure behaving for worse, that’s for sure. Eva, sweetie, you deserve so much better than to be treated like that. There are men that would kill to be with you!”
A half-laugh escapes my mouth and I look away. I totally don’t believe her. It’s kind of her to be supportive this way, but who would want someone with a body like mine? If I’m honest, sometimes I grimace when I see myself naked. You always think you’ll keep the body you have in your early twenties, but that is soooo not the case.
“I’m not kidding!” Marisa almost yells. There is anger in her voice and I love her for it. I wish I could be angry, but I’ve just been sad and frustrated. I can’t even describe the level of hurt when the man who said he’d love you forever starts slightly pulling away from your touch or telling you that you don’t look as good as you used to, like it’s an obligation to always look the way you did when you first met.
“I know,” I say eventually. “And I love you for it. It’ll get better. I know it will.”
Marisa looks at me skeptically and I don’t blame her. I know I’m trying to convince myself of this, just as much as convince her not to go after my husband with a baseball bat. And I know she has a baseball bat in the trunk of her car.
“Do you think going on a sexy vacation would help?”
“What do you mean?” I ask. Something like a vacation away somewhere hasn’t even crossed my mind. Maybe we need space to talk and just be together?
“Well...”
When Marisa drawls that word and I see the twinkle in her eye, I know she has something that will make me blush. It excites and terrifies me.
“Oh go on, tell me!” I demand, after she just sits there, smiling at having thrown the bait out to me.
“Well, there’s this resort. Remember that trip I went on with Mike? That contract lawyer I dated?”
“The one who…” I can’t even say it.
“Yeah, that one.”
Mike was a short-lived fling. Rich, but weirdly kinky in the bedroom. Marisa is pretty open about sex, but when he…well let’s just say that Marisa discovered there are some things that she won’t try even once.
“Anyway, the resort is in Jamaica.”
“Oooh, that sounds nice. Especially with the weather we’re having.”
“Exactly. But this resort,” Marisa pauses and smiles more, “it’s a resort for swingers.”
“What?!” I nearly spit out my drink. “We’re not like that!”
Marisa holds up her hands. “I know, I know. But hear me out.”
“No, Marisa, come on. That’s just…I don’t even know what to say to that.” I don’t know what to think, Marisa suggesting something like this. Doesn’t she know me better? Is she trying to break up my marriage? I know she doesn’t like Louis, but really?
“What? Are you saying I make bad decisions?” The color in Marisa’s cheeks rises.
“No, no, not at all,” I say quickly, the last thing I want is a fight with my closest friend. “I didn’t mean any offense to you, you know that. I just mean, that’s not how I am, what my marriage with Louis is like.”
Marisa sits back in her chair. “Well, maybe it should be,” she says emphatically, crossing her arms across her chest. I think it could help your marriage.”
I laugh. “I’d be willing to try anything.”
It makes me pause how quickly I say I’ll try this crazy plan of Marisa’s. Am I really that desperate? I realize that I am, that I miss sexual intimacy and release so much, I really would try anything to capture that again with Louis. Despite his faults, I really do love him.
“The men are incredibly hot. Black men built like you can’t even imagine. Their accents had me wet the whole time I was there. My boyfriend didn’t know what hit him – especially when I suggested he watch me with one of the local guys!”
“Oh my god! What was his reaction?”
“He thought he’d died and gone to heaven! And the sex we had afterwards? It was mind-blowingly out of this world. I can’t even describe it without getting horny.”
“But I don’t want to cheat on my husband.” I end up bending my drink straw out of shape, because I can’t keep my hands still. It feels wickedly wrong that I’m even considering what Marisa is suggesting!
“It’s not cheating if he says it’s okay. He wasn’t always so fuddy duddy, was he? You guys used to have fun, right?”
“Yeah, but not like that.”
“Well, why not give it a shot. You don’t have to sleep with someone else, but at least it you would have the chance, and you would also have a great vacation. It’s a beautiful place. And those men would absolutely love you. They really do worship women with curves and a little softness. They would treat you like the goddess that you are.”
I laugh again, feeling tipsy on my cocktails. “You really are a bad influence, you know? Louis is right.”
“Damn skippy I’m a bad influence. And you’re going to thank me when you come back from your vacation,” Marisa says, winking at me and motioning to the waiter for another round of drinks. There’s no way we’re going to not have headaches in the morning…
I cringe when my office phone rings and I reach out like lightning to turn down the volume. Of course, I’m at work and nursing a hangover. Why can’t we go out on weekends, like normal friends? I ask myself as I open a bottle of water and down some aspirin. Oh that’s right, I’m married and she has dates on the weekends.
“Yes, Sally?”
“Hi Eva. Marisa is here to see you.”
“Alright I’ll be out in a minute,” I say, putting down the phone. I take another drink from my bottle of water and debate whether or not I want to take another aspirin for my headache.
When I exit the elevator into reception, Marisa is looking fabulous and dressed to kill. She works in advertising and can get away with the bright colors and funky short dress she’s wearing. In my office, she looks like a hothouse flower ready to explode.
“Hey there,” I say, going to her and giving her a big hug. “What’s up? And talk quietly – my head is throbbing from last night.”
“I only have a minute – I’m supposed to be delivering these designs to a client a few blocks over. I volunteered, so I could stop by to see you and give you this.” She thrusts a pamphlet into my hand.
“What?”
Marisa grabs me in a big hug and whispers in my ear. “Read it in private. And tell me if you don’t start changing your mind…”
“You are terrible,” I say, though I’m smiling.
“But I’m the best kind of terrible. And it’s one of the reasons you love me. Call me later!” Marisa says, then disappears in a flash.
Back in my office, I look at the pamphlet. It’s all blue skies and perfect beach and swank resort photos. It looks gorgeous and perfect. When I pull up the website, I’m sold before I even see all the pictures. And hot damn but Marisa was right about the Jamaican men. The men are dark and dreamy and have the bodies of professional athletes. Just looking at the pictures has me twinging in places that haven’t been twinging in a long time.
But how can I convince Louis to go here? Maybe just say it’s a resort and hope he doesn’t figure out it’s for swingers? It’s not like “Swingers’ Resort!” is plastered on the pamphlet. I guess it’s one of those things you just know.
This resort seems like more than a perfect dream of a place for a vacation. But could I step out of my marriage, with Louis’s permission of course, and sleep with another man? Could I really do it? I don’t know, but it sure is tempting and Marisa wasn’t kidding when she said Jamaican men are unbelievably sexy. I’m more turned on from looking at these pictures than I have been in months.
I wait until Saturday morning to mention my vacation plan to Louis.
“You’re in a good mood,” Louis says. There’s a look of amusement in his eyes.
“I am in a good mood,” I say, stopping to kiss him as I take our breakfast dishes to the sink. I made his favorite breakfast this morning, to help ensure he’s in a receptive mood. “I’ve been doing some vacation research.”
“Yeah? I thought maybe we’d stay around here. I’ve got some projects I’d like to work on and you’ve been on me to clean out the garage.”
“Nope!” I can’t stop smiling as I sit back down. “I’ve already chosen and I won’t take no for an answer. This is where I want to go – someplace different.” I pull the Couplez brochure from the pocket of my skirt and slide it across the table.
A smile quirks Louis’s mouth and I can see that he’s at least open to the idea of a holiday in Jamaica. We haven’t gone on a beach vacation since right after we were married.
“Where’d you get this idea? This looks like it could be fun.”
“Oh, one of my girlfriends mentioned it,” I say, intentionally being vague. Louis doesn’t like Marisa and has gone as far as to call Marisa a bad influence on me. To be fair, Marisa isn’t a fan of Louis. She thinks he’s too traditional. Louis thinks she tries to stir up trouble between us, as if she’s trying to break up our marriage. She’s also outspoken and bold, and wishes I was more so. I’ve always been a bit timid and reserved. Louis doesn’t like being challenged by women – he’s a bit traditional, a ‘man is the head of the household’ kind of guy. It doesn’t bother me a bit, but Marisa is far from traditional. Louis would blow a gasket if he knew that Marisa planted the idea in my head that I should sleep with another man. Marisa’s been to Couplez before and said it was out-of-this-world amazing. In fact, I think she described it as her best vacation, ever.
“And it’s not even that expensive, when you think about it,” I say, guiding the conversation back to Couplez. If he has even the slightest idea this was Marisa’s idea, then he will automatically reject it – and after seeing everything (and all the men!) online, I’m dead set on going. I won’t take no for an answer.
“Really? I thought resorts were always expensive.”
“It’s actually less expensive than we went to Hawaii that year.”
“Huh.”
“Come on, doesn’t it sound fun? The beach, the sun, cocktails on the beach, snorkeling? It would be such a nice change of pace from this dreary weather.”
Louis smiles and it’s obvious he’s caught up in my enthusiasm. “Sure, why not? It’ll be a nice change of pace.”
“Thank you so much, Louis!” I say, rushing over and kissing him. “I’ll go book it now.”
“It’s great to see you happy like this,” Louis says, kissing me back with more passion than in months. “You’re really glowing!”
Well, if you knew what I was fantasizing about…
“Come here,” Louis says, pulling me down onto his lap like he used to when we were dating. He gives me a kiss and it feels like windows inside me are starting to creak open and let some sunshine in. I turn myself and straddle his lap, holding him tightly and kissing him back with enthusiasm. I’ve missed this!
“Hmm. Look who’s frisky today. We should talk about beach vacations more often,” Louis says. “Let’s go back to bed.”
I nearly jump out of my skin with happiness! Maybe he just needed to see me in a good mood?
We fumble our way to the bedroom, pulling clothes off each other like teenagers.
“No, you don’t need to turn on the light,” Louis says, catching my hand before it touches the switch.
Oh.
We finishing undressing quickly and Louis pushes me down on the bed, climbing over me and pushing my legs apart with his knees.
“Oh god, yes,” I say, feeling ready to explode just from Louis kissing and sucking my breasts. He once made me come just from sucking my breasts.
But before it goes that far, Louis slides into me and fucks me fast and hard. I can barely catch my breath. And then with a few grunts from Louis, he comes and collapses on top of me.
“That was great,” Louis says, rolling off me, smiling and sweaty. I didn’t come, but I’m still happy. This is the first time we’ve had sex in months, so that feels like at least a step in the direction I want us to go in. I just feel so happy to be touched. It’s not that big a deal, right?
“It was,” I agree, snuggling in to him.
“I’m going to get cleaned up,” he says, wiggling away from me and walking to the shower.
I sigh, the moment completely broken.
“Okay. I’ll get ready when you’re done,” I say, then roll over in bed and hold a pillow tight to me.
It will be better on vacation, right?
Right?
Chapter 3 – Welcome to Paradise
“This place is amazing!” I cry out and hold onto my sun hat. We’ve just arrived in Jamaica and Louis insisted on renting a Jeep for exploring the island. It’s fun, though a bit jarring. It feels like every bit of me is jiggling. He took a wrong turn somewhere, though he’d never admit it, and now he’s driving like he’s playing a video game and we’re bouncing down a dirt track.
By the time we find our bearings and make it to the resort, my cheeks are pink from sun and my hair is a mess, since I lost my hat somewhere along the way. My muscles and body are also sore, but Louis is so hyped on adrenaline that I don’t tell him how uncomfortable the ride became for me.
Louis gives the bellboy a tip, then turns to walk through our studio suite. It’s gorgeous. There is a nook with a king-size bed in it, with a living room-style seating area in front of it, with glass doors leading to the beach. The room is done up in creams and reds, and it looks luxurious and sumptuous. On the table by the sofa, there is a huge basket of fresh flowers. This is such a nice treat!
“Well I’m going to change and go out to the beach,” I say, putting my suitcase on the bed and searching for my swimsuit. I know my stomach is a little soft right now, but one of the swimsuits I brought is a bikini. It’s cut a little higher than other bikinis, but I like it. Also, it still fits me and I think it looks flattering, and it makes my boobs looks amazing.
When I come out of the bathroom, Louis looks at me. I can see him raise his eyebrows slightly. I’m grateful when he doesn’t say anything.
“Put some lotion on my back?” I ask and hand him the bottle. It would really suck to get sunburnt the day we arrive, and have to stay in the shade the rest of the trip. I want to spend as much time on the beach as possible. And hopefully in the bedroom, too…
“Are you going to come out?”
“Maybe in a bit. I’m going to walk around and check out the resort.”
Louis gives me a peck on the cheek and I walk out onto the beach.  How awesome is this! It’s a private beach and there are lounge chairs under those grass-umbrella things. I walk over and plop down on a lounge chair and close my eyes. The heat and humidity feel amazing, especially after the cold weather back home. It feels like I’m starting to relax a little, just by being warm again.
“Miss, would you like a drink,” a lilting voice asks. I open my eyes and see one of the most handsome men I’ve ever seen in person.
“Um, yes. Sure.” I stammer. The waiter does a bad job of hiding that he’s looking over my body, but when I see how he’s smiling and appreciative, it makes me less tense. Maybe Marisa was right about the men here appreciating women with a little meat on their bones.
“And what would you like?” Um, more of that smile of yours? To touch your chest?
“Uh, I don’t know. What do you recommend?”
“The rum punch, it is very good,” he says.
“Sure, that sounds good. I’ll have one of those. Thanks!”
When I taste the rum punch, I realize how easy it would be to become addicted to them. It’s fruity and sweet, with a rum kick. I will definitely be drinking a lot of these while I’m here.
It’s a while before Louis returns, and I spend the time reading my book, just watching the water, and drinking rum punches. The waiter keeps popping up with them, which makes me think he’s watching me stealthily. While normally this would creep me out, there’s something about it that makes him seem attentive – and god knows I need some attentive in my life!
“Oh, you’re still here?” Louis says, sitting in the lounger next to me.
“Of course,” I say, feeling confused. “Why wouldn’t I be?”
“Don’t you want to explore?”
“Right now? No. I’ve found they make delicious cocktails and I’m enjoying the beach. I was just thinking of going swimming. Want to join me?”
“Sure,” he says and pulls off his shirt.
Even with a little bit of a stomach, he still takes my breath away. I just wish I still took his breath away.
By the time the evening rolls around, my skin is a little pink, despite all the sunblock I’ve been using. We head to dinner in the resort.
Knowing that this is a resort for swingers, I watch everyone carefully. I have to admit, the more I think about it, the more appealing it seems. Why not have a little extra something sometimes? Especially if Louis is okay with it? I’m already feeling better about myself than I have since I gained weight, just from the looks of the men around the resort. I don’t feel dumpy anymore, I feel desirable, sexy. I feel wanted.
I watch other women and notice the lingering looks and the lingering touches, as they talk to men who clearly aren’t their husbands. Sometimes, they flirt with men who are surely staying at the resort, some flirt with men who work here. It’s like watching a documentary and it’s fascinating.
“You’re sure quiet tonight,” Louis says. Halfway through dinner. “You feeling okay? Did you get too much sun?”
“No, I’m fine. It’s just gorgeous here. I’m just taking it all in.” I say, looking at him and smiling. “Thanks for agreeing to this vacation! I know it’s not what you had planned, but it’s…”
“Yeah, it’s definitely better than staying at home,” he says. “It was a good idea.”
I smile. It feels like ages since he’s really complimented me.
“Thanks, Louis,” I say, then lean over and give him a big kiss. “Do you want to go for a walk on the beach tonight? After dinner?”
“Sure, sounds good,” he says.
There’s some kind of salsa class a bit later on, but neither Louis nor I dance, so I don’t even suggest it. I wouldn’t mind trying, but I want to keep things as happy as possible. Especially if I eventually get up the nerve to tell him I want to sleep with one of these gorgeous men I’ve been seeing around.
Walking along the beach in Jamaica is about as romantic and perfect as you can imagine. The air is still warm from the day, but a cool breeze blows in from the water; because it’s a private beach, it’s quiet and we feel like we’re the only ones out; and the thing we hear most is each other’s laughter and the sound of the tide swishing in and out.
It feels like something that was tight between us is unwinding, even if just a little bit.
“I’ve missed this,” I say, reaching out and grabbing his hand as we walk through the surf.
“What do you mean?”
“Us. Laughing together.” I say, squeezing his hand. “It feels like things have been, I don’t know. Tense?”
“You know it’s been busy at work,” Louis says. He’s still holding my hand, but I can feel his body tense and his voice tighten.
“I wasn’t criticizing!” I say quickly. “I know work has been stressful for you. It’s just good to be away from everything. For it to be just us.”
Louis stops walking and when I look at him, he’s smiling at me and I can see the love in his eyes. My heart thumps and butterflies invade my stomach. My husband. My husband is back. I smile at him, feeling happier than I have in a long time. When he leans forward and gives me a long kiss, I send up a million thank yous to Marisa. Even if I don’t fulfill the dream she has for me, at least being here is helping to rebuild my relationship with my husband. And right now, there is nothing more that I want in the world.
Chapter 4 – Excursion Surprise
By the time we’ve been in Jamaica a few days, I’m totally less self-conscious about my body. Louis has been paying more attention to me than in a long time, though it’s obvious he’s still not okay with the way my body looks right now.
“Don’t you want to put on a shirt?” Louis asks. I’m standing by the door and ready to go, wearing my bikini and a pair of shorts. We’re on our way to go snorkeling.
“Why? I’m only going to take it off as soon as we get on the boat.”
“Well,” Louis drops his eyes to my stomach.
“You know,” I say, clenching my jaw and fighting back tears. “It would be nice if you didn’t act like I looked like a piece of trash.”
“That’s not what I meant,” Louis says, taking a step back from me and backpedaling quickly. He must not know what’s hit him, since I rarely ever say anything back to him. I usually just sit back, bite my tongue, and absorb whatever he dishes out to me.
“Well, then please,” I say, my voice wavering and rising, “please tell me what you meant that wasn’t going to hurt my feelings.”
Louis takes a long look at me and steps back even further. “I… I’m sorry.”
“It’s a little late for sorry,” I snap back. I start gathering my things quickly and shoving them into my bag. “Fuck you for making me feel like shit all the time.”
I can hear Louis starting to say something, but I’m already through the sliding doors and storming down the beach. His shitty attitude is just too much. I’m tired of staying in and moping when he puts me down like this, so I’m going to snorkeling – and part of me hopes that he doesn’t show up. It’s a gorgeous day and I’m not going to waste it by feeling sorry for myself.
It takes a little longer than I expect for me to get to the launch for the snorkeling trip, but I make it there with plenty of time. I’ve walked off most of my anger and upset, and I’m more than ready for some fun. There are already a crowd of people in front of the boat launch, all laughing and clearly having a good time. I stop for a moment, mentally try to shake the fight with Louis from my mind, then walk over to the group.
“You here for da snorkeling?” A voice says as I approach the group. As I turn towards the speaker, I am dumbstruck. This man, he is more than what Marisa promised and more than any other man I’ve seen here. He’s a little taller than I am, he has dreadlocks past his shoulders, and his body is rippling with muscles. Also, he’s not wearing a shirt and he’s a little sweaty. Oh, fuck, he’s sexy.
“Um, yeah,” I mumble, biting my lip and trying not to gasp audibly.
“Then please, follow me and we’ll make sure you’re signed up.”
“Okay,” I say, then follow him to a little shack. There’s a sign in sheet and I point my name out.
“It’s just you?” He asks, looking confused and checking his sheet again. “It says here it is you and another.”
Feeling flustered, I blurt out, “He’s not coming. Sick,” I lie and wishing on everything that he doesn’t try and come after me and go on this trip, too. I’m starting to calm down a little now, but I definitely don’t want to see Louis yet. The wound of what he said and me yelling at him is still too raw.
“Ahh, that is unfortunate. Maybe he comes another day.”
“Maybe,” I say. It’s awkward looking at this sexy man and wanting to touch him, but at the same time talk about my husband.
“My name is Amani, and I’m taking you out today.”
“Eva,” I say, then giggle. Of course, he knows my name, since I just pointed it out on the list.
The sound of Amani’s is rich and comforting, and I feel something inside me unwind just a little. I can have fun today. It’s okay.
“Let’s join the others,” Amani says, gesturing for me to return to the beach.
The rest of the group is mostly a bunch of couples, but there are a couple of other women on their own, too. We pile onto the boat and head out, listening while Amani and his partner give us safety instructions and a general overview of what to expect for the day.
Out on the water, it’s amazing. There are pretty blue skies overhead and clear blue-green water below us.
“I can’t get over how clear the water is,” a woman named Sheila says.
“I know, right?” I’m still astounded at the sheer beauty of this place. It’s so different from home! It’s hard not to daydream about living in a hammock on the beach and getting to enjoy everything here on a permanent basis. But I bet Louis wouldn’t like the life of a beach bum. Louis.
The moment my heart starts to sink, as I think of Louis, I feel a hand on my back.
“Eva,” Amani is asking, a broad smile on his handsome face, “would you like to go out?”
I blush for a moment, before quickly realizing I must be misunderstanding him.
“In the water? Yes!” I say. Snorkeling was my idea and I’ve been looking forward to doing this for weeks.
“Your enthusiasm!” He says, chuckling. “Now sit. I will help you with the flippers.”
I do as he asks, holding my feet towards him. I’m so nervous that he’s going to look up and see my thighs and be disgusted, but it’s not like that. He gently takes one of my feet and slides the flipper on.
“Oh!” I say. Amani has slipped the first flipper on, which honestly I think I could have just stepped into just fine, but he’s continuing to hold my foot with one hand and rubbing the back of my ankle with his other. It feels intimate and it makes me feel sexy, from just this little touch.
I look up at Amani, he’s watching me and looking thoughtful. When I smile at him, his face lights up and the smile he gives me hits me hard.
I want to fuck Amani.
He slides the second flipper onto my other foot, this time lightly massaging the back of my calf for a brief moment. I watch him the entire time and I can feel myself vibrate in a way that I haven’t really vibrated in far too long. And the sight of him kneeling in front of me, I have to bite my lip. I want him between my legs, when I’m naked.
Standing up, he gestures for me to do the same and hands me a snorkeling mask. I slide it on my head and he comes up in front of me and adjusts the strap.
“You are very beautiful, sweet Eva,” he says, then lightly traces the side of my face and touches my shoulder.
I feel like I’m about to come, just from listening to his lilting voice and the subtle teasing and intimacy of his touches.
“And you’re ready. Just dive in and remember what we showed you earlier.”
Oh, I’m ready to dive in, alright.
I smile at Amani and jump into the water. The rest of the group jumps in and then we all swim around and snorkel. The fish are brightly colored and indescribably gorgeous. Being in the water feels natural, and by the time they’re calling us back because it’s lunchtime and they want to take us to another location, I don’t want to leave the water.
“You are like a mermaid in the water,” Amani says, handing me a towel and letting his touch linger on my hand. God, I am so wet! And not from the Caribbean…
I smile and join the rest of the group as we eat our lunch.
Amani and his partner take us to a few more snorkeling locations, each one more beautiful than the last. If I could choose, I would do nothing but this for the rest of the vacation – float around on a boat, with Amani (and no one else!), and just spend as much time in the water as possible. Well, that and time with Amani between my legs! It feels so naughty and decadent to be thinking about him like this. Is it cheating to fantasize like this?
By the time we get back to land, I’m a little sunburned and my cheeks are sore from laughing. Sheila’s boyfriend Gerry, is a riot. He spent the afternoon, when we were on the boat, telling us one wild story after another. I really hope I see them again before we go home!
This snorkeling trip has been so much better than I ever imagined! Part of me wishes Louis had come, because he would have enjoyed it; though part of me is glad that he didn’t come, so I could enjoy this without any tension between us.
The group of us walk back to the resort, laughing and exclaiming about everything we’ve seen. I definitely want to go out again, and Amani said he would make room for me.
We all say goodbye at the resort and I turn towards our suite. When I get to our door, I pause before going in. Will he be here? Is he mad?
I take a deep breath and open the door. The room is empty. I don’t know whether to be happy or sad that Louis isn’t here.
I’m starving and ready for dinner, so I take a quick shower to wash the ocean off of me, then slip into a red sundress I bought just for this vacation. With the tan I’ve started to develop, it looks wonderful against my skin and I feel sexy.
I’ve gone for dinner in the main restaurant. Hope to see you there. ~E
I leave the note on the table by the front door, so that Louis can see it when he comes in.
“Table for one?” The host asks, looking at me quizzically. Louis and I have eaten here most of the nights we’ve been at the resort, so the host easily recognizes that it’s unusual for me to be alone.
“Um. Maybe two?” I say, feeling ashamed. I should know where my husband is, right? I start to feel guilty, but then stop myself. You’re not the one who treated you badly earlier, and started a fight. You’re not to blame.
“How is it you are eating alone tonight?”
I shiver as I hear Amani behind me. I turn to look at him and he places his hand on my arm. His touch is like a flame searing my skin…and I want to be consumed by his flame.
“Oh, you know,” I say evasively. I smile up at Amani. Each time I see him, I feel more and more at ease. It’s obvious he’s attracted to me (he certainly didn’t spend as much time with anyone else on the snorkeling trip!) and his attention is making me feel sexy again, for the first time in ages. “Are you having dinner here, too?”
“I was planning to have a drink at the bar. But if that is an invitation…” There is a twinkle in his eyes and it makes me feel bold.
“I would love to have dinner with you,” I say quickly, before I can think about it too much and talk myself out of it. If Louis is going to sulk or be in a mood, I’m going to enjoy myself and have a nice meal and flirt with Amani. This vacation is about relaxing and having fun, and I’m determined to do just that.
Amani nods his head in a mock-formal way. “I will be honored to join you. A beautiful woman should never eat alone.”
The maître d’ leads us across the dining room and I can feel the eyes of other diners on me. I’m already starting to feel more confident about myself and how I look, and I love how I look in this red dress. I catch the glances of a couple of women and the looks in their eyes are either encouragement or envy. I can’t help but smile brightly when I see Sheila and she mouths to me, “You go girl!”
We order drinks and food, and he tells me about his family and what it’s like to live in Jamaica, and I tell him about my work and friends. We do not discuss my marriage at all. I had thought it would be awkward to be with Amani in private, but the conversation flows naturally and he’s much more open about flirting with me. I find myself preening in front of him and flirting back – touching his hand or his arm, batting my eyelashes at him, touching my hair. I love how I feel when I’m with him.
“You are so beautiful, Eva. I would never make you eat dinner alone, if I were your husband,” Amani says, in a moment of seriousness. We’ve finished eating and are having another cocktail together. I’m a little buzzed and I’m having the funnest time out since that night out with Marisa.
Flustered, I say, “Oh, it will pass.” I realize I’m trying to convince myself as much as I’m trying to convince Amani. I haven’t thought of Louis since I saw Amani, which makes me feel a little guilty. Though, after the way he’s been treating me, I realize I shouldn’t feel guilty at all. It’s not like I’ve done something wrong or been the one to treat him badly.
“If you approve, I would like to stay with you tonight; show you how I would make you feel if you were my woman.”
His hand is on mine as he says this and I don’t move it. I want so badly to sleep with him, but I don’t want to outright cheat on Louis. That’s not my style and something I just can’t bring myself to do. But it’s so tempting!
“Maybe,” I say, lowering my head and being evasive.
God, the thought of his head between my legs? I’m wet already and pressing my thighs together.
Amani presses his hand more firmly against mine and starts caressing it. My resolve is weakening so much!
“Ah, here you are,” I hear Louis say. I realize I have not been aware of anyone else other than Amani since we were seated. I start to slide my hand away from Amani’s, but his grip on me is firm, like it is an overt challenge to Louis.
“I take it you’ve already eaten?” Louis says, pulling out a chair and sitting down.
This is awkward.
“Um, yes,” I say, finally sliding my hand out from under Amani’s. “I had no idea where you were or how to contact you.”
“I see,” Louis says. His eyes are slightly narrowed and it’s clear he’s still in a mood. I don’t challenge him that often and it always makes him super defensive when I do.
“Ah, I will leave you two to talk,” Amani says smoothly, rising from his seat. He leans over to kiss me on the cheek and he whispers in my ear. “I will be at the bar on the beach. I want to show you how beautiful you are. I want to watch your face as you come.”
My cheeks flush crimson. It’s so naughty and taboo that he’s saying this to me, when my husband is a foot away!
“I’ll keep that in mind,” I say, then smile up at him. God he’s gorgeous. I long to see his dark body over mine and touch that chest of his.
“Good evening,” Amani says to Louis, then turns and walks away.
I look at Louis and he has a look of disbelief on his face.
“And what is all that? And who the hell is that?” He hisses at me. For all his faults, Louis is not one to make a scene in public and I’m very thankful about that.
“That’s Amani. He led the snorkeling trip this afternoon. Since you weren’t here, he joined me for dinner.”
“Oh, so you planned this?”
“No, not at all. I was prepared to be the lone single diner in this restaurant. We just ran into each other while I was waiting to be seated.” I sit up straighter in my chair. I may be a little buzzed on cocktails, but I’m not going to back down from this argument. I’m tired of backing down to Louis.
Louis looks at my dress. “Isn’t that a bit…revealing?”
“So what if it is? Just because you don’t like my body doesn’t mean I have to hate it or that everyone else hates it!”
“So this, this Aman, he— “
“His name is Amani.”
“Excuse me. Amani. This Amani likes your body?” There is a tinge of disgust in his voice and I just want to smack him.
“Actually, he does. He finds me incredibly sexy. He even wants to sleep with me tonight.”
Louis sits back in shock.
“Do you want to?” He finally asks.
“Actually, I do. It would be refreshing to sleep with someone who finds me beautiful. It feels like ages since I’ve felt sexy or desirable, since a man told me he wanted to watch me come, to even make me come.” This is a mean thing to say and it’s out of my mouth before I can stop it. As upset and made as I am, I don’t want to become the kind of wife who insults her husband in such a personal way.
“Then fine, go ahead!” Louis snaps, his face turning red in anger.
I grab the napkin from my lap and toss it on the table.
“I will then.” I turn and walk away from the table, leaving Louis sitting there and watching me leave. When I reach the maître d’, I say, “Please put this on room…” But he cuts me off before I finish.
“Your bill has already been settled, Mrs. Rogers.”
“Ah,” I say, momentarily flustered. “Thank you.”
I leave the restaurant and stop by the suite quickly to change out of my heels and put on a pair of flat sandals and grab the sarong I bought yesterday, to use as a shawl. I’m not sure if I really will take Amani up on his offer, but I’m going to walk along the beach to clear my head.
I wrap my sarong around my shoulders like a shawl and exit our suite through the French doors that lead to the beach. Not for the first time on this trip, I fantasize about how nice it would be to live here. All the sunshine. Fresh fish to eat. The beach. Men like Amani…
Amani.
I’m not sure what to do at all. I want to sleep with him more than anything. It’s been so long since I’ve felt so sexy and desired!
On the beach, I walk along the shoreline and let the soft waves tickle over my feet as I think about everything. Do I still love Louis? Yes. Or at least I think so. As long as he hasn’t become bitter and permanently angry, I feel like we can work things out. I’m just as guilty of not starting the hard conversation that we need to have.
I let my thoughts tumble through my mind, but I can’t figure out what to do next. I’m aching to go find Amani, though I doubt Louis seriously meant he’s okay with me sleeping with Amani. Or at least I don’t think he was serious.
But what if he was?
There are footsteps behind me, but I ignore them. There are several other people around on the beach.
“Hey,” Louis says, catching up with me.
I look at him, unsure of what to say. I pull my sarong more tightly over my shoulders, even though it’s still warm and humid enough that I don’t need it, and cross my arms across my chest.
“Hi,” I say, looking at him warily.
“I’m sorry. I’ve been treating you incredibly badly,” he says in a rush, not quite looking me in the eye.
“Thank you,” I say.
“I mean it,” he says, lightly touching my arm. I stop walking and he’s there, looking into my eyes. “I really am sorry. You know work has been stressful and it’s gotten to me, and I’ve taken it out on you. You don’t deserve it.”
“Thank you,” I say again, this time softening to him. Louis looks sincere and I accept his apology. I can’t say ‘it’s okay,’ because his treatment of me has been far from okay, but I can accept his apology.
He grabs my hand and we walk along the beach for a while, before turning and heading back towards the resort. We talk things through and reach a kind of truce. Of course, it’s going to take more than an apology on the beach to fix things, but it feels like we’re moving in the right direction.
“So,” I say and stop walking, “it might be my turn to apologize.”
Louis stops and looks at me, an uncertain look in his eyes. “Why?”
“Well, Marisa is the one who suggested this resort.”
Louis rolls his eyes. “Marisa…” he says, the derision dripping on his voice.
“No, hear me out. She suggested, but I’m the one who wanted to come.”
Louis looks at me, not saying anything as he waits for me to continue.
“Well, it’s like this,” I say, fumbling over my words, suddenly feeling shy again. “Couplez is a resort for swingers.”
“It’s what?” He says, though I can see everything clicking into place for him. Even he’s commented on how affectionate everyone is with each other. He’s not a prude, but the people here are clearly more demonstrative with each other than they are back at home. It’s hard to miss.
“Swingers. Marisa came here some time ago…”
“Of course she did.”
“Can you stop criticizing her?” I snap. “She’s my best friend.”
“Sorry,” Louis says, “go on.”
“Well, she gave me the idea of this place.”
Louis presses his lips together tightly, clearly trying not to say what he wants to say.
“She thought maybe we needed a little spice. I wasn’t sure, but I thought it would be a nice vacation either way – it’s certainly not required that we swing.”
“Do you want to sleep with someone? That Amani guy?” Louis finally asks, the tightness around his eyes showing that he’s a little scared of what my answer will be.
“Honestly,” I say, feeling a little scared to admit it to him, “yeah. More than a little.”
“Well,” he says, “if that’s the state of our marriage…I don’t know.”
“Oh Louis,” I say, “I don’t want a divorce. Really, I don’t!” I look at him and touch his jaw, then lean in and tenderly kiss him. “But maybe we do need a little spice.”
“What do you mean ‘we’?”
“Well,” I say, blushing and smiling, “don’t hate me, but…” I turn away, feeling shy.
“It’s okay,” Louis says, “tell me. Let’s not keep avoiding talking. I love you and want you to be happy, and we can’t do that if we don’t talk with each other and be honest.”
“Well, I definitely want to sleep with Amani…and I want you there, too. I want to have a threesome.”
“But I…I’m not like that,” Louis blusters.
“No, silly. I’m not saying or asking you to sleep with him,” I say, turning and looking him in the eyes. “It would all be about me. I want you both to fuck me at the same time. I want you there, to share the experience with me.”
I look at Louis, feeling more scared of what he’s going to say than I have in ages. I hadn’t even realized I had this desire in me, until I saw them both at dinner tonight. Seeing them together sparked something in me, despite the tension with Louis. Having a mixture of the known and the exotic? It was a heady, sexy revelation!
Louis looks at me. I can see that he’s not opposed to the idea, because he’s not immediately rejecting it or telling me I’m a crazy woman. Mentally, I cross my fingers and hope he says yes.
“Is this something you always want to do?” Louis eventually asks.
“No. This would be…special. Something memorable. I don’t feel like I have to hide or be ashamed of my curves, when I’m with Amani. He makes me feel good. Secure. I’m not saying I’m unhappy with you. Sure, we’ve had some difficulties lately, but this is different…and I don’t think it’s unfair to say that we can use a little kickstart to getting our marriage back on track,” I say, reaching out and pulling him closer to me. “Would you do this, for me? I haven’t felt good about myself in ages, and Amani makes me feel good. I want to share this with you.”
“I… Yes. We can do this. I’m sorry about how I’ve treated you. You look amazing tonight. It took me seeing him flirting with you, and the way you were all lit up and…beaming, to remember how gorgeous you are. I hope I haven’t fucked things up too much,” Louis says, then pulls me into a tight hug.
I can feel the tension leaving my body in waves. This is the best talk Louis and I have had in ages – we’re finally be honest and communicating. I hug him back tightly and press my face into his neck.
“You’re sure?” I ask when we pull apart a little bit. I need to know he’s really on board with this, so we don’t jeopardize our marriage.
“Absolutely,” he says, smiling now. “Also, I have to admit that the idea of seeing you with a black man is fucking hot.”
I giggle and blush. “Well let’s do it, then!” I put my hand through his arm and we walk back towards the beach bar where Amani said he’d wait for me.
I can’t wait to see Amani. And I can’t wait to get fucked by my husband and Amani at the same time!
Chapter 5 – Forbidden Passion
It takes everything in me to walk to the beach bar. I want to run and jump on Amani, and drag him and Louis back to our suite. I’m so excited! My pussy is already drenched and throbbing with desire.
“Hey. Amani,” I say, walking up behind him and putting my hand on his shoulder. He’s talking to the bartender, who gives me a long look and a slow smile. I smile back at him and wink, which causes him to smile more.
“Ah, Eva. Beautiful Eva. You came!” He says, pulling me into a hug and kissing my neck and shoulder. My body tingles under his touch and I want to feel his hands all over my body.
“Oh. You are not alone,” he continues, stepping back and looking at me with a question in his eyes.
“It’s okay,” I say quickly. “Let’s step away from the bar. Talk for a moment.”
Amani looks at me and agrees. He quickly finishes his drink and says goodbye to the bartender, then we all walk towards the beach.
Through all this, Louis hasn’t said anything. He’s letting me take the lead, which I’m actually enjoying. Usually, I’m happy following and letting him make decisions, but this? I’m all about making this happen!
“So, everything is okay between Louis and I,” I say, after introducing them properly. “And the truth is, I still want to take you up on your offer. I want to have sex with you tonight. But I also want Louis to be there and to fuck me at the same time. Is that alright with you?” Again, I cross my fingers behind my back, hoping he agrees with this, too.
Amani’s laugh is rich and booming, and he reaches out and runs his hand along the side of my face, before pushing his hand through my hair and pulling me close to him. He gives me a long, probing kiss, and my knees nearly turn to jelly.
“Of course. I will fuck you while your husband watches or while your husband fucks you, too. I will do anything to make you happy,” Amani says, looking from me to Louis.
“This is fucking awesome!” Louis says. It seems like the more time he has to consider all of this, the more Louis is on board and excited about this idea. This makes me so happy!
“Let’s not waste time, then,” Amani says, holding out his arm for me. I put one arm through his and my other through Louis’, and we start back towards our suite. I want to skip, I’m so excited!
In our suite, I look at both of them and my heart races. I turn to Amani, then pull his head down to mine and kiss him deeply. The taste of his cocktail is on his tongue and I suck and lick at his tongue, trying to get past that taste and discover the taste of him. I step back from Amani and turn to Louis, who is standing there with his mouth open. When he meets my eyes, he smiles more brightly and happily than I’ve seen him do in months and my heart swells. I kiss him, too, teasing him with my tongue and running my hand over his chest.
While I’m still kissing Louis, Amani presses his body against my back and grinds against my ass, while pushing my hair aside and kissing my neck. I reach one hand behind me and try to pull Amani even closer to me. It’s so hot being pressed between two men!
I can’t help but groan into Louis’ mouth. My body is already vibrating with pleasure and burning with sexual need.
Amani’s mouth still on my neck, he pushes my dress straps down my arms, and slides my dress down to my waist. My body shivers as he runs his large hands over my back and down to my waist. I can feel how hard he is as he keeps pushing himself harder and harder against my body.
Breathless, I push them aside for a moment so that I can shimmy out of my dress and take off my lingerie. I can’t stand to have anything between my skin and theirs!
I run my hands through my hair and then over my breasts, down to my hips, slowly, watching both Louis and Amani. There is an electric current between Louis and I right now. He’s looking at me like he’s seeing a whole new woman in me and to be honest, I feel like a new woman right now! My emotions are already running high and this is going to be the hottest make-up sex we’ve ever, ever had.
“Come here, Eva,” Amani says, his voice thick and husky. “Let me touch these dangerous curves of yours.” He runs his fingertips lightly over my skin and I keep shivering. He’s treating me like a delicate object, but I want to see the big cock I felt behind me and feel it inside me as he pumps into me and fucks me senseless.
“Take off your clothes,” I demand, pulling at his shirt. “I can’t wait any longer!” Turning to Louis, I say, “you, too. I want both of you.”
Louis quickly strips off his clothes and I see his cock spring out of his boxers, already rock hard.
Amani pulls his shirt over his head and tosses it aside, while I undo his shorts and push them down to his ankles. He’s not wearing anything underneath his shorts.
Amani’s cock is enormous and I gasp when I see it. It’s thicker and longer than any cock I’ve ever seen!
“Lie down on the bed, Eva,” Amani orders. I’m more than happy to do what he wants, so I walk over to the bed.
“How would you like me?” I ask, turning to face him.
“God, you are beautiful. Your body is absolutely amazing!” He says, coming over to me and running his hands over my body. “Your tits are spectacular.”
I blush and groan as he lowers his head to my chest and starts sucking on one of my nipples. He’s making me crazy, by sucking hard and flicking the tip of his tongue on my nipple. I grab one of his hands and thrust it between my legs, our fingers both getting slick from my wetness. When I look down at him, he’s looking up at me and it’s the hottest thing that’s happened to me in longer than I can remember. It’s powerfully sexy to look down and see his mouth on my breast and feel his fingers start to work on my pussy, teasing my clit and pressing inside of me.
“Mmm, your cunt feel wonderful,” Amani growls.
As soon as his mouth is off my breast, I push my chest forward because I want more!
I see Louis watching us. He’s smiling and lightly touching himself, which is really hot to watch. I love seeing a man masturbate and watching him as he turns himself on. It’s so sexy!
Amani pushes me down onto the bed so that I’m sitting on the edge, then places his palm against my stomach and pushes me so that I’m lying down.
“Relax, beautiful Eva. I’m going to make you scream.”
Before I can say anything, he’s lapping at my pussy with his tongue, running it along my length and pressing his tongue inside of me. Emotions surge through me as I look at Louis and watch him watching Amani and me. Amani’s tongue is sending electric shocks through me and I feel myself opening up. I feel like a flower that is finally getting to bloom.
“Oh my god,” I groan. Amani starts sucking my clit hard and working his fingers inside of me. My hips are bucking up against him and he starts sucking harder.
“Come here,” I gasp to Louis. “I want to taste you.”
Louis comes over to the bed and kneels by my head, then pushes his rigid cock in my mouth. I welcome the familiar taste and feel of his cock, and I start sucking him fast and hard. I can’t go slow right now! My body is taking control and all it wants is pleasure and more pleasure.
Louis reaches down and start playing with my breasts, massaging them and tweaking my nipples, and it makes me groan against his cock. I take as much of him in my mouth as I can, sucking and running my tongue up and down his cock, working to make him feel as good as I’m starting to.
An orgasm starts to rise in my body, surprising me. My back arches and I push my pussy harder against Amani’s lips. I push Louis away as I start thrashing on the bed. Amani’s put his hands under my ass and is doing things with his lips and his tongue on my clit that I didn’t even realize were possible!
“Oh my god, oh my god, ohhhh,” I scream out. I twitch and moan as my orgasm ricochets through my body and Amani keeps sucking on my clit, making my orgasm last longer and longer. As my orgasm starts to subside, I look up at Louis and he’s looking at me with awe and adoration.
“Eva,” Amani says, standing up and looking down at me. “Your body is so beautiful and lush. Your taste is amazing.”
“Let me taste you,” I say, sitting up and scooting to the edge of the bed. I slide down and kneel in front of him.
Up close, his big hard cock looks even more enormous. It’s dark and twitching, and I honestly have no idea how I’m going to wrap my mouth around it!
“Oh, Eva,” Amani says, stroking my hair.
I run my hands up his legs and tickle the inside of his thighs, then wrap my hands around his steel-hard cock and hold it steady while I take the head inside my open mouth. He tastes clean and salty, and I run my tongue around the fat head of his cock. Amani’s cock twitches and jumps as I slowly start taking more of him in my mouth. It’s hard to open my mouth wide enough to take him!
I slide his cock in and out of my mouth, taking time to lick the long length of his cock while I work it with my hands, too.
“Take my cock. Don’t just lick it,” Amani demands, a rougher sound in his voice. He pushes my head against his cock and I open my mouth as wide as I can. His cock invades my mouth and I nearly choke, but I want him to feel as good as he made me feel, so I keep working on his cock, trying to make my jaw open wider.
“Ah, that’s it, sweet Eva. Just like that.”
I’m bobbing my head up and down, and I can taste his pre-cum.
“Holy fuck, that’s hot,” I hear Louis say, and I start licking and sucking even harder, which makes Amani groan loudly.
“Stop!” Amani calls out suddenly, and pulls my mouth off of him.
Confused, I look up at him. Have I done something wrong?
“That’s not how I want to come. I want you to ride me, make yourself come. I want to watch as your body opens and pleasure consumes you.”
Oh, that’s definitely okay with me!
Amani sits on the edge of the bed and his rigid cock bounces and twitches in front of me.
“Come here,” he says, pulling me onto his lap. “Kneel on the edge of the bed.”
“But I’m scared I’ll fall backwards,” I say, not sure about this.
“I’ll hold you. You won’t fall.”
I crawl up on his lap, then lower myself gently onto him. His fat cock presses against my pussy and I can already tell this is going to be a little painful…but I don’t care. I want to have a hard time walking tomorrow!
Amani grabs my ass cheeks and spreads them tightly, guiding me down on to his cock.
“Oh sweet mother of God!” I cry out as he thrusts up into me. He’s so enormous! He’s moving fast beneath me and I can feel myself rapidly stretching out, but I can barely catch my breath.
“Ride me, Eva!”
I cry out when he pushes himself up into me and pushes my hips all the way down, so that he’s completely inside me. He holds me down on his cock and guides me hips back and forth. I rock my hips against him and pick up the tempo when I start feeling him hitting my sweet spot.
My body is humming and I’m sweating as I move on top of Amani. He moves one of his hands to the bottom of my back and holds me tightly, then leans back so he’s lying back on the bed. I let myself fall on top of him as I work my hips over him.
Amani takes one of my breasts in his mouth and starts sucking the nipple fiercely and it sends bolts of electricity through my body. My body is responding to him like it hasn’t responded to anyone else, even my husband, ever. Amani adores me just as I am now, just how I look now, and the power of that is overwhelming. I start moving on top of him more, and push myself up so that I’m looking down at him.
“You think I’m sexy?” I ask, reaching my arms above my head and playing with my hair.
“Sweet mother of god, you’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen,” he says forcefully, his hands on my waist. He thrusts up into me and I circle my hips above him, savoring every moment of his big cock inside of my pussy. Amani is making me feel so sexy and desirable, that it’s overwhelming.
For once, I’m not conscious of my tummy or the way my breasts swing low. The way Amani is clearly enjoying my body is intoxicating and it’s pushing me to even greater heights of pleasure.
Louis’ eyes are glazed over and he is masturbating while he watches me on top of Amani.
I can feel my body start to open and expand again, as another orgasm builds up in me. It’s like I can feel every nerve ending in my body and they’re all vibrating in pleasure and lit up for the first time in forever. My clit becomes sensitive and I start trying to pull away a little bit, but Amani doesn’t let me. He keeps me so that he’s fully inside me and I’m squirming and bucking against him.
“Oh fuck,” I moan. My orgasm is approaching fast and I know it’s going to be powerful. Amani pulls me down to him and starts kissing me deeply, his tongue filling my mouth and dominating it. He puts both of his hands on my hips to keep them steady, and then starts rapidly pounding up into my pussy.
The size of his cock makes me scream – it’s like my pussy is being filled beyond capacity, yet my pussy aches for his cock when he slides out of me even a little.
“Come for me, Eva,” Amani groans below me. “Show me how much you’re enjoying this. Show me how I’m doing something your husband doesn’t.”
Despite having made peace with Louis, this sends me over the edge. I’ve had so many emotions and deep feelings on this vacation, they all come surging out of me in this orgasm. For the first time in forever, I feel sexy and desired. For the first time in forever, Louis and I talked, and started mending and strengthening our marriage. For the first time in forever, I’m having an orgasm without my vibrator.
My body quakes and feels molten as my orgasm lights up my body and spills out of me. I’m panting and droplets of sweat fall from my breasts onto Amani’s chest when I sit up.
“Don’t stop moving your hips,” Amani demands.
I’ve already come twice and I’m starting to feel worn out. At the same time, I don’t want this to end! This is so different than normal, so special, that I will push all my boundaries to keep going. At this point, I just wonder how many orgasms I can have!
I move my hips slowly and play with my sensitive breasts.
“Fuck you’re sexy,” Amani says, then sits up so that we are chest to chest again. He lowers his mouth to me and starts sucking my neck right below my ear, and it drives me crazy. When he roughly pulls my hair back, something I’ve never had done before, I feel a new surge of desire running through my body.
“I want Louis, too,” I cry out, breathless from trying to keep up from Amani’s thrusts.
“Fuck her doggy style,” Louis yells out.
“Don’t you want to fuck your wife?” Amani says between grunts.
“You’re doing a fine job.”
I look at Louis, questioning him with my eyes. “Are you sure? I want to suck you off!”
The tip of his cock is twitching and I can see pre-cum on it. He’s not going to last much longer. Louis reconsiders and comes over to the bed.
In one move, Amani lifts me up with his strong arms and puts me down on the bed so that I’m facing Louis, and then he slides into me from behind. If I thought he was filling me up before, I was so, so wrong! It feels like he’s going even deeper inside of me, to a place I didn’t even know existed.
“Oh sweet fuck,” I moan, bracing myself against the bed so that I don’t fall forward. I look at Louis and he steps in front of me and holds his cock out for me. I wrap my mouth around his cock and move my head up and down it quickly. I can taste his pre-cum and he’s shuddering in my mouth. I know he’s not going to last much longer.
I look up at him and he’s watching Amani as he slams into me over and over again. Louis’ eyes are wide and filled with awe and amazement.
“Come on my face, baby,” I say, looking up at him as Amani pounds into my pussy. He’s holding on to my hips so tightly, I expect I’m going to have bruises to remind me of tonight
Louis looks down at me and raises his eyebrows. Normally, I hate having him come on my face, but tonight? Tonight, it feels like all the old rules are changing and that anything goes. I feel dirty and slutty, and tonight? Tonight, anything goes!
Louis pushes my head down the full length of his cock and I choke as he invades my mouth. I groan onto his cock as Amani keeps fucking me hard. Amani is so big that it hurts, but he’s also hitting my g-spot over and over, and I know I’m going to come again soon. It’s a war of pleasure and pain, being fucked by someone as enormous as Amani, but I like it. I want it all.
“Are you almost ready, my man?” Amani asks. He’s grunting and groaning behind me, and I’m pretty sure he’s close, too. My pussy is so wet and slick from my own orgasms, that it feels like I’m dripping all over him and the bed.
“Oh god, yes,” Louis moans, throwing back his head. I work my head up and down his cock as fast as I can, massaging him with my tongue and taking as much of him as I can.
Amani starts drilling into me even harder and faster, and I’m crying out in pleasure and pain. His cock is so massive, it feels like he’s going to split me in two! In a flash, one of his hands is on my pussy and he’s roughly playing with my clit again.
“Oh, no!” I cry out, “I’m too sensitive! That’s too much!”
“Come again, Eva. Come with me and your husband. Let us all finish together.”
His fingers slip and slide over my clit and it drives me wild. I’m bucking up against Amani, trying to escape his finger and take him even deeper, while watching Louis on the verge of cumming. This is so hot!
“Ahhhh,” Louis groans and pulls out of my mouth, and his hot cum splatters across my face. I lift my face so that I can catch all of it and I open my mouth so that I can taste him, too.
Amani lowers himself on my back and his body weights me down to the bed. He quickly adjusts me so that my legs are together, and then keeps thrusting and pounding into my eager pussy. Only now, he’s hitting my sweet spot with every thrust and a stronger orgasm than I ever expected is suddenly blinding me and gushing out of me.
“Oh my god,” I say, burying my head into the bed and working my pussy over Amani’s big black cock. He slaps my ass hard and then hollers out his own orgasm, before collapsing on top of me.
My body shudders and twitches as he lies on top of me, and both of our orgasms finish and quiet.
When I look up, Louis has sat down in the easy chair by the French doors, looking happy and satisfied.
“Oh, Eva,” Louis says. “You are fucking spectacular.”
“Indeed,” Amani says as he rolls off me and lies next to me in bed, “your wife is truly a gift. Her curves… They are the curves that can bring men to their knees. Such dangerous,” he pauses, kissing my back and then my ass, “such beautiful, dangerous curves.”
“Thank you,” I say, feel flustered and proud of the compliments.
“I only speak the truth, sweet Eva. I only speak the truth.”
We all stay still for a few minutes, catching our breaths, then Amani gets up and leaves. I’m still in bed and I can feel Amani’s cum and my wetness mingling and leaking out of me and onto the bed. We’re definitely going to need a new blanket tomorrow!
Louis comes over to the bed and lays down beside me, gently spooning against me.
“That was really amazing, Eva,” he says, kissing my shoulder. “You were amazing. I love you.”
“I love you, too.” I say, then we fall asleep together.
Epilogue – Passion Rekindled
We’ve left the airport and are in a taxi, on our way home. Our skin is tan and we haven’t been able to stop grinning like teenagers in love since that night with Amani. Our sex life is no longer forgotten and it’s been hotter and more intense than it’s ever been. We’ve definitely rediscovered each other and had an amazing vacation.
“You know, you’re going to have to invite Marisa over for dinner soon,” Louis says, looking out the window as our taxi speeds along the freeway and into town.
“You’re kidding, right?” I ask, sitting up straight, thinking that he must be joking.
“No, I’m deadly serious,” Louis says, turning to me. “This whole thing was her idea, right?”
“Well, yeah,” I admit. “Though it was my idea to actually listen to her and book the trip.”
“Then I have both of you to thank,” he says, pulling me close to him and giving me a long kiss.
“She is going to die when I tell her this,” I laugh.
“Hopefully not before I have time to thank her,” Louis says, then pulls me closer to him. “She saved our marriage. I’d forgotten how wonderful and sexy you are. It wasn’t until I saw you with Amani, saw another man fawning over you and admiring you, that my eyes were reopened and I saw you again. I’m so sorry I treated you badly.”
“We’ll just have to go on vacation more often,” I say, and turn my head to kiss him on the cheek. “You know what I heard?”
“What’s that?”
“They call that island Lust Island, because of the resort.”
Louis and I laugh together, and it feels like old times. Comfortable and loving. We’re in sync again and it my happiness is indescribable.
“That is definitely true. And let’s plan to go there next year, too.”
“I thought you’d never ask,” I say, then pull his face to mine and give him a long, deep kiss, and whisper into his ear what I want him to do to me when we get home.
“Anything for you, Eva. Anything. I love you.”
~~~




HER SECRET DIARY

Dear Diary,
I’ve bought you so that I can say all the things I can’t say to my husband. I really, really love him, but I think I’ve changed since we got married. He always said he didn’t want a child. I thought I felt the same way, but ever since my best friend Denise had her baby, I can’t stop thinking about a baby of my own. Every time I see her and I hold her baby, something deep and powerful inside of me opens up and says “yes, this right here.” I never understood what a maternal urge was until I held Denise’s baby. But I’m scared to talk to Nate about this. I’m scared he’ll want to leave me.
At the sound of the front door opening and closing, I cap my pen and throw it and my new diary deep inside of my purse. Nate always says my purse is big enough to put a kitchen sink in, and he never looks inside of it, so my diary will be safe.
“Nate, baby,” I say, meeting him in the living room and wrapping my arms around him. I tilt my face up toward him and part my lips, and he leans down and kisses me hard. My inside melt as his tongue probes my mouth and I taste him. Despite being married for a year now, kissing my husband still feels electric.
“That’s a wonderful welcome home,” Nate says, keeping me in his arms and running his hands down my back and to my ass, which he grabs and squeezes. “Someone feeling a little frisky?”
“Maybe a little bit,” I admit. Nate always wants me to be forthright about asking for sex, but…it’s hard, you know? Growing up, my parents barely ever talked to each other and we lived in a house where feelings and desires were just not talked about. It’s like I don’t know how to tell Nate that I want a baby.
“Mmm,” Nate says, giving me a long, probing kiss that makes my pussy slick and ready for his cock. “I’d love to, but Marcus is coming over for dinner. But we can fuck after dinner.”
I sigh and nod my head, waves of frustration and disappointment washing over me. Marcus and I get along just fine, but he scares me a little.
It’s not like I think Marcus is violent, but it’s more that there’s something about him that just is…I guess primal is the right word to describe it. He gives me that little extra bit of attention and it makes me feel super special. Nate is the same way, really, but…Marcus sparks something in me. Being with him is like hooking my body up to an electrical grid and turning the power on high.
What I really want to do is to fuck Marcus.
But I’m married to Nate, so of course that will never happen. Doesn’t stop me from fantasizing, though!
“You’re sure quiet tonight, sweetheart,” Marcus’ voice is like a growl as he leans toward me and wraps an arm around my shoulders and pulls me close to him. I clench my thighs together, my desire raging through my body.
All throughout dinner, my clit has felt the size of a bowling ball and I’ve been desperate to release the sexual tension I’m feeling. I’ve been fantasizing about Marcus licking me until I screamed.
“I’m okay,” I say, looking away from his eyes. “Just stuff on my mind, you know?”
“No, I don’t know, Annie. Do you need to talk?”
I need to fuck. My cheeks immediately burn with shame. My thoughts are so terrible! What’s worse is my husband is sitting on my other side.
“No, everything’s fine,” I smile thinly. My phone rings and I feel a wave of relief. “Can you hand me my purse?”
“You’re going to take a phone call?” Marcus asks, though I can hear the amused teasing in his voice.
“It’s probably my friend Denise. She’s just had a baby and she likes to tell me all about it.”
“Don’t let her give you any crazy ideas…” Nate says. Ever since we had The Talk, when we discussed how neither of us wanted children, before we got married, we’ve never talked about kids again. I mean, why would we? But ever since my best friend had her baby and I’ve been spending more time with her so that I can help her out, I can tell that Nate has been a little uncomfortable.
Nate’s not wrong to feel that way. I want a baby so, so badly, but I don’t know how to talk to him about it. I’m so scared that he’ll divorce me. He was crystal clear that kids were never part of his plan and that he adamantly was not ever going to be a father.
“Here you go, sweetheart,” Marcus says, handing me my purse. I quickly fish out my phone and head toward the dining room, for a little privacy.
“Is everything okay? I’m just finishing dinner with Nate and Marcus.”
“Oh, I just wanted to talk. Barry has been working a lot this week and I need adult time, you know? Well, I guess you don’t. Maybe one day you will, though.”
My laugh is uneasy at her assumption that Nate and I will change our minds about having a baby. My desire for a baby has been so surprising and overwhelming, that I haven’t even told her. Though maybe she looks at me and understands, when I hold her baby?
“How about I take you out to lunch tomorrow?”
“Maybe you could bring lunch over? I’d love to see you.”
We quickly make plans and I hurry back out to Nate and Marcus. I’m halfway across the living room when I stop in my tracks.
Marcus has my diary in his hands and is reading it.
“No! Stop that!” I rush over, nearly tripping over the coffee table as I reach forward to try and snatch my diary from his big hands.
“What’s going on?” Nate asks, walking in from the kitchen, with fresh bottles of beer for each of us. “Annie, why are you tackling Marcus?”
“He’s reading my diary!”
“Your wife here wants a baby, bro.”
“How dare you?” I scream, successfully snatching my diary and my purse, and hugging them to my chest. This is so not how I imagined or fantasized about how this evening would go! “You’re such a bully!”
To make matters worse, Marcus just laughs at me. Nate just looks stunned, standing on the other side of the room.
“I’m not laughing at you, Annie. I’m laughing at the situation.”
“I fail to see the difference between those two things.” I say in what I hope is a withering tone of voice.
Marcus looks at Nate and it’s one of those looks where you can tell that a conversation is happening without words. Obviously, there is something going on that I know nothing about, which hurts because Nate is my husband and we’re not supposed to have any secrets.
“Bro, you have to tell her.”
“Tell me what? I know that he doesn’t want to have children, that’s not a secret.”
“That’s not the secret that I’m thinking about,” Marcus says. He stops laughing and turns his gaze to me, and I can see a more serious look in his eyes.
“You’re being confusing and coy, and it’s infuriating. Nate,” I say, giving him my full attention, “what the hell is going on?”
“This is really a conversation that I never wanted to have.”
Nate comes over to me and invites me to sit with him on the couch. Alarm bells are clanging in my head and I brace myself for some terrible news. Is he going to divorce me? I thought things were going fine in our marriage, but maybe I made a mistake? God knows that I know other women who thought their marriages were completely fine, and then their husband just packs up and leave without reason or warning.
“You need to tell me what’s going on. Now,” I demand. My heart is beating so hard that I nearly feel dizzy.
“If you don’t tell her, I will. I can’t believe that you haven’t told her already. She’s your wife!”
“Don’t you fucking dare,” Nate says, his voice hot with anger. He takes a deep breath and turns back to me. “Annie, I love you. I love you and I could never imagine being with anybody else. You are the woman that I want to share my life with and grow old with.”
“And…” I desperately need a shot of something, because my nerves are going haywire and my body is tight with nervous tension.
“The thing is,” Nate says, taking a deep breath and exhaling slowly. “The thing is that I can never give you a baby.”
“I know they don’t want to have children, Nate. That’s not a newsflash. We’ve had that conversation.”
“No, what I mean is that I’m firing blanks. I can literally not give you a baby. My sperm count is so low as to be nonexistent.” Nate drops his head and looks down at the floor as he says this, and I can hear his voice waver with the motion.
I sit next to him, stunned. I always thought that Nate simply didn’t want children because he doesn’t like children. I never in a million years thought he was covering up for not being able to have children.
“Oh, Nate,” I say, then pause. “I’m not sure what I should say or what we should do. I love you, too, with all of my heart, but what Marcus read is right. I desperately want a baby of my own. I honestly never thought that I would, but was watching Denise and being with her new baby, it’s triggered something deep and instinctual in me, and I can’t ignore it.”
“I’ll knock you up,” Marcus says, his voice slightly slurred from the beer he’s been drinking and full of amusement.
“That’s really not funny, Marcus. I think you should leave.”
I don’t know if it’s the wine that I had with dinner, but what Marcus said gives me an idea.
“Nate, maybe that’s the solution. Marcus is like family already, so why not?”
“What! What the fuck of a suggestion is that?” Nate’s voice is a roar.
“It’s mine, baby. I want to have a baby more than anything. I love you, really I do. But my life will never be complete if I don’t have a baby.”
Nate takes a deep breath and looks at me. His eyes soften and the look on his face crumples.
“I love you Annie. But this… I don’t know about this.”
I look at him and my heart clenches with sadness. With all the time that I’ve spent with Denise and her baby, I know that my life will not be complete unless I bring my own baby into the world. If Nate can’t give me a baby, I don’t think our marriage can work. I would feel resentful and empty, and I know that would only end in sorrow for both of us.
“I need this, Nate. I need a baby. I need for us to be a full family.”
A choked sound escapes from Nate’s mouth and he runs his hands through his hair. His eyes are glossy and filled with emotion as he looks at me.
Is this the breaking point for our marriage? My heart already feels like it’s breaking, at even the thought that we won’t make it. My heart already broke a little when I found out that Nate can’t have babies. Sure, I’d thought I didn’t want babies, either, but I never realized why he didn’t or that I might ever change my mind. Maybe I hadn’t been as firm in that conviction as I thought I was. I guess we both weren’t who we thought the other was.
“This is really that important to you?”
“Oh, Nate, it is. I honestly hadn’t thought I wanted a baby, but now I can’t imagine life without one! And you are the only husband I want. You’re a great man and you’ll be an amazing father. Do you want to be a father?”
Nate looks at me and the look on his face softens, a small smile tugging at his mouth.
“I did want to be a father, once. When I learned I couldn’t be, I just pushed that desire out of my head.”
“Well,” I say gently, moving over to him and sitting on his lap. “Maybe this is our chance. We can open up our marriage if we want to.”
“Wait, you want an open marriage?” Nate tenses under me and I realize I really misspoke.
“No! I mean we can open it up right now. You’re the only man I want to sleep with. But if I need to sleep with another man to get pregnant, then I will. I will do that for the sake of building a family – a family that I want to have with you.”
“But what about, I don’t know, a sperm bank? I’m not sure how I feel about you sleeping with someone else…”
“Those are so expensive. Plus, if we take Marcus up on his offer, we’ll know for sure who the dad is. I’m not sure I trust a sperm bank to give the correct information about their donors. They’re in it for the money.”
Nate wraps his arms around me and holds me tightly. I return his hug, my heart and mind racing with how this will all turn out.
“I… I think I can agree to this,” Nate finally says, his voice trembling. “I can’t bear even the thought of losing you. I want you to be happy and the thought of having a child is wonderful. You would be a great mom.”
My heart soars with love and happiness!
“Are you really sure, honey? I have to know.”
“Yes, I’m sure. I want to have a family with you, so this is what we have to do.”
I give Nate a long, tender kiss. We’ve just made this massive decision, one that’s going to affect the rest of our lives.
“Finally!” Marcus says, exhaling loudly. “Now can we get this party really started?”
I look up from Nate and over to Marcus. The heat in my body rushes to my pussy and I’m embarrassed by how turned on I instantly feel when I realize that my fantasy of sleeping with Marcus is about to come true.
He comes over and takes my hand and pulls me off of Nate’s lap. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Nate wince, but he doesn’t say or do anything to protest it when Marcus pulls me away from him.
Marcus grinds his body into mine and I gasp at the emotions that invade my mind. He moves with an aggression that hints at a wild animal and my pulse races at wondering how he’s going to fuck me. Shamefully, I wonder if I don’t get pregnant tonight, if I’ll be able to sleep with him until I do. Part of me hopes that we do get to fuck a few times, and it makes me feel like a cunning and terrible wife.
This feels so wrong, but also so excited. It’s like my birthday and Christmas all rolled into one.
Sparks dance across my skin as Marcus runs his fingers under the edge of my clothing, teasing my bare skin, and then pulling my clothing off of me. He lowers his dark head to mine, and his lips claim mine in a powerful kiss. His tongue pushes through my lips and into my mouth, and it’s intoxicating. All of my nerve endings are lit up and electrified.
I run my hands over Marcus’ muscular body and it makes me even wetter to know that I’m going to see his body real soon. My fingers fumble with the buttons on his shirt, and Marcus laughs and pushes away my hands.
“Let me do that, it’ll be quicker.” Marcus quickly undoes his shirt and throws it on the floor, and then quickly undresses out of his pants and kicks off his shoes.
“You don’t wear underwear?”
“Easier access,” Marcus shrugs and walks closer to me. “Now your turn. Showing that fucking hot body of yours.”
I slip out of my dress and I suddenly become self-conscious. I cross my arms over my chest, with the palms of my hands covering my nipples.
“Now isn’t the time to be shy, baby girl.” The tone of Marcus’s voice changes, becoming more commanding and powerful.
As much as I’d know how wrong this is and how I shouldn’t feel this way, I’m so horny and turned on by Marcus. My pussy is throbbing with need and the idea that he might make me pregnant tonight is so powerful that I can’t even put into words. All I know is that I have a primal urge to have a baby of my own, and I will do anything that it takes to have one.
Marcus pulls me into his arms and I moan with desire as his fingers move down my body and then powerfully slide through my wet folds and tease at my clit and my pussy. Without even thinking about it, my body pushes down onto his fingers, needing more of him. Needing to be filled up by him.
I slide down onto my knees, eager to taste his long, thick, black cock. His skin is so dark and I absolutely love it. Nate is black, too, but not as dark as Marcus. I have the flash of a thought about what the color of our baby would look like, but I would be happy with any color baby, so I stop thinking about that. Instead, I wrap my lips and mouth around his massive cock and I start licking and sucking at him like he’s my favorite candy.
“Fuck, that’s hot!” Nate says, surprising me.
I slide my tongue along Marcus’ thick cock, then look over at my husband while I pump Marcus’ cock next to my face. He’s staring at me, but now it’s a look of awe and excitement that is on his face. His eyes are a little bit glassy and I watch as he sits heavily onto an easy chair, undoing his jeans and shoving his hand inside of his boxers. I smile when he starts stroking himself. It makes me hotter that he’s turned on by this.
“Don’t stop, now!” Marcus says roughly, grabbing my head and position back in front of his cock. “Suck my dick!”
Excited, I do exactly as he says. I struggle to get all of his cock in my mouth, but I try my very best. I move my head up and down, while swirling my tongue around his cock. He tastes salty and amazing. Marcus fills my mouth up so much that I’m gasping for breath.
The more I suck and stroke Marcus’ thick cock, the more I want him to be fucking me. I move one of my hands down between my legs and slide my fingers through my wet pussy and play with my clit.
Marcus puts his fingers through my hair and moves my head so that I am looking up at him. He looks straight into my eyes as he fucks my mouth. My body heat rises and I grind onto my fingers even harder, yearning for release.
“Make yourself come,” Marcus demands. Spit and pre-come dribble out of my mouth and slide down my face. I stare deep into his dark eyes and work my clit harder. My orgasm is close, but it seems so far away because I can’t quite relax into it. What we’re doing, what I’m doing, is so filthy and wrong and I feel guilty for how much I want it and how much I am enjoying it.
The sound of Nate breathing heavily in that even when the that he does right before he comes, that sends me over the edge. My fingers and rub my clit over and over again, and I moan on Marcus his cock and say, and my juices spill down my legs and onto the floor.
“Good girl. Now get up on the bed.”
I cough when he slides his cock out of my mouth and I take big gulps of air now that my mouth isn’t filled beyond capacity. I climb on to the center of the bed and open my legs wide. His cock is so big that I know it is going to hurt.
But I don’t care. I want this baby more than anything in the world, and I’m willing to do whatever it takes.
“Like this,” I say, spreading my legs even wider. Just lying there while Marcus and Nate stare at my naked, horny body makes me squirm in anticipation. I pinch my nipples and the sharp pain makes me even hornier. “Please. Give me my baby.”
Marcus crawls on the bed, his massive, muscular body waste over mine. With his fingers probing and sliding through my soaking pussy, I gasp from pleasure.
“Nate, my man. I had no idea your little Annie was such an eager little slut.”
Marcus lowers his mouth to my tits and sucks them each in turn, his teeth grazing and pulling my nipples. It feels so good that I feel like I’m about to black out. I grind my pussy onto his fingers, desperately hoping that he’ll slide them or his gigantic cock into my waiting pussy.
“Please, fuck me.” My voice is a begging whine and I don’t care. All that exists is overwhelming need to get fucked and filled with a baby.
Marcus looks at me with his beautiful, dark eyes and a smile on his luscious, full lips. He rubs the head of his cock gets the entrance to my pussy and it makes me groan so loud that I don’t recognize the sound coming out of me.
He slides the head of his cock into my pussy, and then stops.
“Don’t tease me,” I beg, trying to move my hips so that more of him is inside of me.
Marcus leans down again and claims my mouth in a kiss that feels like he’s conquering me, like he’s claiming me as his own, even though I belong to Nate.
“I will fuck you harder than you ever been fucked before. But first you have to answer a question.”
I look into his eyes and nod my head, eagerly. “Anything!”
“Who can give you what Nate can’t?”
I know the answer that he wants to hear, but it feels even more of a betrayal to my husband. My husband is the most important person in my life and it feels so wrong to even think about saying it aloud that he is at meeting my needs in some way, regardless if it’s true – and it is.
I look at my husband and I don’t know what to say.
“No!” I cry out when Marcus removes his cock from my pussy. My senses are hyperalert in my body is screaming at the absence of his cock. I need it so bad!
“Then answer the question, Annie.” Marcus’ voice is demanding and I can tell that he will deny me if I don’t answer the question.
I look at Nate, again, and mouth the words I love you and I’m sorry. His eyes are so big as he looks at me and it breaks my heart a little bit. But I need this baby more than anything. I can’t fight my maternal urge – it’s the most important thing that I need in my life right now.
I move my head so that I’m looking up at Marcus. I have to open and close my mouth a couple of times, before my tongue and lips can say the words.
“You, Marcus. You can give me what Nate can’t.” My voice is so quiet, even I can barely hear it. It hurts to say the words, but I know it’s the only way.
A wicked smile plays on Marcus’ lips.
“And what am I going to give you?” He asks, rubbing the head of his cock through my wet slit and against my aching clit. “What do you want that only I can give you?”
“Baby. You’re going to give me a baby.” I moan and arch my back as he slowly pushes his massive cock just a little bit deeper into my pussy.
“Say it louder, Annie,” Marcus demands, thrusting his thick cock deep into my pussy, and stilling his body.
I writhe and moan under his muscular body. His cock fills me so much and I can feel my pussy straining to fit around him.
“You’re doing what Nate can’t. You’re going to give me a baby!” I gasp in my eyes roll back in my head from how good his cock feels in my tight little pussy.
Marcus grinds and then starts drilling into my pussy, fast and incredibly hard. My hands caress all of the muscles of his spectacular, dark body. My body feels like it’s on a different plane of existence. Fucking Marcus is something that’s I never even thought to imagine my happen. He was always my dirty little fantasy – that was so dirty, I didn’t even dare write it down in my diary.
“Watch as I feel your wife up with the baby, Nate. You watching how it’s done?” Marcus taunts Nate, but I barely register it’s because my body is bucking and thrashing under Marcus. Every nerve ending in my body is singing and on fire, lit by the lust that Marcus is driving inside of me.
Marcus pounds into my pussy, each thrust going deeper and deeper and feeling every bit of space inside of me. He’s so big that it hurts. But with every thrust and with every lightning bolts of pain mix with pleasure, I remind myself that he’s going to give me a baby. I’m going to have a baby for Nate and me, growing inside my belly, and that I’m going to give Nate the family that I’m so desperate to have.
I wiggle my hips and try to take Marcus even deeper. He grabs my legs and pushes them up so that my knees are practically sitting on my tits. My body is so open to him, that it’s a little bit frightening. I look over at Nate and his mouth is just a hanging open and his hand is wrapped around his cock. He smiles at me and nods his head, as if he’s giving me approval again, and it unleashes something even deeper inside of me.
“Give me my baby,” I demand, turning my attention back to Marcus. “Come inside of me and spread your spunk everywhere. I don’t want it to drop of it to go to waste.”
Marcus pauses for a moment as he looks at me and I can’t read the expression in his eyes. But then he shifts his body a little bit and starts drilling into me like a super charged jackhammer.
“Oh my God! Oh my God!” I scream as he slams his massive cock into me over and over and deeper and deeper. His balls slap against the outside of my pussy and I can’t even imagine how I’m getting all of him inside of me, but I don’t care because it feels amazing and he’s going to give me my goddamn baby! I buck my hips up against him, working his cock is best as I can and making sure that his cock rubs against my g-spot over and over, because I feel another orgasm building inside of me, more powerful than my first one.
Marcus grinds into me and buries his cock so deep in my pussy that I feel my eyes roll back in my head from how full my pussy feels. My orgasm rapidly gathers force in my body and I wrap my arms around Marcus pulling him closer to me and encouraging him to pound even harder and faster.
“Give it to me, Marcus! Give it to me!”
Marcus keeps pounding into my pussy and I’m screaming because it feels so good and I’m so excited to have my baby.
My pussy clenches and gushes all over Marcus his cock and I ride him as hard as I can as my orgasm burst out of my body.
“Fuck! I can’t even last long with you!”
My pussy clenches and grabs at his cock, and starts milking it’s. Marcus hollers and his body shakes and vibrates over mine as he comes.
“Give it to me! Give it all to me!” I feel wild and desperate as he comes inside of me. “Don’t let a drop out of me! Don’t you dare!”
Marcus lets go of my legs and then collapses on top of me, breathing heavily as sweat from his body falls onto mine.
“Put a pillow under my hips,” I demand
Marcus rolls off of me and Nate quickly moves across our bedroom, with two pillows in his hands. I grab my legs and position my body so that my pussy is facing straight up. I want every single sperm to have a chance at my eggs.
“Fuck, Nate. You’re like my brother, but fuck. I hope she doesn’t get pregnant tonight, because I need to fuck her again.”
I look from Nate to Marcus and back to Nate again. Part of me would love to do that, but that almost feels like it would be too much. I cross my fingers and pray to God above to give me the baby that I want, tonight.
Nate comes over and kneels next to me on the bed, and strokes my legs and holds them for me so that I can give my arms a break.
“I love you so much, Nate. Thank you so much. I know I’m pregnant. I can already feel it. I can feel our baby starting to take life inside of me.”
“Anything for you, Annie. Anything.”
~~~




PAST INDISCRETIONS

“Julia, one day you’re just going to have to trust me. You understand that, right?”
Earl sighs in exasperation as he waits for me to respond.
“It’s just…it’s hard. After, you know…”
“Julia. That was three years ago. I’ve been faithful to you ever since then. I swear to you.”
Three years ago, Earl cheated on me. He says it was just a one-night stand, some woman he met on a business trip. I would never have discovered it if he had cleaned out his pants pockets. There, there I’d found the evidence. The slut he fucked had written him a note and Earl had saved it. Call me the next time you’re in town and I’ll fuck you again and do everything your wife doesn’t.
“It’s fine,” I say, then turn away from Earl. He exhales heavily, then gets up and stomps off to his office and slams the door.
Things haven’t been fine between us for a while now and a blind man could see that our marriage is coming to a breaking point. Both Earl and I are getting worn down by the constant low-grade tension and sniping that happens between us.
After his affair, he admitted that he finds me sexually boring. I was a virgin when we met and he knew full well that sex has never been important to me. I get the concept, but I’ve never understood why people rave about it. The way I was raised, sex was about giving a man the release he needs and getting pregnant.
I’ve never even masturbated.
“For fuck’s sake, Julia. You need to let this go!” Earl slams his fist down on the dining table and the sharp crack of splintering wood makes me jump back in fear.
Time stills and I know my marriage is over. It just seems impossible to come back from something like this. Earl has never seemed like a man with a violent temper, but…this dining table is now broken beyond repair.
“Julia, I’m sorry,” Earl says slowly, flexing his hands and breathing deeply. I can tell he’s making an effort, but it still doesn’t erase the new belief that we’ve passed a point of no return. When I don’t say anything, Earl’s face crumples a little and the look in his eyes expresses a different kind of pain. “Julia, please, say something. I’m really sorry.”
“Why…” I pause, scared about the words I know I need to say, “why did you marry me? You knew how I am about sex when we got married. If sex is so important to you, why did you even consider dating me?”
Earl exhales like he’s been hit in the gut, then runs his hand through his dark hair.
“Because I knew you’d be a great mother for the children I want. I didn’t think our sex life would be as big of an issue as it’s become.”
“How come your first answer wasn’t that you love me? Don’t you,” my voice breaks and tears run down my cheeks, “don’t you love me?”
“Julia, honey,” Earl’s voice softens and he comes over to me and wraps me in a gentle hug. “Of course I love you. That goes without saying. It’s just…I know you agree that our marriage has not turned out like either of us had envisioned.”
“I’m not sure I understand why you married me. Why did you marry me, Earl?” Tears pour from my eyes as I say these words. But I know that I have to ask these questions that have been eating me up inside.
Earl quiets and I can see a range of emotions moving across his face.
“I thought you would come to like sex. I hoped you would come to love sex. Julia, it’s been hard that you don’t want to have sex or that you never enjoy it when we do.” Earl pauses and takes a deep breath. “I need a strong sexual partner. I’ve always been sexual – you know that.”
I look down at my feet. What Earl is saying isn’t a surprise. I had hoped that I could make up for not liking sex, by being an otherwise perfect wife.
“Does that mean… Are you going to divorce me?” Powerful waves of loss and heartbreak overwhelm me. My body trembles as I try to grasp what surely must be about to happen. How could I have misjudged Earl so much? How could I have fooled myself into thinking that marrying a man with a high sex drive wouldn’t be a problem.
Earl exhales heavily and slumps in his chair.
“Julia, I don’t want that. But… I’m not happy right now and, if you’re honest, neither are you.”
Unable to look at Earl’s face, I nod my head. I can’t even lie to myself anymore, much less try and pretend with my husband.
“You’re right, Earl. I’m so sorry that I’m not a good wife for you.”
“Oh, babe. You’re a good wife. We’re not matching up when it comes to sex. But, we can fix this. I have an idea.”
“What’s that?” I look up at Earl and feel a tickle of hope. Is it possible we can work this out?
Earl comes over and kneels in front of me, and takes my hands gently in his.
“I’m certain you’re not going to like this, but I’ll ask that you consider it. Okay?”
I nod, a knot of nerves building in my stomach.
“Okay. I’ll do my best.”
“Julia,” Earl pauses, tightening his grip on my hands and staring deep into my eyes. “I want you to sleep with another man.”
“What?” Even I cringe at the screeching sound my voice makes. To Earl’s credit, he doesn’t let go of my hands and doesn’t break eye contact with me.
My parents always said that marriage was a lot of work, but I don’t know if this is what they meant. I want to be perfect for my husband, but I never feel like I can really let go when we have sex. I’m scared to give myself over in that way and the feelings that I experience, they scare me. All this time, I thought I was doing a good job of masking my disinterest in sex.
But obviously not good enough.
“Julia, please consider it. I know you hold back when we have sex. Can’t you talk to me? Tell me what you want? I will do anything to make you happy – you just have to tell me what to do.”
I open my mouth and then close it without saying anything. The truth is, I don’t have any imagination about sex.
“Earl… I’m not even sure what I want. I want to like sex, really I do. I don’t know what it is that blocks me.”
“Then that’s all the more reason that we should do this. You can experiment with another man and just let yourself go.”
If only it were that easy.
“I’m not sure it really works that way.” I look at my husband and wonder how we got to this point. I mean, I know we’re at this point because I don’t understand and enjoy sex. But how did we get married? I know Earl says that he loves me, but I’m really questioning that.
“Julia. If we don’t do something, it’s not going to work out between us. You understand that, right?”
I pull my hands away from his, and shrink into myself a little bit.
“Can I think about it, at least?”
“Sure,” Earl says. But I can tell from the way the that he sighs and the way that he gets up and walks away from me, that he doesn’t believe that I’ll really consider it.
The truth is, neither do I.
The night is finally here. I still can’t believe that I agreed to try this. But apparently Earl knows somebody who knows somebody, supposedly, who is a swinger and is having a party tonight. I didn’t even know that people were still swingers. I thought it was just something that people did in the seventies, not something that people still do today.
I finish putting on my dress and the heels that Earl likes, and then I take a long look at myself in the mirror. I still have a good body, toned and curvy and all of the right places, and my blonde hair falls loosely down my back. I couldn’t bring myself to wear a tight dress, but I’m wearing a blue dress that has a V-neck and then shows a little bit of my cleavage. It’s something that I normally wear only for Earl, but he insisted that I wear something at least a little bit sexy.
“You look gorgeous, Julia.” I jump when I hear Earl’s voice behind me. “I’m really happy that you agreed to do this. It’s really going to help our marriage.”
Part of me thinks that Earl wants to go to this party so that he can sleep with another woman. Maybe part of the reason that I close myself off sexually, is that I don’t trust him. I’ve always been scared that he would find fault with me, and then leave me. So maybe I’m holding back just because I’m scared to get hurt. But I agreed to marry him, so I should trust him.
I feel so confused.
“I think I’m ready.” There’s no use in delaying the inevitable. I’m not even sure that I can go through with this tonight, but I’m going to try. As difficult as things are right now, my marriage is important to me and I want to try and save it.
“You look amazing, Julia. Just relax and let yourself go tonight. There is no right and no wrong, only what you want to do and explore. You can try whatever you like – I won’t be upset at all. All I ask is that you do try, okay?”
I bite my lip and nod. I’m still not sure about this – at all – but I’m definitely going to try.
“Julia, relax. Take a deep breath.”
Earl lightly grabs my arm and stops me as we’re walking up to the front door of the party. The sounds of music and people laughing are coming from an open window, and I want to be part of that, even though I’m a little bit scared.
I take a deep breath and shake out my arms a little, not having realized how much tension I had built up in me.
“Better?” Earl smiles and leans over and gives me a light kiss.
“Yes, I think so.”
Once we’re inside, Earl immediately goes in search of drinks and comes back with a glass of some kind of punch, for me. It smells like it has so much alcohol in it, that you could set it on fire. It burns as I swallow it, but my muscles and mind immediately start loosening up.
We walk around the room, as Earl looks for his friend, and I’m astounded at how people are behaving. Everyone looks warm and friendly, and everyone is touching each other. A lot of people are wearing wedding rings, so it’s not like we’re the only married couple here.
“Oh, there’s Bob. Do you want to come with me? Or do you want to talk to people on your own?”
I look at the people closest to us, then decide to take a chance.
“I’ll go out on my own. Everyone seems real nice.”
Earl smiles at me and it makes my heart swell with pride. I really do just want to make and keep him happy. And who knows, maybe I will discover something new in me, here, tonight?
“You look like you need a fresh drink.”
Off to my right and see a gorgeous woman, offering me a fresh drink. I look down and realize that I’m holding an empty glass. When did I drink all of that?
“Thanks,” I say, taking the glass and taking a long drink.
“How do you know Susie and Lionel? I don’t think I’ve seen you at one of their parties before.”
“Oh, I don’t know them. My husband is the one that knows someone – friend of a friend, or something like that. I’ve never done anything like this before.”
“Oh! A virgin swinger!” The woman says, looking way more excited than even Earl did when I said I’d try this. “You are going to have a blast! Do you have any questions? Is there anyone you want me to introduce you to? Is there anything specific you want to try?”
I take a step back, a little bit blindsided by this enthusiasm and long list of questions, especially from a stranger.
“Slow down,” I say, trying to keep my emotions in check. “I’m not even sure about this.”
“Wait. What? You’re okay with being here, right? You understand what kind of party this is, right?”
“Yes to both questions. It’s just… I’m just not sure about this, is all.” I take a big gulp of my drink, welcoming the warmth that it gives my body, then tell this stranger about what happened and how Earl wants me to cheat on him, too, so that we’re even and so that I can work on figuring out what I like and want sexually.
“Oh,” she says, taking a long look at me. “Well, he has a good point about needing to understand what makes you excited – and sometimes experimenting with someone you don’t know can help reduce your inhibitions. As to the other part, that’s something you two need to work on. Trust is vital in a marriage and you both have to be on the same page. But, that’s something for another time. So tell me,” she says, flipping her brunette hair away from her face, “do you have any idea about what you want to try?”
I take a deep breath. There is something easy about talking to this stranger, whose name I don’t even know. My body is tingling from the alcohol and there’s something about the vibe of this party that is already coursing through me. Just watching all of these people enjoying themselves and touching each other, it makes me want to be part of that, too.
“To be honest, I’m interested in a big man.”
“Like a man with a big dick?”
“Yeah, but also a man who’s tall and muscular. And…” I blush even thinking about it, “someone who’s black. It’s just, if I’m going to do something so taboo, I want to go all the way.” When the woman raises her perfectly arched eyebrow at me, I add, “I grew up in a very conservative family. My parents would have been happy if I never encountered a person of color ever in my life. I’m not conservative like they are, but…some things just still feel taboo, you know?”
“I think so, yes,” she says, then pauses and looks around the room. “I know the perfect man for you, I just need to see if he’s here yet. Give me a minute to look for him?”
“Sure.”
The woman goes off in search of my fantasy. As I watch her walk away, I’m transfixed by the curve and sway of her hips and her ass. What would it be like to sleep with a woman?
Could I invite her to join me and the other man?
I drain the drink she brought me, my body buzzing with the alcohol. I’m definitely a little tipsy, but I like it. A moan behind me catches my attention and I turn to see a woman and two men practically fucking on the couch. My pussy gushes with wetness as I watch the men lavish attention on the woman. One is kissing her neck, the other is pulling down the top of her dress and kissing her breasts, while also pushing one of his hands up her dress. If they don’t get to a room soon, they’re going to be putting on a show for everyone here!
I know it’s wrong, but I’m so turned on by watching them!
“They are a sight to behold, yes?” A rich, deep voice comes from behind me, and I turn to face the most beautiful and stunning black man I’ve ever laid eyes on. He’s everything I described to the woman – tall, muscular, beautiful, and certainly in possession of a significant cock.
Maybe tonight will be fun, instead of scary.
“I… um…” I stutter, suddenly embarrassed at being caught out watching – and enjoying watching – the threesome on the couch. “They are pretty hot, for sure.”
“The person who is hottest, is you,” he says, stepping closer to me and running his fingers along my jaw, and then down the front of my neck. His fingers tug at the top of my dress and I find myself pushing my chest out toward him, offering myself to him.
I’ve barely said ten words to this supremely gorgeous man, but I already know that I want him to fuck me senseless. He’s big and powerful, and I desperately want to know how he would touch me.
“Thank…you,” I gasp. He runs his fingers under the top edge of my dress, and my body lights up with a lust I’m not sure that I’ve ever felt – even with Earl. How is that even possible?
A rush of confusing emotions flood through me – lust for this stranger and a sudden doubt about whether or not I married the right man. I hadn’t dated very much before Earl… Did I marry him just because he asked me? Are we really compatible? I’m questioning everything right now…
“You sure are jumpy little thing, aren’t you?” The man asks, chuckling. Everything about him is deep and sexy and there’s something about him that’s electrifying. I clench my thighs together tightly, trying to control the desire that is roaring through my private parts.
“I… I’ve never done this before. This is my husband’s idea and I don’t know why we’re here.” I say quickly, my nerves getting the better of me.
“You do know what kind of party this is, don’t you?” The man says, his voice a little bit more serious.
“What? Swingers. Yeah, I know about that. That’s not what I meant.”
“Well then what did you mean?”
“I mean, I know I were here. Earl cheated on me and I haven’t been able to forgive him. He has this crazy idea that if I sleep with somebody else, that I can get past what he did. I haven’t felt like I could trust him, but I have no idea how me fucking another man is going to make me trust him again.”
I watch this stranger look at me and I instantly feel shamed for sharing my dirty laundry with Earl to a complete stranger. For all I know, they go to the same gym and maybe even are friends that I just don’t know about.
“God, I am so sorry. I shouldn’t be telling you these things. Please don’t tell anybody, especially my husband if you happen to know him, about anything I’ve just told you. It’s embarrassing and I’m overwhelmed, and it’s just hard thing to figure out.”
“Don’t worry, gorgeous. Your secret is safe with me. And you know what?” The man says, a slow smile spreading across his thick, dark lips. I feel an uncontrollable desire to lick his lips and taste his hot, and to feel his big, powerful body dominating mine and making me scream.
“What?” I respond, the pitch of my voice rising so that it’s almost a squeak.
“I think you’re sexy and hot. I also think that beneath that shy and easily embarrassed façade of yours, that you would be a dynamite lover.”
The man steps closer to me, again and runs his fingers on my bare arm, and then runs his fingers through my hair. All of my senses light up like a Christmas tree and it feels like an explosion is building up inside of me.
Before I can think about it too much, I make up my mind.
“I’d like to take you up on your offer, but on one condition.”
The man smiles at me again and I feel my body burning with desire.
“Anything for you, gorgeous. What’s your condition?”
“Tell me your name. This is already weird enough for me, and I can’t do this if I don’t know your name.”
The man laughs and it is a rich sound of sheer pleasure and delight.
“My name is Albert. It is my great honor and pleasure to meet you.”
“Julia,” I say, smiling up at this powerfully built and handsome man.
“Now that we’ve done that out of the way, Julia. Let’s go find a room so that we can fuck each other’s brains out.”
“I don’t mind if I to,” I say, slipping my hand into his, as an invitation for him to lead me to someplace more private. I feel so bold and filthy, but also wildly excited. I don’t know if this is going to make me feel better about Earl and about him cheating on me, but I’m looking forward to finding out. At the very least, we will be equal with cheating, even if he did talk me into coming to this party.
“Gorgeous, I don’t like it when you get all silent like that’s because I can tell your mind is wandering away from me. I’m going to fuck you so deeply and so thoroughly, you’re never going to forget me and you’re going to be screaming my name so that everyone at this party will hear you when I make you come.”
I shiver with anticipation and desire as we walk into a freshly made bedroom. It’s nothing fancy, but everything is clean and tidy.
“The first thing we have to do is get you out of that dress,” Albert says, moving so that he is standing in front of me. He pushes the shoulder straps of my dress over my shoulders and down my arms and then roughly pushes my dressed over my hips and down to my ankles, so that I’m standing in front of him and nothing but my lacy lingerie and high heels.
Albert undresses me until I’m fully naked in front of him. Standing in front of him like this, especially when he still has his clothes on, makes me feel incredibly vulnerable and exposed.
“Fuck, you’re gorgeous. Your husband is a fucking fool to sleep with anybody else. If you were my wife, I’ve never share you. And I never cheat on you, either.”
Unexpected emotions surge through every molecule of my body. I never expected to feel safety from a stranger, much less a stranger that I’m going to cheat on my husband with. I can tell this is going to be a much more powerful and meaningful experience than I ever imagined or hoped it might be.
Albert steps away from me, and slowly undresses. His body is completely muscular, and it’s more than a little bit intimidating. His skin is so dark and beautiful, and it’s like nothing I’ve ever seen before. Standing in front of him, I feel more pale than I ever have in my life.
When Albert pushes his boxers down and steps out of them, I gasp and bite my lip when I see his cock. It’s more enormous and longer than anything I’ve ever seen before. I’ve heard the black men are big, but this goes beyond just a big dick. I don’t even know if there’s an adequate word for the sheer size of his cock. I don’t even know if I can wrap my fingers all the way around it, much less fit it in me.
“Gorgeous Julia, you don’t have to look so scared. I’ll start off gentle, but once you get into it, I’m going to pull the brakes and I’m going to fuck you hard. I’m going to make you forget about your husband and what he did to you. I’m going to make you wish that you had married a man like me.”
He steps closer to me and pulls my body close to him. His mouth is firm and gentle on mine, and his tongue thrusts through my lips and starts stroking my tongue, first slowly and then more urgently. I reach down and tentatively touch his cock and run my hand down his thick, long shaft. It bounces under my touch and his hips push forward into me. I run my other arm around Albert’s dark body and pull him closer to me.
I moan as he kisses me deeply and I feel his cock as it gets even harder as I stroke him.
“Go and sit on the edge of the bed,” Albert demands.
I follow his instruction and go and sit on the bed.
“Spread those sweet legs of yours and show me your snatch.”
A fit of giggles comes over me, but I do as I’m told. I’m not sure I’ve ever felt like someone has examined me this way before. I know Earl thinks that I’m attractive, but I don’t remember if he’s ever looked at me like this, I mean really look at me and look at my body. I feel like Albert is appreciating me and taking his time with me, in a way that Earl never has before. I never even knew that this was something that I was missing.
“Fuck, I can see you are already dripping for me,” Albert says, closing the distance between us and him kneeling in front of me. “Put your legs over my shoulders.” As soon as I do, Albert lowers his massive head toward my pussy and start kissing the insides of my thighs, so lightly that it tickles and makes me giggle.
And then all of a sudden, he starts licking me with his tongue and I’m immediately transported to another world. His tongue licks the length of my slit and is tasting my juices. He takes his time, licking me slowly and thoroughly, and teasing my clit.
“Oh my God,” I moaned and thrust my hips against his mouth, losing myself in delirious pleasure when he starts sucking at my clit and finger fucking me. He immediately finds my g-spot and it feels like I’m about to come in three seconds.
I’ve never come this fast before!
Albert reaches his hands underneath me and grabs my ass and pulls me closer to his mouth. My body starts twitching and shaking, as he sucks my clit harder and harder and swirls his fingers around inside of me.
“Oh fuck! I’m coming!” I scream, my hips bucking as he keeps on sucking me and my body clenches and releases. I whimper as I finish coming, because Albert still has his mouth on my pussy and it’s incredibly sensitive.
“I need a break!” I gasp, sensitivity and a little bit of pain coursing through my pussy as he continues to lick and suck me.
My body jerks around like I’m being electrocuted. My nerve endings are screaming, both from pleasure and discomfort. Earl is still sucking at my pussy and it’s driving me wild.
Albert keeps working his fingers inside of me and I swear I can almost feel another orgasm starting to build.
“I want to watch you riding my big black dick,” Albert says as he lifts his face from my pussy. It is such a turn on to see my pussy juice covering another man’s face.
I watch Albert as he stands up and moves to the bed, his dark body full of muscles and grace. I run my hands over his body as he lays down on the bed, next to me. His cock is thick and long, and I’m wondering how that is going to fit inside of me. He looks so big, like fucking him will split me in two.
I lean over his body, and take the tip of his cock in my mouth. Albert groans and pushes my head as I lick and suck at him and trying to take more of him inside of my small mouth. I choke, because he’s so big! I can hardly breathe with him in my mouth. It is such a turn on to feel him get harder in my mouth while I give him a blow job.
“Fuck! You’ve got a tight little mouth. But I want to taste of your tight little pussy riding my big black cock,” Albert says, grunting as I work my mouth on his cock.
“Whatever you say,” I tease. I move my body so that I’m straddling his waist. I feel so tiny and pale next to his big, muscular, black body. There is something so different and primal about Albert that makes me want to be wild, to really let myself go. I never like being on top, even with Earl, but there’s something about Albert that makes me want to be on top.
Albert grabs his big cock, which is now hard as a rock, and rubs it against my pussy and covers it in my pussy juice. My clit is still super sensitive, and my tight pussy is aching to be filled up. I bear down on his black cock and stifle a scream as he starts to push inside of me.
He’s so big! My pussy is tight around his cock and only the head of his cock is inside of me! I’m really excited to fuck him, but I honestly don’t know how going to get his cock inside of me.
“Goddamn! Your pussy feels so good, wet and tight, and begging to be stretched and pounded by my big dick.” Albert puts his big hands on my hips and guides me as I cautiously lower myself so that I can take more and more of his black cock inside of me. Every time I push down, he pushes up and a little bit deeper inside of me each time. I can hear myself whimpering and moaning as my pussy is invaded by his cock and struggles to stretch out to accommodate him.
“Go faster,” I ask, wanting to be fucked so hard that it hurts. I don’t care if it will be able to walk straight when I leave this bedroom and go back to the party. I feel like it’ll be a badge of pride, so that everyone – especially Earl – will know that I’ve just been fucked and buck exceptionally well.
Albert chuckles a little bit, but increases his grip on my hips. “Are you sure you’re ready for that? You haven’t even had half of my dick.”
Holy shit. I didn’t realize how much more of him there was!
“Give me all of it. Now!”
Albert doesn’t say anything but he starts pounding up into my pussy hard and fast. I scream as he plunges deeper into my pussy. My tight pussy throbs around his cock, struggling to stretch out. But the more he fucks me, the easier it is to take his cock inside of me.
I arch my back and move my hips so that I can try and rub his cock against my g-spot even more. He’s grunting loudly as I ride his cock and his body is jerking and bucking beneath me.
“Am I good?” I suddenly feel self-conscious.
“What? You’re fucking stupendous! I haven’t felt that pussy like yours in I don’t know how long. If you were my wife, I’d be fucking your pussy every night, all night, so that the neighbors complained about how much you screamed.”
Albert flips me over so that he’s on top and he reaches behind my knees and pulls my legs up so that my knees are by my tits. I moan and scream as he plows into my pussy, somehow managing to go deeper than he had before, his balls slapping at my ass. My eyes are half closed and I swear they’re rolling back in my head from just how fucking amazing his cock feels and how well he’s fucking me.
Albert’s body works over mine, roughly fucking me and making me thankful that Earl cheated on me. I’ve never been fucked like this before and it’s opening my eyes to a different kind of sex.
“Oh, fuck! I’m going to come again!” I scream, trying to push my pussy up on Albert’s cock. “Make me come!”
Albert’s eyes flare and he starts fucking me even harder and faster. My pussy clenches around his big dick, each stroke hitting my g-spot perfectly and making my body feels so fucking good. My nerve endings electrify, again, and then my orgasm is raising so fast in my body, that I can’t stop it!
I start screaming and thrashing underneath Albert, as I cum again, even harder than the first time! My pussy clamps around his cock and milks him.
“Come in my pussy!” I scream, wrapping my hands around him, and trying to push him deeper inside of me. I want all of Albert. I want all of his cock, deep inside of me. “Fill me up!”
Something changes in Albert’s eyes, and he fucks me so hard that I keep screaming. My body is so sensitive, but my pussy just can’t get enough of his big black cock.
Albert rails into my pussy and then grunts and moans as he unloads all of his cum deep inside of my pussy. His body slows down and starts to jerk and which. I run my hands over his body, lightly, and he moves as if he’s shivering for my touch.
Albert rolls off of me and then curls up behind me and holds me, gently stroking my breasts and my stomach, and then moving his hand down to my pussy.
“Oh! I can take anymore!”
Albert laughs and kisses the back of my shoulder.
“We both need a break. I’m just putting my hand over what is mine. I’ve claimed your pussy and no one will ever fuck you the way that I just fucked you.”
That’s for damn sure.
As my breathing evens out and I snuggle against Albert’s powerful body, his thick cock twitches against my ass. I roll over and look into his eyes, then grab his cock with my hands and start pumping him, feeling him get hard all over again.
“I think I need to do more research about what I like sexually. Can you show me something new?”
~~




STOLEN GLANCES

I’ve never admitted it to anyone, but I have a massive crush on the woman that’s moved into the condo next to my husband and me. She’s funny, flirtatious, and has the most beautiful long, wavy dark hair that I’ve ever seen. We assume she’s from South America, but her accent is vague enough that we’re not sure. Each time she avoids saying which country she’s from, Timothy and I make up wild stories about why she won’t reveal this piece of information. Is she part of a political family that was run out of the country? Is she a criminal? Is she famous and we simply don’t know? Is the name she’s given us really her real name?
In my dreams, I fantasize that she’s attracted to me, that she corners me after dinner one evening, urging me into the food pantry and kissing me with her full, delectable lips. Her skin is a creamy shade of cinnamon and she unexpectedly has a sprinkling of freckles across her arms, and I’ve longed to explore her body and count the number of freckles she has. I swear that she’s glanced at me slightly too long sometimes, but I know that I’m certainly projecting my own desires onto hers. Of course, nothing will ever happen between her and me. I mean, I’m married! I know that Timothy has always fantasized about a threesome, but all men say that, right? It’s not like we’d ever break our marriage vows!
“This is going to be a fabulous weekend,” Timothy says, zipping up his bag. It’s that warm part of spring, where you just can’t wait to escape the city for a weekend, to get out in the country or to the beach and breathe fresh air, just be in the fresh air after being cooped up all winter.
“Yeah,” I agree. Despite writing out a packing list days ago, I’m dithering over what to pack. Sure, I want to look nice for Timothy, but I also want to look nice for Mariana. It’s not a lie when they say that women dress for other women. I want Mariana to be pleased with me and how I look.
“Wait,” he says, pausing, noticing that I’m still in the closet, not because I’m getting dressed, but because I’m flipping through my clothes, my weekend bag next to me and already overflowing with clothes. “You’re not packed yet. Alicia. I thought you figured everything out days ago.”
I sigh and look over at him, cringing slightly as I see the frustration creasing his face. “I know. Me, too. I know it’s only a couple of days, but I just can’t decide!”
“Well,” Timothy’s voice comes out in an exasperated huff as he glances at his watch. “You have about five minutes before Mariana is due to arrive, and you know she’s always so punctual, so you better make some choices, fast.”
I know Timothy loves me, but I know he’s also perplexed about why I can’t just pack a few things in a bag like he can, then be finished. He just doesn’t get how much clothes mean to me and how I feel different depending on how I’m dressed.
And I want to be sexy this weekend. Really sexy!
The minutes fly by and I bite my lip. I stand in front of my mirror, holding up a red skirt and a denim skirt in front of me and trying to decide.
A deep, throaty laugh comes from the door and I see Mariana standing there, a smile on her face and a sparkle in her eyes.
“I think the denim skirt is nice, but that the red skirt is sexy. I’d love to see you wear both this weekend.” I just want to lose myself in the sound of Mariana’s purring voice.
“Mariana!” I say, dropping the skirts on the bed and walking over to give her a hug. She gives me a peck on the cheek and I feel my body warm. I’ve fingered myself during a lot of showers and wondered what it would be like to have her lips exploring my body…
“Alicia, you look gorgeous, as always. Timothy says you’re having a challenge packing? It’s just for a short weekend and we’ll be at the beach?” Her eyebrows move into a small crease, like she also can’t understand why it’s taking me so long to choose clothes for just a couple of days. “Carina, you only need a bikini and some shorts…”
“That, I already have,” I say, grabbing my bag. I actually have two bikinis in there, and I hurriedly throw in the skirt Mariana admired, a couple of nice t-shirts I’d been considering, and some lacy underwear.
“Ooh, those are very beautiful,” Mariana says, picking up a delicate lace thong. “That is very sexy. I’m sure you’re very sexy in it.”
My face colors and I try to hide my embarrassment with a smile and a laugh. I pick the wispy bit of lace from her and toss it in my bag, then zip it up.
“Okay, I think I’m ready,” I say. I totally do not feel ready. I’ve just thrown random clothes into my bag and I’m going to be around a woman I’ve been lusting after, while we’ll both be wearing bikinis, for the whole weekend. The sun isn’t going to be the only hot thing this weekend!
Despite my husband’s protests, I sit in the backseat and let him ride next to Mariana, who’s driving us. I just don’t trust myself to be next to her… Besides, I’m at a better angle for watching her without her knowing, though she has looked up at the rear-view mirror a few times and caught me watching her. She always smiles, and something twists and warms inside of me.
I don’t know how I’m going to make it through this weekend!
“Thank you so much for inviting us out to your timeshare,” my husband says. “Alicia and I have both been feeling claustrophobic in the city and we’ve been dying to get away.”
Mariana smiles again and it’s like liquid desire being poured all over my body.
“Oh, it is nothing,” she says, her right hand momentarily releasing the steering wheel and waving through the air. “I’m happy to share the house. It’s far too much for one person and it’s always better to share nice things with good friends, yes?”
“That’s generous of you,” I say, hoping my smile is natural. I really am grateful she’s invited us, because even if the ocean is freezing, I want to jump in the water. My husband has never understood my love of diving into a cold ocean. It’s hard to describe the shock and rush it gives me, without sounding like an idiot. I find it invigorating – like it really wakes up not just my body, and it gives my mind more clarity than any amount of yoga has ever done.
“I’m pleased you said yes,” she says, looking back at me in the mirror and reaching her hand back. Instinctively, I grab it and squeeze. Her hand is soft and strong as she squeezes back. “I was worried you were having second thoughts…”
Timothy laughs, then shifts in his seat so he can look back at me. “Are you kidding? This is all Alicia has been talking about all week! I’ve been looking forward to this weekend, but she’s been counting the minutes until today. Haven’t you sweetie?”
I could kill him right now. Yes, everything he says is true, but not just for getting out of the city. See, I’ve never told him about my crush on Mariana or that I’ve ever thought about sex with a woman. We got married early on, and I never had the chance to experiment much before then. I don’t regret marrying him, not at all! It’s more that I regret not being more adventurous when I was single and having sex with more people – including women.
“Well, Timothy is right. I have been looking forward to this weekend,” I say, hoping my blush isn’t as bright as it feels. “I’ve been incredibly overworked and with this sudden warm spell, it feels criminal to not accept an invitation to the ocean.”
“Oh, and you’ll get to see Alicia’s crazy obsession with jumping in freezing oceans. I don’t get it, but she loves it.”
“Really?” There’s a sound of excitement in Mariana’s voice, and it takes me by surprise. “Me, too! One winter, I worked in Russia, and I participated in…” she pauses a moment, mumbling under her breath in Spanish. “I think the phrase is Polar Bear Swim?”
“Polar Bear Plunge,” I respond. “I’ve always wanted to do one of those! How was it?”
“It was magnificent! I’ve never had such a rush in my life. Of course, going to the sauna afterward was nice.” She glances back at me again in the mirror, this time looking at me with more consideration and a new interest in her eyes. “I hadn’t thought that was something interesting to you.”
“She may seem a bit quiet, but she does have an adventurous side,” Timothy says, pride obvious in his voice. He leans toward the window, letting the warm air rush through his hair.
I blush and look down at my lap, willing myself to not look in the mirror and see if Mariana is looking back at me. But my mind screams at me to look, wanting to know if she’s watching me, and I sneak a peek.
Mariana winks at me when I glance at the mirror. I start to look away, but then decide to be brave and meet her gaze. When I smile back at her, something flickers in her eyes and her smile changes a little, like she’s just had a satisfaction.
“How about some music?” Mariana says, deftly changing the subject. “You choose,” she says, waving her hand towards my husband.
Timothy perks up and pulls out his phone and connects it to the car stereo system.
The rest of the drive goes by in a blur of rock music and warm air pouring through the open windows. As the city recedes further into the distance, I feel myself start to relax.
But there’s still a tension within me.
Mariana.
From the amount of times she’s looked back at me and the way she’s smiled at me, I’m dead certain she’s interested in me. Has Timothy talked to her?? Certainly he wouldn’t, right? Has he realized how attracted I am to her? I know it’s his fantasy to have a threesome with another woman, but surely he wouldn’t talk to another woman without having talked to me, first. Right?
My mind races with the possibilities of the weekend. I’m pretty sure if I made a pass at Mariana, she wouldn’t say no. At least, she’s acting like she’s interested and wouldn’t say no.
But what would that mean for my marriage with Timothy? I love him and I know he loves me, but does it mean he loves me less if he shared me with another person? Would I be comfortable sharing him with another woman?
“You look so serious back there.” Mariana’s voice breaks into my thoughts and startles me.
“Oh, it’s nothing,” I fib, nervously waving my hand and not quite meeting her eyes. “It’s just hard to leave work and the city behind, you know?”
“Si, guapa. I do know. We’re almost to the house. You can relax there,” she says, giving me another wink.
Mariana pulls up in front of a little house and I feel a new rush of anticipation. The air is heavy with the scent of salt water and I start fidgeting and wanting to get out.
“This is fantastic!” Timothy says as we all escape from the car. He comes over and puts his arm around my waist and pulls me into a hug. My body tenses slightly, not because I mind him touching me in public, but because of how keyed up I am about Mariana.
“It is, Mariana. I can’t wait to get out to the beach!”
She gives a deep, throaty laugh that is full of pleasure.
“Of course, guapa. Let’s go take a dip in the cold water!”
Timothy smiles and shakes his head, then we all head into the house.
In our bedroom, Timothy comes over to me while I’m changing into my bikini and wraps his arms around me from behind, reaching up to fondle my breasts.
“Oh!” I say, leaning back into him and enjoying the feeling of his hands on my breasts. I reach behind me and rub his cock through his shorts and discover that he’s half-hard. “That feels good.”
“I thought you wanted to go jump in the ocean?” Timothy teases, his mouth on my neck. He’s grinding into my ass now and both of us are breathing more jaggedly.
“I could wait a couple minutes…” I say, turning in his arms and then hugging him close to me.
“Are you sure? You’ve seemed keyed up and on edge… Is everything okay?”
I hug him tighter and take a moment to think. This is it. Do I admit how I feel about Mariana? Part of me thinks that Timothy suspects, but…knowing men, he may have no idea at all. I decide to tell him, but make it a seduction game.
“Well, it’s just that Mariana…well, Mariana is so sexy. I’m a little keyed up over her.” Scared to look him in the eye, I kiss his neck. Maybe he’ll think this is foreplay dirty talk?
“I’ve wondered about that,” he says, reaching down and sliding his hand into my panties. I gasp and bite my lip to stop from moaning, as he slides his fingers through my wetness and flicks at my clit. “Goddamn, you’re soaking wet! You really do like her, don’t you?”
I grind down on his fingers, desperate for release.
“I do…” I mumble, turned on and scared at the same time.
“I think that’s hot. I’ve always wanted to see you with another woman. Or to have a threesome with you and another woman.”
Timothy’s cock is hard in my hands and his fingers are slipping around my pussy. I quickly unbutton his shorts and he slides my panties down.
“Kneel over the bed,” he says, his voice thick and low.
Nearly whimpering with need, I rush over to the bed and kneel on the bed, spreading my legs and sticking my ass up so he has a clear view of my hungry pussy.
Timothy doesn’t make me wait, stepping up behind me and ramming his cock into me in one fluid motion.
“Oh, fuck.” I bite my lip, trying to conceal my moan. I lean down into the bed, grabbing the blanket with my hands.
“Do you want to fuck Mariana?” Timothy asks, grunting as he works his cock in and out of my pussy.
“I…” I bury my face in the blanket when I feel another moan coming on. I can’t believe he’s asking me this! My emotions go on overload. His cock feels glorious inside of me, while another part of me is even more turned on by the idea of tasting Mariana and the knowledge that Timothy is okay with this! “I do!”
Timothy slaps the side of my ass and grabs it, then pounds into me fast and hard.
“Then I want you to fuck her.”
“Oh, Timothy!” I can’t help from crying out his name as my body explodes with pleasure and I come harder than I have in months. He buries his cock in me as I buck and shudder, and he holds my hips tight so I can’t escape his cock.
“And I want to watch you fuck her.” Timothy groans and grinds into me as he comes, then collapses on the bed next to me.
We lay in silence for a minute catching our breath. I can hear Mariana moving around in another part of the house, and a new wave of emotions crashes over me again. Was Timothy serious? Or was that just dirty talk?
I roll over and look at Timothy, who’s smiling happily at me. “Before you ask, I’m serious. I want to see you fuck her. It’s obvious she’s hot for you and you’re obviously hot for her.”
“Are you sure?” I ask, feeling deeply uncertain. Is it too much to hope for that he’s serious?
“Ten-million percent sure.” Timothy reaches out and rubs his hand along my jaw, then leans in and kisses me slowly. “I’ve always wanted to see you with another woman, but I didn’t think you were interested in that.”
“Well,” I say, scooting my body closer to him. “I didn’t think I was, either. But there’s just something about Mariana. She’s magnetic.”
“Do you think you’ll do it?” Timothy’s eyes are wide in excitement.
I give him a slow smile and stand up to walk to the bathroom, so I can freshen up before going out. I probably shouldn’t smell like sex with my husband, when I go to approach a woman I hope to sleep with, right?
“I think so!”
“Well it’s about time you came out! The weather is perfect. And I’ve been waiting for you,” Mariana says, placing her hand on my arm and leaving it there, “to go jump in the ocean. I want to share that with you.”
My stomach twists in excitement. She’s definitely flirting with me.
“Let’s do it!”
An overwhelming urge to just do everything, try everything, washes over me. I’m going to ignore the doubting voice in my head and just let myself do whatever tickles my fancy.
And Mariana definitely tickles my fancy!
Mariana lets go of my arm and grabs my hand. I weave my fingers through hers, liking the feeling of her smaller, softer hand in mine.
“Back in a flash,” I say to Timothy. His eyes are wide and he just nods. I pull off my sarong and drop it in the sand.
Mariana’s eyes linger over my body and I let myself look at her body. The deep red of her bikini looks amazing against her darker skin. Her taut stomach leads up to an amazing set of large tits.
“You like?”
I blush when she catches me staring at her tits.
“I do,” I whisper.
“Good. Because I like, too.” She reaches out with her other hand and trails her fingers down my chest and between my breasts, her finger gently hooking the strap of bikini between my breasts. My skin tingles under her touch.
“I’m glad. Now let’s go jump in the ocean!”
The joy of running down the beach makes me feel like a carefree teenager. We scream and laugh as we plunge into the cold water. As if by unspoken agreement, once we’ve dove under the water, we rush back to the shore.
“You were magnificent,” Mariana says, shivering as she gives me a big hug. My skin tingles with the cold salt water dripping off me, but her embrace warms something deeper inside of me, lighting a fire that I’ve tried to ignore.
“So are you,” I pull her closer and kiss her neck. Her skin is salty and smooth and slick beneath my hands.
“Guapa, come here.”
All at once, Mariana is kissing me and cupping my ass in her hands. Lust boomerangs through my body and I kiss her back, eagerly sucking at her tongue and raising my hands to her lush, full breasts.
“Let us go somewhere private.”
“Yes.” My voice is breathless from her kiss. My body is aching with desire and yearning for what comes next.
Her hand holds mine tightly as we walk back to Timothy. He raises an eyebrow at me and I smile shyly.
“We need to go inside and warm up. Would you like to join us and assist us with that?”
Marianna’s eyes sparkle as she looks at Timothy. In a flash, Timothy is standing up and vigorously nodding his head.
“Damn skippy! Just lead the way!”
The desire running through me is overwhelming. Am I really about to do this? So many firsts for me! I’ve never been with a woman before and I’ve never had a threesome before, either!
“You walk in front,” Marianna says as we approach the house.
As I’m walking up the steps to the house, I feel Marianna’s small hands on my hips, stilling me and tugging at my bikini bottom.
“Wait. I want to taste you.”
“What?” I nearly jump when I feel her hands lightly caress my hips and move to my ass. Instinctively, I push my ass back toward her, offering up myself for everything. She hooks her fingers under the edge of my bikini and pushes them toward my slick pussy.
The sensation of her mouth kissing the top of my thigh tickles and makes me giggle and squirm. Marianna slowly licks and sucks at my leg, her fingers massaging my skin and edging closer, so slowly, toward my aching pussy.
“Please…” I whisper.
Marianna slides my bikini bottoms down my legs, then pushes me so that I’m bent over. Her tongue glides over my skin and I cry out when she starts licking and sucking at my pussy.
“Oh, you taste good. I’d lick that every night, if you were my wife.”
“Wow. You’re sure a tease,” Timothy says, from the bottom of the stairs. I turn to look at him and see him rubbing his cock through his tented shorts.
“I like to make pleasure last a long time. I don’t think Alicia is complaining, no?”
“Definitely not,” I say quickly. I can’t wait to have her eating my pussy, and then see what it’s like to eat hers!
“Let me help you out of those.” Marianna slides my bikini bottoms off, her mouth trailing kisses down my legs.
When we finally make it to the bedroom, I freeze up a little.
“Come here,” she says, as if understanding that I have no idea what to do!
With a tug, my bikini strap comes undone and falls to the floor and my big breasts bounce free.
“Oh, those are beautiful.” Marianna holds them, massaging my nipples so gently that my nipples ache with how hard they’ve become.
“Let me see you,” I ask. “I want to see you, and taste you, too.”
Marianna’s smile makes my insides go liquid with lust. I want to feel her tongue everywhere, but especially between my legs.
“Patience, dear Alicia. Patience.” Marianna kisses me and I taste myself on her lips. I suck hungrily at her tongue, but once again she pulls back, teasing me yet again. She turns to Timothy, “are you joining us?”
Timothy’s blue eyes go wide and he nods his head quickly. “That’s an offer I won’t refuse!”
“Guapa. Do you trust me?” Marianna kisses me again, her hands grabbing my ass.
“Um, yes?” I have no idea what she means, but yeah, I’m about to have sex with her, so I guess I trust her?
“Good. That’s what I wanted to hear.”
She walks with me over to the bed, then instructs me to lay down on my back, in the middle of the bed. From a nightstand, she withdraws two long scarves.
“May I tie you up? Have you done that before?” The smile on her mouth and the look in her eyes are so inviting, I’d try anything if it meant I could be with her.
“No. I mean, no I haven’t tried that before. But yes, you may.” Nerves coil in my stomach. I’ve never let anyone do something like this before. I’ve never given full control to anyone. But something about Marianna makes me feel like it’s okay. I wouldn’t say I feel safe, because the desire and emotions ricocheting through me are potent and overwhelming.
“You should expand your repertoire, Timothy,” Marianna jokes, tying one hand and then the other to the bedposts.
“I think this weekend definitely falls under that!” Timothy laughs, as he pulls his shorts off. His cock springs free, fully at attention. Familiar desire pings through me, but the unfamiliar desire of Marianna commands my attention.
My hands tied up, Marianna turns to Timothy and strips out of her bikini. Her ass is the most perfect I’ve ever seen – it’s high and caramel-colored, and I wish I could touch it.
“You like this?”
“Fuck yeah I like that!”
Timothy takes a step toward her, but stops when she holds up her hand.
“This is for Alicia, not you. I don’t play with men. You can watch or you can also play, but you can’t play with me. Understood?”
The way Marianna takes control is so definitive and authoritative, I feel myself creaming even harder. I love that she’s not meek and not afraid to say exactly what she wants and what is off limits.
Timothy hesitates, then nods his head. His cock is twitching and purple, and I can see how horny and ready to fuck he is.
Marianna turns toward me and it takes my breath away. Seeing her in a bikini is nothing compared to seeing her full breasts and her shaved pussy. I strain against my restraints, wishing more than anything that I could touch her.
I spread my legs for her, inviting her to take my most private and vulnerable place.
“Your pussy is beautiful.” Marianna’s voice is a purr and I’m pleased she likes my pussy.
Crawling on the bed, I watch as her tits sway. She grabs a pillow and motions me to raise my hips, which I do. With a pillow beneath my ass, it feels like I’m even more on display.
Marianna lowers her mouth to my pussy and begins licking and sucking. Her lips and tongue are so much different than Timothy’s! She sucks my pussy hard and I scream out.
“I’m going to come quick if you keep up like that!” I warn, bucking against her seductive mouth.
“Then I will make you come again…and again.”
Oh, fuck. I’m so done for.
My body feels liquid and hot as my orgasm rapidly builds inside of me. When Marianna plunges two fingers inside of me and instantly and expertly strokes my g-spot, my pussy convulses hard and I come faster than I’ve ever come before in my life!
“Give it to me,” Marianna says, her mouth an inch from my pussy. I scream again as her fingers keep working inside of me, drawing my orgasm out and making it more intense. My wrists hurt from pulling against the restraints and not being able to touch her is frustrating and makes this more intense.
“Oh my God!” My body stops twitching, but she leaves her fingers inside me. My body instinctively bears down on them. My clit already needs to be touched again! “I’ve never come like that before! Never so fast!”
“I will give you more firsts, today, my beautiful Alicia.”
Marianna moves so that she’s at my side, then trails her fingers down my arm and to my breasts. She moves her fingers lightly and it tickles and makes me giggle again. When her mouth finds my nipple and she gently nips at it, I grind my hips against the pillow.
I’m already desperately craving my next orgasm.
Timothy moves to the bed and spreads my legs further apart, then kneels in front of me. Marianna keeps sucking and lavishing attention on my breasts, and then Timothy plunges his hot cock into me.
The sensations are so overwhelming! The way Marianna is sucking at my breasts is so different – it’s a little rough, but nurturing in a weird way, too. It feels incredible!
“Now I want you to lick my pussy.”
“Oh, fuck, this is going to be motherfucking awesome!” Timothy’s voice is jagged and he keeps pounding into my pussy in a nice and steady rhythm. It’s not going to be long before I come again!
Marianna kneels on the bed, then all of a sudden she’s straddling my face and her gorgeous pussy is over my face! The musky scent of her is overpowering and my arms strain as I pull against the scarves that have me bound to the bed posts. Goddamn I want to touch her with my hands!
“Now, now,” she chides, reaching down and stroking my cheeks. “Maybe next time I’ll let you have your hands free.”
Next time. Holy fuck. This is going to be the best weekend ever!
Reaching down and spreading her lips, Marianna lowers her pussy over my mouth. It takes a moment for me to adjust, but I start licking at her, exploring her pussy and taste with my tongue. Looking up, I can see Marianna watching me, though I’m transfixed by the sight of her breasts over me.
Marianna presses down on my mouth and I suck, gently.
“No, guapa. Suck me like you suck your husband!”
I increase my sucking, teasing her with my tongue.
“Yes! Like that! More!”
The sound of Marianna’s command spurs me on. I find her clit with my tongue and lick it and suck it, tasting her yummy juices and losing myself.
As Marianna rides my face with her delicious pussy, Timothy starts pounding into my slick pussy faster and faster. I can’t help moaning as a new orgasm starts building in me, but I’m moaning into Marianna’s pussy and that’s so hot! Her breathing is speeding up and she’s trailing her fingers down my arms.
Fuck I wish I could touch her! But I do love being used like this, by both her and Timothy! Not being in control is an amazing feeling and being fucked by my husband while I eat a woman’s pussy is so, so hot!
“Yes, yes, yes!” Marianna pushes down on my face as I hungrily eat her pussy. Her body is starting to twitch and jerk, and I think she’s about to come! I can’t believe that I’m doing this to her!
Marianna screams again and a warm rush of her juices and come spurt out over my mouth and face. I drink in as much of it as I can, trying to make her orgasm the best ever and to clean her up. She lifts up from my face and moves so that she’s laying beside me. She starts playing with my breasts again, pinching my nipples hard and then kissing me.
“I always love the way I taste on another woman’s lips,” she murmurs, licking my lips and then plunging her tongue into my mouth again. I suck on it hard, my lust not yet sated.
“Fuck that’s hot!” Timothy roars. He grabs my hips hard and jackhammers into me, making me cry out.
My pussy clenches and explodes with another orgasm as Timothy comes inside me. My body bucks and writhes around as my orgasm takes over my entire body. Timothy leaves his cock deep inside me until he finishes twitching, then I feel his come slide out of me when he does.
When Marianna unties my wrists, there’s an exquisite discomfort as my muscles relax and stretch again. I turn to face her in the bed, finally touching her face and letting my hands explore her breasts, and then slide down to her still-wet pussy. She raises one of her legs and gives me access, an invitation to continue. Timothy is laying behind me, his sweaty chest pressed up against mine.
As the sound of the ocean from outside filters in through the window, I realize this is what I’ve needed for a long time – a man and a woman in my bed. This is the best sex I’ve ever had!
“You were magnificent, guapa,” Marianna says. “Shall we play some more?”
“You better believe it! But first let’s go for a swim!”
~~~




BACKSTAGE PASS

Chapter 1
“Happy birthday, baby!” Doug comes over to me and pulls me into a big embrace. His tongue rushes into my mouth and I’m just drunk enough that I don’t mind kissing him back or mind that his hand is roughly grabbing my ass… in front of a bunch of our friends and some of my co-workers.
“Whew,” I say, catching my breath after our kiss finishes. A deep blush rises in me when I see the looks on everyone’s faces. Some friends are grinning and winking, others are looking a little more ‘and what do you think you’re doing’ as if I should be ashamed for enjoying my birthday.
“Get a room!” Edgar, Doug’s best friend yells, causing most everyone else to laugh and clap.
“We will, man, we will,” Doug says, wrapping his arm around me and holding me tight.
I love Doug so much that sometimes it feels like my heart is going to burst. There’s nothing I wouldn’t do for him or with him.
“But before then, I’m here to give my stunningly gorgeous and talented wife the best birthday gift she’s ever wanted!”
“Oh, honey,” I say, curious about this mysterious gift. I know he’s been working on something special, because I’ve heard him having several muffled conversations, and then ending them abruptly when I got remotely within hearing distance. I’ve been hinting at a ski vacation for this Christmas, but he’s kept my gift a complete surprise from me, not giving me any hint at all.
“Now,” he says, addressing all our friends, “as all of you should know, because it’s certainly no secret, Dante Pope is my dear Emma’s favorite musician – has been since she was a teenager and he had that hit Sultry Woman when we were in high school.”
“Oh, baby!” I say, my heart filling with love. I’d heard that Dante Pope was coming to town to perform, but tickets at The Promenade are insanely expensive and that they sold out in minutes. Even now, fifteen years since Sultry Woman, Dante Pope is still topping the charts and filling arenas worldwide. “You got tickets?!”
He nods, and I jump up and hug him tightly, kissing him again. “Anything you want tonight. Anything,” I whisper into his ear.
Doug’s eyes go wide and a huge grin lights up his face. “Anything? Even...?”
“Anything,” I whisper again, lightly kissing him again.
“Well, then maybe I don’t need to mention what’s so special about these tickets…”
“What could possibly be better or more perfect than tickets to Dante Pope?” I feel genuinely confused. I look over to Edgar, but he’s just shaking his head. Juliana catches my eye and raises her eyebrow. Huh. Whatever it is, he hasn’t consulted with my best friend, so that can mean this is going to go either spectacularly well or spectacularly weird. I love my husband with all my heart, but sometimes his idea of a great gift, well, is his idea of a great gift, not mine.
“Two words, gorgeous woman, two words.” He pauses, knowing that secrets make me squirm. Finally, he says, “I did a little of this and a little of that, and I nabbed… front row seats!”
I’ve heard what he’s just said, but it doesn’t seem real. My heart starts pounding like it’s going to burst from my chest. This can’t be real!
“Is this a joke?” It wouldn’t be the first time he’s pulled a joke on me, though this would be the absolute worst. Dante Pope was my first love and, as a teenager, I convinced myself that he was writing each of his power ballads for me. Didn’t matter we hadn’t met, it was like he knew, deep down, who I was and was searching for me and me alone. I thought he was looking into my soul, putting into words everything I felt and everything I hadn’t even realized I felt.
When I was nineteen, a friend of a friend took me to see Dante Pope and she wanted to go backstage. She was willing to do anything to get backstage, even if it meant the cliché of giving the bouncer a blow job. ‘It would totally be worth it. Don’t tell me I’m wrong.’ When it came time to approach the bouncer, I totally chickened out and fled. I’m not a prude now, but I was one then – it seemed so… dirty to do something like that!
Not making it backstage is one of the things I’ve always regretted. I was young, so I should have let myself be foolish – it’s not like anyone but my friend would have known.
The look on Doug’s face softens, and then a grin splits his mouth again. Paul comes over and hands him an envelope and he rips it open, then hands me two tickets.
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“Oh, baby!” I scream and throw myself in his arms, covering his face in kisses. “That’s the best gift ever!” Emotions roll through my body and I give a prayer of thanks for the fate that led me into Doug’s life. Being with him is more than a dream come true.
“Paul helped me out,” Doug says later when we have a moment to ourselves, handing me a fresh drink.
“What do you mean? I thought he just helped people record audiobooks?”
“Don’t let him hear you say that!” Doug laughs, leaning over and kissing me on the neck. “I mean, they do record audiobooks, too, but he does sound tech work for movies and the occasional studio album. He met Dante Pope recently. Remember how he wrote that memoir book thing recently? Paul is going to be working with him when he records it.”
The blood drains out of my face.
“Say what?”
Doug smiles, reaching out to push my hair behind my ear. “Yes, darling wife, I’ve already asked, repeatedly, about arranging a meeting between you and Dante Pope.”
“Please don’t be joking with me,” I plead. Dante Pope is the one thing my husband knows better than to tease me about, especially on this level. I’ve never outgrown the obsession and crush I had on him as a teenager – if anything, I feel more strongly about him now than I did then.
“No, this is not a joke,” he says, his voice softer and full of caring. Doug reaches out and rubs his hand on my arm. “He isn’t making any promises and please don’t get your hopes up too high. Dude has a reputation and we’ve been assuming that he’ll say no. But—”
“But there’s always a chance and you never know what could be until you ask,” I say, finishing the sentence. It’s one of those maxims that we both live by – ask for what you want, even if it seems outlandish, and you might be surprised and receive it.
“I’ve really debated whether or not to tell you about this, but I couldn’t keep it from you anymore.”
The rest of the party passes in a blur. All I can think about is getting home with my husband and thanking him, all night long, for the wonderful party that he put together, and even more for the most amazing birthday gift. I couldn’t have even imagined that he could do something like this.
Chapter 2
I’m dancing around the kitchen as I prepare dinner. Ever since my birthday party, I’ve only listened to Dante Pope. I think Doug is getting tired of it, but he’s humoring me and not complaining. He likes the music, but not on non-stop repeat. My husband is a saint.
Even the possibility of meeting him, even if only for a minute, has made me feel fizzy and rushing on endorphins. I think it would take a major catastrophe to dampen my mood in even the slightest. While I sometimes find my office job boring, I’ve been cheerful and the time has flown past recently. Nothing can bring me down.
I finish chopping the red bell pepper and put the knife down, belting out the chorus to Sultry Woman, then raising my arms above my head and spinning around.
“Oh!”
Doug is leaning against the doorway to the kitchen, arms crossed over his chest, a huge grin on his face.
“Please, don’t stop on my account. I could watch you all night long.”
“I didn’t realize you were there!”
“Only for a minute. Watching you shake your ass is, well…transfixing.”
I turn again, shaking my ass for Doug, then smile as he comes up and presses himself against my back and wraps his arms around me. A slow song comes on and we sway to the music, Doug kissing my neck and running his hands over my breasts and down below my stomach.
Desire pulses insistently through my body, distracting me from my dinner preparations.
“I should finish dinner,” I say, breathless as Doug’s mouth moves from my neck. He turns my jaw and kisses me deeply, and my body instantly responds to him.
“Dinner can wait,” he says, before claiming my mouth again. He lowers one hand and pulls up my skirt, before sliding his hand into my panties and dipping his fingers into my pussy.
“Are you sure about dinner,” he teases. I groan and wiggle against his fingers as he teases my clit. “You are soaking wet. It feels like you’re ready for dessert…”
As he talks, he’s moving his fingers rapidly over my clit, occasionally sliding them into me and making me gasp. He knows that listening to Dante all the time makes me horny as hell, and Doug loves it. We’re still in that honeymoon phase of our marriage and we’ve been fucking so much lately, I know I walk funny sometimes in the mornings.
“Don’t stop, baby.” I’m panting as I reach my hand behind me, trying to hold onto Doug. His tongue hotly fills my mouth again and he moves it to the same rhythm and speed as his fingers are sliding and teasing at my clit.
I suck at his tongue, my body jerking and twitching as my orgasm builds. Doug’s hard cock presses against my ass and I wish it was inside me, filling me up as my body dances towards release.
Waves of burning heat caress my skin and my body spasms as my orgasm crashes over me.
“Oh, God that feels good,” I say, once I catch my breath.
“Anything to please my baby,” Doug says, slowly kissing my neck and sliding his fingers through my wetness.
I gasp and squirm as his fingers tickle against my clit, and I turn around so that we’re facing each other.
“Do you want dinner or do you want to fuck my brains out?” I say, grinning at him. Even though I’ve just come, I’m definitely hungry for more. My favorite Dante Pope song comes on and I reach down and rub Doug’s cock through his jeans. He’s already hard as steel and I want to feel him inside me.
“Well, I am hungry…”
“Let me,” I pause to kiss him passionately, “show you just how happy I am that you’ve arranged for me to even be in the same building as Dante Pope.”
Doug quirks his eyebrow and smiles at me. “You mean, thank me again?”
“Yes,” I say, undoing the button of his jeans and sliding my hand in so that I can feel his hot cock. “Again. You know you earned a ton of points with this.”
I slide down to my knees, pulling Doug’s jeans down as I do. His beautiful cock bounces up and I wrap my lips around him, taking him deep in my mouth and looking up into his eyes as I suck his cock.
“Fuck you’re gorgeous when you look at me with my dick in your mouth! Oh!”
I bob my head on his dick, flicking my tongue around the sensitive tip of his dick and working the base of his cock with my hand. I lose myself in his familiar taste, loving it when I feel him get even harder and shudder as I lavish him with my tongue and my lips.
“Oh, Emma, baby,” Doug groans. I look up and his eyes are at half-mast.
I speeding up my sucking and licking, moving my head faster and faster over his cock. He grabs my hair tight, guiding me as his body begins quaking. Opening my mouth wider, I take all of him deep into my mouth, his cock bumping against my throat, and then he shoots cum in my mouth. I swallow all of it, loving the taste of him, then gently let his sensitive cock slide out of my mouth.
Wiping my mouth with my hand, I smile and look up at Doug.
“I could get used to you thanking me like this…”
Chapter 3
Between adrenaline and caffeine, I am bouncing around like a kid with a spectacular sugar high. I barely slept at all last night and I haven’t been able to focus on anything today except this afternoon.
I’ve changed my outfit at least half a dozen times. Should I dress nice? Should I really dress up? In the end, at least for now, I’ve settled on casual nice. The kind of outfit that looks like I just threw on an outfit, but that really took me four hours figuring out.
The last hour has been devoted to my makeup and hair. Again, I’ve gone for a look that makes it look like I’m not trying. My makeup looks like there’s barely anything there and my hair is smoother than it normally is.
“Oh my God,” I mutter, looking at my reflection. I run my hand over my stomach, trying to make myself relax, even though I know it’s impossible. I still can’t believe I’m going to meet Dante Pope this afternoon!
Shaking my hands nervously, I stand up and look in my full-length mirror and study my reflection from every angle. My skinny jeans are snug and frame my ass nicely, but they don’t look cheap or painted on. On top, I’m wearing a sheer blouse, with a silky camisole underneath. The one thing I let myself indulge in was a pair of spike heels. They’re not very comfortable, but they make me feel powerful and I always feel like they make my legs look miles longer than they are.
“Eek!” I glance at the clock and walk as carefully and quickly as I can and out to my car. There’s no way I’m going to be late for this!
“Hey, babe,” Doug says, giving me a kiss, then looking me up and down. “You look hot.”
“Thanks.” I blush a little. It hits me that I haven’t taken quite this much effort, for Doug, in a while. But he doesn’t seem mad, so I mentally make a mental note to really go all out for our next date night.
“You’re going to be ok, meeting this guy, right? Or are you going to totally go screaming groupie?” Doug teases, leaning in to give me a quick kiss.
“Honestly,” I say after I’ve thought for a moment, “I have no idea. I’ve never met a celebrity before, much less had an opportunity to talk with one for even a few minutes. Who knows what’s going to happen.”
We start walking toward the studio doors and I’m both excited and terrified to step through those doors. Meeting Dante Pope is something I dreamed over, and creamed my panties over, for years. Now that it’s about to actually happen, I have to resist continually pinching myself to make sure this isn’t an elaborate dream that I’m having.
“After you, my gorgeous wife,” Doug says, giving a mock bow and flourish as he holds the door open for me.
I hold my head high and pretend I feel way more confident than I do.
“Hey,” Doug says to a pretty, young receptionist, “we’re here to see Paul Zola.”
“Hold on a sec,” she says, cracking a piece of gum and holding up her finger while she swipes something on her phone. She looks up, gives me the barest of glances, then fixes a sexy smile on Doug. Girl is clearly angling to hook up with someone who comes through here. “Yeah, here for Paul? I’ll let him know you’re here. You can have a seat over there, if you like.”
I inwardly roll my eyes at how she’s batting her eyelashes at Doug. I have no idea who she thinks we are, or who she thinks I am, but it’s a bit much.
We’ve barely sat down when Paul comes bounding out of a locked side door.
“How’s it going? I’m glad you made it!” he says, slapping Doug on the back and leaning over and giving me a quick half-hug.
We follow Paul down a hallway with doors that have lights above them, some lit and some not.
“You think I could keep this one away?” Doug laughs, then wraps his arm around my waist and squeezes. “This one has been fidgeting and on edge for days, she’s so excited about being here.”
“Dude, just teasing,” Paul says, opening a door without a light above it. He ushers us into a nice lounge, where there are a few couches, a little kitchenette, and a table with snacks on it. “Make yourself at home. There are drinks in the fridge, but if you want something a little stronger, the cabinet on the left has a good selection. We’re just finishing up this session with Dante, but I’ll bring him in as soon as it’s wrapped up. He knows you’re visiting and he’s down with meeting you.”
“Thanks,” I say. A huge, new wave of nerves and excitement crashes over me, and I resist to bolt out of the lounge and the studio. Now that meeting Dante is minutes away, I’m totally terrified I’m going to make a fool of myself.
“No problemo. I’m happy to help out. And remember,” he says to me, “just breathe. He’s a regular guy. Big personality, but just a regular guy.”
This makes me laugh and it helps to reduce my tension. “I can’t quite believe that, but ok. Point taken.”
Paul disappears out the door and I start pacing because of all the nervous energy I have.
“Babe,” Dough chuckles. “Have a seat. Do you want me to make you a drink? Find a glass of wine?”
Reluctantly, I sit down, though I can’t stop fidgeting and crossing and uncrossing my legs.
“No, I shouldn’t. Wait. Get me a shot of tequila. Maybe that will help take the edge off.”
“Coming right up.”
I watch Doug move around the kitchenette, then pour me the shot. Not for the first time since we got married, I marvel at how lucky I was to find him and marry him. He’s a wonderful, supportive husband and I love him to death.
Still, my panties are wet right now because of Dante.
“Thanks, Doug,” I say, quickly pouring the tequila down my throat and grimacing slightly at the afterburn. In seconds, I feel the warmth and punch of the tequila start hitting my system and I feel a little more at ease.
“Another one?”
I laugh and lean back in my seat on the couch. “Nah, one is enough. Two might be a little much and you know I’d die of embarrassment if I made a fool of myself.”
“So what you’re saying is that you didn’t eat lunch.” Doug says, plopping down on the couch next to me.
“Maybe…” I’m definitely feeling a little more at ease.
“I wonder how long he’ll make us wait. You know how these musicians can be.” Doug glances at his watch.
“Well, not really,” I smile. “I couldn’t imagine what it would be like, to meet musicians all day long. But,” I pause and lean into him, “I know what you mean. They all have terrible reputations for not following schedules.”
“Who has a terrible reputation?” A deep voice says over the sound of the door swinging in.
And then, there he is. Tall, smooth dark skin, looking like not an ounce of fat on his body, his face regal and striking. Dante Pope is standing the fuck in front of me. In real life. Close enough that I can see the wrinkles in his shirt.
Ho.
Lee.
Shit.
“I.. uh…” I stutter. Goddamn, this is what I was afraid of!
Dante gives me a long, lingering look that goes from my face to my feet, and then back up, but stopping at my breasts. I flush under the attention and I nearly burst from excitement when I see him lick his lips and smile appreciatively.
“Cat got your tongue?”
“She’s a big fan, my wife,” Doug says, standing and extending his hand. “Doug Mason. This is my wife Emma. As you can see, quite the fan.”
“Pleasure,” he says, pumping Doug’s hand. “But, I think, you are the more pleasurable one, Emma.”
I’ve been frozen on the couch, unable to move my tongue in any way that could remotely form a word. It’s like I’m outside my body and watching all of this, but unable to get back to myself.
“H-hi,” I finally manage.
Dante’s chuckle is like a low rumble and something about it warms me to him. “Mind if I take a seat?” He gestures to the spot on the couch next to me.
“S-sure.” Goddammit, Emma. Stop stuttering!
“Excuse me, Doug.”
I glance up and Doug is smiling at me as he stands and moves to make space for Dante. Dante moves close to me and drapes his arm across my shoulders, then lightly teases his fingers against my shoulder. I wonder if my heart is going to explode, from how fast it’s beating.
“So, what’s this about you being a super-fan of mine?” Dante lowers his voice and moves his head towards me. His eyes are big, dark pools, and I still can’t believe I’m seeing him in person, much less feeling his body heat against me and his arm around my shoulders! No one is ever going to believe this!
Taking a deep breath, I will myself to talk. “Um, yeah. I’ve been a fan for ages. I listened to you all through high school and college. You can ask Doug – he’s heard your music more than I think he ever imagined he would.”
“You saying Doug here doesn’t like my music?” Dante drawls, still tickling my shoulder a little.
“Oh, no! No! Not at all! I just mean that, you know, that, well, you don’t always know what your partner is going to listen to a lot of and that maybe it’s something different than what you like, but oh God, he really does like your music, though maybe I play it too much for him sometimes, and oh God that sounds terrible. Help me out here, Doug. Explain!”
Both Doug and Dante laugh uproariously. Dante turns his dark head to Doug.
“Guess she found her voice.”
“Seems like,” Doug agrees, still laughing. “And for the record, I do like your music. But Emma is the super-fan in the house. Perhaps in the entire state.”
“Is that so?”
“Well, yeah,” I say, feeling unexpectedly bashful and dipping my head a little. Every fantasy I ever had that featured me acting like a confident and daring sexpot has gone right out the window. I guess this is the definition of being star struck.
Dante leans in further and puts his fingers under my chin and lifts my face up. He’s so close, I can see where he missed a spot when he was shaving this morning.
“Come on, baby, don’t be shy.” Dante leans in and softly plants a kiss on my jaw, his lush, full lips lingering. The hairs on my arm raise and I can’t stop the soft moan that escapes my lips, nor the fact that my panties are utterly and completely soaked now. I don’t know what I was expecting, but it sure wasn’t this!
“I… Oh.” Once again, silly me is dumbstruck and unsure if I can say anything coherent. Dante keeps stroking my shoulder and I find myself starting to relax, just a tiny bit, and wishing I had that second shot of tequila. “Well, I really have been a fan for years. As soon as I heard Sultry Woman, I was done for. I kept imagining you were writing songs to me. It fueled a lot of teenage dreams.”
Oh, God. What have I just said? And in front of my husband!
To my relief, they both laugh a little and the tension I feels starts slipping away.
“Really, which song was your favorite?” Dante pulls away from me a little and I find myself leaning towards him. When I look him in the eyes, a knowing smile is on his lips, like the cat who got the cream.
“Definitely Sultry Woman,” I say, no hesitation. “I always wanted to be that woman. Nothing was as important as being like her, being a woman that could inspire someone to write songs about her.”
What the hell? That tequila must have really gone to my head! How can I be saying things like this?!
“And is she, Doug, a sultry woman?”
Dante shifts his body to face Doug, who’s been sitting quietly on a couch that is next to the one Dante and I are sitting in. As he moves, he removes his arm from my shoulders and I immediately wish it was still there. I’m so turned on right now I could probably come from just a single kiss, a caress on my breast, or the slightest touch on my wet pussy. I’m dying to know what it would be like to have Dante kneel before me and lick my pussy clean, his finger inside me and rubbing my spot, while his lips and tongue worked my clit.
This is so not what I should be thinking about…
“She can be, Dante, she can. If I had a drop of your talent, I’d write songs about her all day long. She’s an amazing woman.”
“Is that so?”
Dante’s gaze finds me again and this time I feel bold and I look into his eyes. This is a once-in-a-lifetime thing, so make the most of it, right?
“I’d love to see this sultry woman of yours, Doug. Will you two be coming to my show this weekend?”
“You think I could keep this one away?” Doug laughs again and leans forward. “I bought her front-row tickets, for her birthday.”
“Ah, so do we have a birthday girl here?” Dante asks, his hand dropping to my knee and squeezing it. I so wish I’d worn a dress today!
“Well, it was a week ago, but yeah,” I manage to say. “Doug’s gift was so awesome. And then with Paul being able to arrange this, so I could meet you? It was about the best birthday gift. Ever.”
“You’re a good man, Doug. So please forgive me while I…improve upon this birthday present.” Turning to me and giving me his full attention again, Dante continues, his voice low and rich and rumbling. “I’d like you to be my special guest for the show. You can watch from the front row, or you can watch from backstage. I’ll have my manager give you a backstage pass.”
“Oh my God! Are you serious? That would be the most amazing thing ever! It’s more than I ever dreamed of, when I was a teenager. I mean, this, this meeting you, this is way more than I ever imagined! But being your guest? Holy fuckballs that’d be amazing! Thank you so much!”
And without a second thought, I’m turning and throwing myself at Dante, wrapping my arms around him and hugging him tightly. It’s only when his arms wind around me and hold me firmly that I realize what I’ve just done.
Oh. My. God.
When I try to pull away from Dante, his arms tighten and he keeps me close. Even though our hug is at an awkward angle, we’re facing each other and his face is less than an inch from mine. Before I can say anything, his mouth is on mine, giving me a long, demanding kiss.
Everything in my body flutters and rushes, and even though I know it’s a bad idea, I let myself give in to the kiss. I mean, fuck, it’s not like it’s ever going to happen again. Doug will forgive me. I think.
As Dante’s tongue fills my mouth, I move my hand and press it against his chest. This feels way, way too good and is way, way too much of a fantasy coming to life, that I have to stop it before it goes too far.
This time, Dante releases me and I sit back on the couch, my mind and body a heady buzz of oh fuck I just kissed Dante Pope! And oh fuck what is Doug going to say?
“Well, that was a nice taste, though far too brief for my preference,” Dante says, reaching out and running his finger along my jaw and too my shoulder. Just one inch and his finger would be under the fabric of my blouse. Despite my husband sitting less than five feet away, I want Dante’s finger on my bare skin more than I want to admit. “I like to party. You like to party, too, right?”
“Um, I don’t know what got into me,” I mumble, sneaking a glance at Doug and hoping he’s not furious at me. I couldn’t bear it if he gets mad at me, though obviously he has every right to be. I’d be livid if he kissed a woman in front of me, especially the way that Dante kissed me.
Dante chuckles again and stands up.
“I have to return to the studio. It was a pleasure to meet you,” he says, reaching for Doug’s hand and pulling him into a bro-hug. “And it was an extra pleasure to meet you.” Dante pulls my hand up to his lips and kisses my knuckles, then slowly licks my finger, out of site of Doug. Before dropping my hand, he whispers, “Imagine the possibilities, sultry woman. Oh, and when you come to the show, don’t wear jeans. I want to see those legs of yours. Wear a mini skirt. And those heels, wear those heels. Talk to Paul about the backstage pass; he’ll hook you up.”
“Okay,” I squeak out, watching as he strides out of the room.
As the door slams shut, I rush over to Doug.
“Oh my God, I’m so sorry. I have no idea what just happened there. I’m so, so sorry!”
I’m ready for being yelled at, for him feeling disappointed in me. I’m not ready to see him smiling at me, a weird glazed look to his eyes.
“Babe. It’s okay. I know it was unplanned. But I gotta admit,” he says, wrapping his arms around me and holding me close, “it was really fucking hot.”
There’s so much swirling in my head, that I can’t wrap my mind around his answer. How is it that he’s not mad at me? What husband is okay with watching his wife French kiss another man, even if it was Dante fucking Pope?
“Are you sure?” I ask. I pull away from his arms and wonder if this is a trap. Doug isn’t the type to play games, but this is completely uncharted territory here.
“Honestly, Terri. I swear.” Doug grabs my hand and puts it on his cock. “See how serious I am. I want to fuck you so bad right now.”
“And I need to be fucked so bad right now.” I push my hips against him, grinding against him. I kiss his neck and lick by his ear. There isn’t a lock on the door to the lounge, but I’m ready to risk it all so I can feel release. My skin is on fire and I need cock inside me. I need an orgasm more than I’ve needed one in a long time.
“I want you to fuck Dante,” Doug says.
I freeze and pull away. What on earth?
I don’t know what he means about willingly letting me sleep with another man. Do I want to sleep with Dante Pope? You bet your sweet ass I do! Just the idea of it makes me squirm with sexual frustration.
Could Doug really be serious? My mind and body are both on total overload right now. I need to come and I know it would hardly take anything to get me off, but my mind is suddenly noisy with what Doug just said. I need to process that before anything else. It’s too big to ignore. Way, way too big.
Chapter 4
“Terri…” Doug’s voice calls after me as I walk in front of him and out of the studio.
I barely glance at Doug when I respond. “I don’t want to talk until we’re home. Period.”
He closes his mouth and nods, a sad and scared look on his face. It’s not like I lose my temper regularly, but when I do it can be ugly. Not something I’m proud of by any means, but some times you just can’t help how you react to something. And the idea that Doug wants to just hand me over to another man, and then watch him fuck me? I just can’t wrap my mind around that! Sure, fucking Dante Pope is my ultimate fantasy, but…could it be a reality?
Even though I know that if we tried to talk right now, it would end up in a fight or I’ll end up in tears, I still wish we were in the same car. But, I also know that that kind of atmosphere isn’t a good combination when you’re in a moving car. Road fights are bad at the best of times and worse when you’re as emotional as I am right now.
The drive home is tense. I’m cycling between frustration, embarrassment, and anger; not to mention I’m still wet and horny as hell after that kiss from Dante. How could Doug want to watch me with another man? Why would he even want to share me? That’s not what marriage means! Doesn’t our marriage mean anything?
I let myself scream when I’m at a stop light, and slam the heels of my hands against my steering wheel. It doesn’t make me feel any better and it doesn’t help much to clear the tumult of emotions and thoughts running through my head. What does Doug think our marriage is? Do I really know Doug? Am I going to have to start over again?
But then I remember the warmth of Dante’s body alongside mine, his fingers teasing my skin…and then his mouth on mine as he kissed me. His kiss held a promise of wild passion and it makes me squirm in my seat and ache for sexual release. If I was wearing a dress, I’d just hitch it up and masturbate right now.
A car honks at me because the light’s turned and I’m still sitting there. I press my foot on the gas pedal and try to will myself to think of anything other than Doug and what happened with Dante. It won’t do anyone any good if I get in a car accident on the way home.
When I pull up at home, Doug is sitting in his car, waiting for me. His head is bowed and I’m not sure if he heard me park behind him, but the sight of him pierces my heart and makes me feel sad. I sit for a moment, before getting out of my car. Better to just deal with everything now, instead of waiting.
I tap on his car window and his head jerks up and he opens his door.
“We have a lot to talk about.”
We walk in silence to the house, then head straight to the living room. The urge to hug him and to slap him war in my mind, but I also can’t quite bring myself to be within a foot of him. He settles on the couch and I settle in the easy chair a few feet away. I grab a throw pillow and hug it against my stomach.
The silence stretches between us, neither one of us wanting to speak first. We haven’t even made direct eye contact since we entered the house. Fuck. Is this it? Is this the beginning of the end? I can’t remember the last time things were like this between us. Maybe never. Sure, we’ve had disagreements, but never anything major. I thought that’s just how it was when you got married, but maybe we’ve just been lucky that way.
“So.” I end the silence. My muscles are already aching with tension and I have no idea if I’ll be able to sleep tonight. “What was that about, back at the studio?”
Doug looks in my direction, but still his eyes don’t quite meet mine. He takes a deep breath and rubs his hands, hard, over the tops of his legs.
“I… Well. I don’t really know how to say this. You’re already angry and I’m concerned you’re going to become even angrier.”
I hug the pillow tighter to me. This can’t be good, can it? I want this to be over so we can have make-up sex.
“I think we just need to say what we’re feeling; no pussyfooting around.”
“I suppose,” Doug sighs. Finally, he raises his head fully and his green eyes meet mine. “I have a fantasy of watching you with another man.”
My mouth falls open. I have no idea how to respond to this. Is there even a right response?
So many thoughts and emotions are crowding my mind that it nearly makes me want to scream. But, I realize I can’t be fully mad at him. I mean, I just kissed another man, and while my husband was just feet away.
The memory of Dante’s kiss makes my pussy twinge, but I blink rapidly and try to push him from my mind. Would I like to sleep with Dante? Of course I would! I’d love to sleep with him. But I’m married. This isn’t what married couples do…is it?
“How come you want to see me do this?” I ask, deciding I need to hear more from Doug before I get lost further in my own thoughts. “Is this something you want to see me do… a lot? Does this mean you’re unhappy in our marriage?” I really hope it’s not that, especially since I’ve thought we’ve been so happy. It would kill me to know he’d been unhappy and not willing or comfortable to talk to me about it. Has he just been acting like being happy?
“The short answer is that I think it would be sexy and hot and amazing,” Doug says, his voice even. His eyes are bright and animated, and I can tell he’s working to contain his excitement.
“And the long answer would be…” I prompt him. I shift in my chair, but I can’t get comfortable.
Doug takes a deep breath and runs his hand through his hair. “The long answer? I honestly can’t really explain it. I love you, massively, and that’s not changing ever. I’ve heard about guys who watch their wives with other men. Sure, I was curious, but it’s not something I ever thought about. Besides, I know you love me and you’re faithful – that’s all I’ve ever wanted.”
I stare at Doug, trying to figure out if he’s telling the truth or if there’s something going on that he’s trying to hide.
“Are you having an affair?”
“Absolutely not!” Doug’s voice comes out in a rush and his eyes flash in alarm. “I mean it when I say I’m happy with you. I don’t want anyone else! But when I saw you with Dante, I suddenly understood what I overheard those guys at the gym talking about. There was something…magnetic between you and Dante. I could see you reacting to him from the first moment he walked into the room and we saw him. Seeing how attracted he was to you, and then how you reacted to him, it made me question if I was enough for you.”
“You are enough for me, Doug,” I interrupt him. Of course I was attracted to Dante. Doug knows full well how much I’ve loved Dante and his music, for years and years. “Have I given you a reason to make you think you’re not enough for me?” It hurts to ask this, but I can’t not ask it. I can’t help wondering if I’ve missed something, some cue that signaled he wasn’t quite happy, some cue that I’d done something displeasing.
“No, Emma.” Doug fidgets as he pauses. “See you and Dante sparking like that, it was heady – and it turned me on. I mean, I’ve seen men hit on you and I’ve seen men admire you, but you’ve never reacted to them. Watching you with Dante…it, I don’t know, it opened this curiosity in me. Does that even make sense?”
I chew my lips as I watch Doug. “Maybe? Are you really happy with the way things are between us?”
It doesn’t seem like he’s lying or that this is some elaborate joke or game to him, but it’s still confusing enough that I can’t quite wrap my mind around why he would want to share me and why it turned him on so much when Dante and I were talking.
God, I’m such a hypocrite! I won’t deny that I felt something when I saw Dante, because that would so obviously be a lie. I mean, I’ve used Dante’s music as one of those cues to let Doug know I’m in the mood for sex. And I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to sleep with Dante or that I hadn’t been fantasizing about that when he was sitting next to me and had his arm around my shoulders.
Doug comes over and kneels in front of me. “Emma, I am happy with you. I’ll swear on anything. Please believe me.”
The look in Doug’s eyes is earnest and I believe him. This idea sounds crazy. But I love him. And as much as I don’t want to admit it, even to myself, I’d be a goddamn fool not to take the chance to sleep with Dante Pope. God, it’d be the fuck of a lifetime! It’d be all my teenage and college fantasies come to life. All the times when a Dante song was playing and I was kissing a boy and pretending I was kissing Dante.
But our marriage. We’re strong, but are we strong enough for this? “Will you still feel the same way about me, if I do this? I can’t deny there is a definite, definite appeal to taking you up on this offer, but I’m scared that if I do, something irreversible will change between us and we’ll lose us, lose what we have now.” By the time I finish, my voice is trembling from the overwhelming emotions I’m feeling.
“Terri, honey. Of course. I’m not going to freak out. I’ve honestly wanted to see you with someone else for a long time, but I didn’t know how to share that or who to suggest. This,” he says, rubbing my legs, then reaching for my hands, “this seems perfect. We’ll never see him again, plus I know how you’ve fantasized about him since you were a teenager. You’d be getting to live your ultimate fantasy and I’d be getting to see a fantasy of my own. There’s nothing more than I want, than to see you happy and make you happy.”
“I want you to be happy, too,” I say, gripping his hands tightly. We look into each other’s eyes, and all I see in his are honesty and love.
“So what do you think?”
I go over to him, relief flooding my body, then straddle his lap and wiggle over his crotch. He’s still hard and I’m still wet, and I need to be fucked right now more than anything. I give him a slow kiss.
“I think the answer is yes.”
Chapter 5
“I take it you’re having a good time?” Paul grins at me as he joins me at the side of the stage.
“Oh my God! This is the best birthday present ever! Thank you so much for helping Doug out with this! We owe you the biggest favor ever…”
“Ah, it’s nothing,” he says. “I’m happy to have helped. Everyone knows how much you worship this guy, and the timing was just so perfect. Happy birthday, again. I’ll let you get back to the show.” Paul leans over and gives me a quick hug before disappearing in the crowd of people.
It’s surprisingly crowded backstage, with stage hands and what I guess you call Dante Pope’s entourage. Doug and I each have an All Access Backstage Pass hanging from a lanyard around our necks.
We didn’t really get to see Dante before the show, but he grabbed my ass when he was passing me, on his way to the stage. I nearly came right then…
It’s been a wild few days since we met Dante in the studio. The air between Doug and I has been supercharged, and I’ve been climbing the walls with anticipation for tonight. Once I really thought about it, the more I realized how much I really, really wanted it. It’s like that Free Pass game. You know, the one where you and your boyfriend or husband each agree that if you meet your number one all-time celebrity crush, you can fuck them and there won’t be any relationship consequences? It’s like that, only I’m the one with the free pass and I’m also about to actually fucking do it!
“Hey, babe,” Doug says, wrapping his arm around my waist. “Apparently there’s a ‘no food no drink’ rule for backstage, so we’ll have to wait til after.”
“No problem,” I say, even though I’m desperate for something to drink. It’s hot backstage and I’ve been dancing and singing along to all the songs. Undoubtedly some of the others backstage think I’m some kind of groupie or loon. I don’t care.
Dante finishes a song and the crowd goes bonkers, cheering and screaming. Security guards push people back from the stage as Dante walks toward us. Is the show really over?
“What’d you think, lovely Emma?” Dante drawls, his dark skin glowing with sweat. He pulls me from Doug and into a long embrace, rubbing his muscled body against mine and kissing me deeply. My body goes liquid with heat and desire, and I push my body against his. Even though it feels so wrong to be doing this, I’m already carried away in the moment.
I can’t believe I’m backstage at a Dante Pope concert!
There are people staring at us when he stops kissing me, but it’s like I’m not me or that I’m living in an alternate universe. Tonight feels so unreal!
Dante pulls away, a wide smile spreading across his thick, firm lips. “That’s what I thought.” He glances over my shoulder and nods at someone. “Don’t move Emma.”
“I wouldn’t think of it,” I tease, then run my fingers through my hair. “You think I’d miss even a second of one of your shows?”
“Good girl.” Dante turns and powerfully strides to the edge of the stage, then pauses and looks back at me. “And good girl for wearing the heels and that skirt.”
The crowd surges and roars as he walks back on stage and nods his head to his band. The opening strains of Deep Love pour out of the speakers.
I can’t contain my squeal and I hear Doug laugh behind me. He comes up and presses himself against my back, while I grind and dance as Dante sings and stalks up and down the stage. He’s like a panther, all sleek muscles and grace and an incredibly powerful presence. The woman in the audience are screaming their heads off and I can’t blame them – I’ve done exactly that over the years. There’s something about a gorgeous man singing deeply erotic songs that makes you want to give yourself over to them, completely, even if it’s just for a night.
Deep Love winds to a stop, and a moment later the next song starts.
“And now,” Dante’s voice booms, “I’m going to ask a special lady to join me on stage.”
I hadn’t thought it was possible for the women in the audience to screech any louder, but the cacophony of their voices is even louder than it was before. They’re waving their arms, flashing him their tits, doing anything to be the one he chooses.
My heart stops when he turns to me and holds his hand out in invitation.
“Holy fuck… What?” I mutter. This night is so surreal!
“Go on, Emma,” Doug says, pushing me gently towards the stage.
“Oh my God! I couldn’t!” I say, though I want to. I want Dante’s attention more than anything, but being on a stage in front of thousands? Oh my God!
“Are you coming?” Dante’s voice roars, a broad smile playing on his lips as he continues holding out his hand toward me. “Or… should I choose one of these other lovely ladies?” He glances to the audience and the women go even crazier.
Let’s just do it!
I take a deep breath, then put one foot in front of the other and hope that I don’t trip over any of the cords that are on the stage.
“Ah, here she is!”
I put my hand in his and he pulls me close, so that I’m standing in front of him. His cock is rock hard and is pressing against my ass. I’m a little dizzy from being in front of so many people and with lust for Dante, that I nearly grind against him, instinctually, instead of just smiling. God knows it would be all over the internet tomorrow if I do anything crazy!
“Now I’m going to sing a special song. Emma here has been a fan of mine since she was an innocent teenager, right Emma?”
I manage to nod my head, but not even a squeak comes out when he pushes the microphone in front of my mouth.
“She’s a bit… tongue tied. I normally like my women a little more vocal, but Emma here is sexy enough that I don’t mind. We can work on the vocal action later…”
My face floods with color. It’s so weird being in front of thousands of people, but I’m also massively turned on right now. Dante lightly grinds his hips against my ass and all I can think of is what his cock looks like, how it tastes, and how it would feel to have it in my throbbing pussy. It’s like he knows what effect he’s having on me and teasing me!
Dante wraps one arm around me, placing his hand low on my stomach, one finger just under the waist of my skirt. The opening strains of Sultry Woman start and my pussy is so wet I’m actually worried my juices are going to drip down my legs!
The music washes over me and I close my eyes, letting myself move with Dante’s body and following the touch of his hand. He croons the erotic lyrics of Sultry Woman right in my ear and it’s torture to feel how hard he is but be able to do anything about it!
I know I was nervous about even the idea of seriously sleeping with Dante, but now it’s all I can think about! My body is turned on more than it has been in ages. This situation is so unreal! I mean, who would have predicted my wildest dream would come true like this? Even just having a backstage pass to a Dante Pope concert is way more than I ever thought I might get to do.
And now? Being on stage in front of thousands of people, Dante Pope’s hand pressing me against his hot body, him singing Sultry Woman in my ear, and the promise of forbidden sex later this evening? I keep on expecting to faint from being overwhelmed! This is way more vivid than any fantasy I’ve dared to have!
Dante finishes the song and slowly kisses my neck, much to the distress of the audience. My body tingles and burns with blatant longing. My panties were soaked through ages ago and I’m sure Dante can smell how horny and turned on I am right now.
His kiss ends with his teeth nipping my neck and he slaps me on the ass.
“Now head backstage. I’ll see you shortly and then I’m going to see all of you,” he whispers in my ear.
My feet wobble in my heels as I make my way backstage. Doug’s eyes are wide and his grin is so big it I swear I can see every tooth in his mouth!
“That was beyond hot and sexy!”
I smile back at him and turn to watch Dante finish saying goodbye to the crowd. While I know it takes maybe a minute, it seems like forever until he is striding off the stage.
“Come with me,” Dante says to me. To Doug, he says, “you can come and watch, if you want. I don’t care. I’m going to fuck your wife like a real man, so maybe you want to take notes and see how it’s really done.” Dante possessively grabs my hand and leads me back through the hallways behind the stage. He ignores everyone trying to get his attention and not even the scantily clad groupies can catch his eye.
At his dressing room, he shoves the door open, and I follow him in, then Doug rushes in. The lock clicks shut, though the sound of raised voices continues coming through the door.
“Turn around,” Dante demands, and I do instantly. In a flash, he’s pushed up my skirt and ripped my tiny lace panties off of me. His hands slide down my body and spread my legs wide, and then his mouth is on my pussy and sucking my clit hard.
“Oh sweet fuck,” I moan, reaching for the wall so I don’t fall over. His tongue is long and rough, and he’s not being delicate about eating my pussy out. Pleasure spreads through my body like a wildfire and in seconds I’m panting and my orgasm is rushing to meet his hungry lips and mouth. He’s a little too rough but I don’t care – he could fuck me any way he wants to and I’ll agree to whatever he wants.
I cry out and bear down on his tongue and mouth as an orgasm rides through me, lighting up all my nerve endings even more.
“I’ve been thinking about your sweet pussy all night.” I feel Dante stand up behind me, then his hands grab my hips and turn me around. His lips and chin are dripping with my pussy juice and I taste myself as he claims my mouth in a deeply probing kiss that takes my breath away.
“And now I’m gonna fuck you until you’re hoarse from screaming my name.”
Chapter 6
“Now strip off all your clothes,” Dante says, moving toward the couch and then sitting down heavily, his legs splayed out. His body dominates the couch.
I fumble with my clothes, a nervous wave of excitement almost paralyzing me. It’s not like I don’t know how to seduce a man or how to go about having sex, but with Dante? With Dante, it’s like I’m totally inexperienced and am focused just on pleasing him.
“But leave the heels,” Dante says, smacking his full lips. “Man, your wife has fine, fine legs. Good of you to share your slutty wife like this.”
“Well–”
“No, don’t talk,” Dante interrupts. “You can stay, just don’t talk. I’m not interested. I’m gonna fuck your hot wife senseless. Y’all can talk after you’re gone.”
I glance toward Doug and watch him nod. His knee is bouncing from nerves or excitement or something, and I watch him run his hands down his thighs and press down on his knees.
“What do you want me to do?” I ask as I step out of the pile of my clothes that are now on the floor. My hands fidget because I don’t know what to do with them. Do I put my hands on my hips? Do I wrap them around my stomach? It is a little cool in here, but…
“Turn around, slowly. I want to see all of you. I want to see the merchandise.”
An uncontrollable fit of giggles bubbles up in me as I turn around, raising my arms above me and swaying my hips and ass like I’m dancing again. Might as well live it up, right Emma?
Facing the door, I stop and look back over my shoulder.
“Like what you see?” I shake my ass again, offering it like a gift.
“Oh hell yeah. I’m gonna fuck that ass like you wouldn’t believe!”
I freeze for a moment. I’ve barely done anal with Doug, because it’s always so tight and uncomfortable – and his cock is a pretty good size. Even a butt plug has been too much for me. How in heaven’s name am I going to be able to take Dante?
“Now come over here and suck me off, slutty wife.”
There’s an edge to Dante’s voice that makes me obey immediately.
Walking over to Dante, I shiver as I see the outline of his enormous cock. He’s not wearing tight pants, but his hard cock is impossible to miss, even covered up!
I kneel down in front of Dante and look up at him. He reaches out and runs his hand through my dark blonde hair, then runs his palm across my cheek and slips his thumb in my mouth, pushing it deep inside. I hungrily lick at him, sucking and bobbing my head on his thumb, eager to start tasting him.
Dante’s rich voice murmurs approval and I look up at him while his thumb is still in my mouth. “Mmm, yeah. You know how to work that mouth, uh-huh.”
I fumble with his belt, my fingers useless as I eagerly try to release his cock so I can taste it. When his cock explodes out of his pants, I gasp and sit back a little. It was always clear he was huge, but the reality is breathtaking. His cock is darker than espresso, veiny, thick, and longer than anything I’ve ever seen before.
“That’s… holy fuck you’re huge!” His cock is hot and harder than steel. Oh fuck what have I signed up for?!
“Slut, show me what you can really do with your mouth.” Dante reaches out and presses my head down on his cock and I choke as I try to take him in my mouth.
I lick and suck the tip of his cock, twisting my head and trying to take more and more of him each time I lower my head down on him. Spit dribbles from the corner of my mouth as I work him deeper into my mouth.
As I relax my jaw and take more of his cock, I lower one hand and lightly massage his big balls, which makes him groan and lean back on the couch. I manage to take more of his huge, dark cock in my mouth, but I know I’ll never be able to take all of it. I know it’s going to hurt when he fucks me, but I can’t wait. I want to feel him inside me tomorrow and the next day, as a reminder of tonight. I want to break all the rules and let him use me completely.
Dante’s breathing increases and his hips twitch beneath me. I increase my speed, but Dante grabs my hair and lifts my head.
“Stop.”
Breathless, I look up at him, spit and pre-cum sliding out of my mouth and over my chin.
“Was that okay?” I ask, trying to catch my breath.
“It was alright. I hope that pussy and ass of yours are as tight as your mouth. I’m gonna get balls deep in both before we’re through.”
I shudder at the thought of Dante’s massive cock deep inside me. It both scares me and turns me on!
The sound of the people in the hallway reaches my ears and I grin at what they would think if they knew what was going on in here. This is what I always imagined doing with Dante Pope, back when I was a teenager, fingers fumbling in my pussy as I tried to figure out how my body worked and how to have an orgasm like what Dante described in his songs.
Standing, I move and straddle his lip, rubbing my slick pussy against his cock and feeling it twitch beneath me.
“How is this?” I ask, lowering my head to his neck and sucking on his ear.
“Mmm. Not bad.” Dante’s voice is a sexy growl and my core twinges as he runs his hands down my body and cups my ass. His hands guide my hips and the feeling of his cock between my legs, but not inside of me, starts to drive me crazy.
“Please,” I whimper, grinding down and trying to take his luscious cock in my eager, soaking wet pussy. I feel like I might die a little if I don’t feel him inside me right this instant!
“Aren’t we a slutty wife? Do you go around fucking all the rock stars from your teenage fantasies?” Dante leans me back a little and fastens his mouth on one of my breasts and sucks really, really hard, his teeth grazing my nipple and making me cry out.
“No! You’re totally the first!” I exclaim, suddenly worried he’s going to shove me out the door and laugh at the silly suburban wife who threw herself at him in front of her husband.
His hot lips release my breast and I gasp.
“On your hands and knees, on the couch,” Dante demands. He holds my back as he stands up and I slide down his hard, dark, muscled body. Desire rages through my body and I can barely stand up straight.
I move over to the black leather couch, the leather warm and yielding as I kneel on it. Looking back over my shoulder, I wiggle my ass at Dante.
“Like this?”
“You’re going to want to hold on for this.”
I turn and reach out for the armrest, but before I even have my hands on, Dante is behind me and his cock is pushing at my pussy and forcing its way in, thrusting in fast and deep.
“Oh holy fucking God,” I moan. Dante grabs my hips and jackhammers into me. I swear my eyes cross and I nearly pass out from all my senses going on overload and the pain of his cock as he goes balls deep in me. I try to wiggle around, finding a better angle, but his fingers dig into my hips and hold me tight as he slams into my pussy over and over and over again.
Right when I feel my pussy starting to stretch and accommodate his huge cock, he slams into me again, his big balls slapping against my clit. This time, he stays there, my pussy filled tight with his hot cock. His fingers find my one of my nipples and he pinches it hard, then runs his hand down my stomach and to my pussy. My body bucks and grinds against him as he starts roughly fingering my sensitive clit.
It takes me a moment to realize that the loud moaning in the room is coming from me. I’m so lost in the sensation of his cock buried inside my pussy and the fact that I’m fucking Dante fucking Pope, that I don’t care if anyone hears me. I’ve practically forgotten my husband is sitting on the other side of the room and silently watching all of this.
Stars fill my eyes and blur my vision as my fingers dig into the leather armrest and my pussy bucks against Dante’s cock and fingers.
This time, when Dante slides back, he slides out of me and I can help whimpering again. I need his cock inside me. He fills me up more than any man has ever done before, more than I ever imagined any man could fill me up.
Dante’s hand moves, then I feel his fingers playing with the folds of my pussy again, this time avoiding my clit, no matter how much I move my hips to chase his demanding fingertips. My pussy is drenching wet and gaping open, and he slides his fingers through my slick juices and back towards my ass.
“Oh!” I cry out as Dante shoves his thumb in my ass. My ass tightly clenches his thumb, pushing against it as he works it in a slow circle.
“Damn, woman. This fine ass of yours is tight!” He says, drawling tight out into several syllables. The sound of a slap cracks the air as his other hand slaps the side of my ass, making it burn and increasing how sensitive it already feels.
Dante slowly removes his thumb, then reaches between my pussy again and coats his fingers in my juices, before sliding them back up between my ass cheeks. I feel his cock bumping against my ass and I stop breathing for a moment. The anticipation of his cock penetrating my ass makes me quiver in anticipation and I’m not sure I can stay on my knees for much longer.
The nerve endings in my body scream and burn as his cock roughly pushes into my little ass. He starts slow, but pushes deeper each time, occasionally withdrawing and rubbing his cock in my juices, before pushing into me again.
I am so going to be feeling this for days! I try to relax, them push back against his cock, trying to take more of him. I rarely do butt sex with Doug, except for real special occasions, because it usually hurts so much. This is obviously a special occasion!
Dante picks up the pace and my knees collapse beneath me and my body slides down to the couch. Dante moves with me, his legs pushing mine together, and then he starts pounding into my ass, deeper and deeper until I feel his balls slapping at me again.
Guttural grunts come from Dante and mix with my own gasps and screams. It doesn’t feel like my ass will be able to stretch enough for him, but somehow it does. I try to lift my hips and work them against him, but then I feel his hands on my back, holding me down so I can’t move, and he’s pumping and pounding and thrusting into my pussy, stretching me out more than I’ve been before.
My eyes roll back in my head and when he reaches under me and his fingers find my clit, my body explodes and I shudder against his cock. I can feel my pussy gush and make the leather couch slick, but Dante is still working his cock deep in my ass.
My ass stings as he slaps it again, and then he jackhammers into me fast and harder and harder, and then his body is shaking and he’s bellowing as he comes deep inside my ass.
Dante collapses on his back, his cock still inside me, twitching as he finishes coming.
“Slutty wife, you earned your backstage pass.”
I can hear the laugh in his voice, then Dante lifts his body from atop mine. His cock slides out of me and my ass clenches.
“You can get that fine ass up, now.” A rich laugh comes from Dante and I turn my head and watch him walk to a closet and pull out of fresh pair of jeans and slide them on. His skin glistens with sweat. I bite my lip, wanting to spend more time with him, licking and exploring his body with my mouth.
A cool breeze flows through the room and I shiver as I reach for my clothes. Getting dressed feels more awkward than stripping. When I look over at Doug, his face is red and he’s grinning at me. I leave my ripped panties behind.
Dante barely looks at me again and I can tell we’ve been dismissed.
After we close the dressing room door behind us, everyone stares and I realize they all must have heard everything that happened with Dante. I nervously run my hand through my hair and it hits me. Even without looking in a mirror, I have no doubt it’s obvious I look like I feel – fucked hard by Dante Pope.
I look at Doug and run my hand along his jaw, before giving him a slow kiss on the mouth.
“Babe, that was the best birthday gift ever. I love you.”
~~~




SEALING THE DEAL

I know I’ve probably had too much to drink tonight, but that doesn’t stop me from topping up my glass of Chardonnay.
You see, it’s been three full weeks since I’ve seen my husband, because of this big business trip he’s been on – and I don’t even get him alone to myself tonight! Instead, he made dinner plans with his boss and now we’re here at this restaurant that we totally can’t afford on our budget, making polite small talk. Or really, my husband and his boss are talking shop, and I’m trying to keep my cool at listening to business talk that I really don’t want to know the details of. Chad and his boss have been travelling across the US, scouting new bands for the Black Star record label. Finding bands to sign is a time-intensive job and this is their fifth trip in the past six months, and with each trip last at least two or three weeks, I’ve barely seen my husband in months. Even when he’s home, he’s working crazy hours. It’s been really hard.
“So tell me about this food writing that you’re doing, Stacy. It sounds interesting.” Terrence says, out of the blue. I’ve been faking like I’m listening to them, when really I’ve just been drinking a lot of wine. To his credit, he sounds genuinely interested and like he really wants to know more details.
“It’s actually a lot more work than you might realize,” I say, taking another big sip of my wine. I see Chad giving me a look, but I ignore him. “There’s a lot more than just eating nice meals and taking a couple of photographs,” I explain, and then go on to give a fairly in-depth description of what I do and what all it entails. Normally, I don’t give this level of description, even to people who really ask, but after sitting here for the last ninety minutes, wanting nothing more than to have my husband, alone, for an evening, I’m realizing I’m eager for someone to ask me a question and show some interest in me. Honestly, I’m not sure why Chad invited me, since he’s barely talked to me all night.
We’re all sitting in one of those curved booths, like in old-time restaurants, and Terrence is in the middle. Since he started asking me about my work, he’s spread his arms across the back of the seat, while he listens to me talk.
“And that’s about it in a nutshell,” I say. “Like I said, totally not as glamorous as people might think. And we’re barely getting by every month, so whether or not I really enjoy it, we need the money, so there’s that, too.”
Terrence sits back in his seat and I hear Chad gasp.
Oh, shit. Did I really just say that? Yes, Chad and I are having money troubles, but of course that’s not something that Terrence needs to know at all. When I glance at Chad, he’s staring at me and his eyes are nearly bugging out of his head.
“I… Forgive me,” I stutter. “I don’t know…”
“No need to apologize,” Terrence says smoothly, like I’ve not just mortified myself and embarrassed my husband.
I look at Terrence and he just smiles a dazzling smile at me. His reaction is so unexpected – so, blasé and not awkward, that it makes me pause. I can’t help but smile a little, thankful that this hasn’t turned really awkward, really fast.
“Your wife is an incredible woman, Chad,” Terrence says, dropping his hand to my shoulder and letting it linger there a moment. The weight and warmth of his hand makes something inside of my fizz and pop. I’m a bit drunk, but I’m alert enough to know there is something in his touch – something that isn’t quite appropriate. Yet I’m so thrilled by his touch, I don’t care whether or not it’s appropriate – I just want more if it!
Oh, and have I mentioned? Terrence is the sexiest black man I have ever laid eyes on – including that actor that was in that acclaimed crime series on television. Terrence has the body of a professional basketball player and the wardrobe of a celebrity. Like now, he’s wearing jeans, but they obviously cost in the hundreds of dollars, easy, and he’s wearing a blue silk shirt that is striking against his ebony skin. Everything about him looks expensive, from his closely cropped hair to his clothing and European leather shoes to his manicured hands. He oozes luxury and wealth.
“You must miss Chad a lot, when we’re on the road,” Terrence says, leaning his head down towards mine and circling his finger on my shoulder. Of course I miss Chad when he’s on the road. What neither of them know, though, is that when I’m masturbating while Chad is gone, sometimes I’m fantasizing that it’s Terrence fucking me until I’m weak as a kitten.
I’m torn and I don’t know what to do. Chad needs this job, so I don’t want to say something to Terrence that will make him retaliate against Chad. The job market is really tough right now and it took him months to land this job – we can’t make it if he loses this job and it takes months to find another one. On the other hand, I want to throw myself at Terrence and feel his hands all over my naked body. I can’t look either Chad or Terrence in the eye.
“Oh sure,” I say, trying to keep my voice light as I sit frozen in my seat.
“Well, Chad’s good, he has a good ear.”
“Really?” I finally turn to Terrence and look him in the eye. If Chad is doing well, then that can mean he’ll be able to stay home more and work with artists that they’ve signed. Right now, he just goes around listening and reporting back and occasionally starting the contract negotiation process with up and coming bands. Being able to stay here and work in the office is a more plum position, but one that he’s been told it can take six months to a year to be promoted to, if he proves himself well.
“Oh yes.” The breath from Terrence’s words puff against my skin and I can’t hide how it makes me shiver.
“Oh, that’s interesting,” Terrence drawls, sliding his hand off my shoulder and sitting up straight. The absence of his hand is like having something precious taken away. I want it back!
“I’m glad to hear he’s doing well.” I clasp my hands in my lap. If I didn’t, I’m scared I’ll knock something over.
“Though I imagine it must be hard for him, too, leaving such a beautiful young wife at home all alone.” Turning to Chad, he adds, “I’d be worried if Stacy was my woman. So young, so beautiful. And after listening to her talk about her work, so passionate, too. It should be a crime to waste such youthful passion.”
Terrence is looking at me again, his hand having dropped to my knee. Chad can’t see, because the table we’re at is large and there is a tablecloth that comes to our knees. The touch of Terrence’s hand sears my skin, like he’s marking me as his own. It’s like he doesn’t care about the wedding rings Chad and I have.
Honestly, I’m not caring too much, either. This whole interlude is surely going to be fueling more fantasies of Terrence – especially when they’re back on the road again.
By the time I finally look over at Chad, his eyes are nearly popping out of his head, but he doesn’t look mad at Terrence or me, which is unexpected. We’re both sometimes flirty with other men and women, but the way Terrence is behaving is definitely beyond the norm of how we behave.
When Terrence starts massaging the area just above my knee, I gasp and feel my face flush. It’s taking everything in my control to not wiggle in my seat and try and relieve some of the growing pressure I can feel between my legs.
Unable to take it anymore, I mutter “excuse me” and flee the table. Once in the bathroom, I sit in a stall and put my head between my knees.
Of course I’m horny. Chad was barely home for half an hour before we had to turn around and come here. I’ve been aching for him all night and now it feels like Terrence is lighting a fire under me.
I flush the toilet and then go splash some water on my face. My reflection in the mirror shows that my face is still flushed and hot.
Sliding back in the booth, I plaster a smile on my face.
“So are you still talking shop with my husband? Or can I take him home and spend some time with him?” I say, trying to keep my voice light and casual.
Terrence chuckles and it’s like a slow boom rolling from inside him. God, I want that mouth on my body.
“He’s all yours, Stacy. And I hope to see you sooner than later,” he adds, blatantly raking his eyes up and down my body.
God I want him to fuck me, is the dominant thought running through my mind. The other thought is that Terrence is trouble – it would be way too easy to give in to his advances, if Chad wasn’t here.
As soon as Chad and I are home, we rush into each other’s arms and he kisses me passionately. Being in his arms helps calm the jangle of sexual tension that Terrence ignited in me.
We laugh and stumble to the bedroom, our hands roaming over each other like children greedily grabbing for their favorite candy. Chad is definitely my favorite candy!
By the time we actually reach our bedroom, we’re naked. I’m desperate to taste Chad and I push him back on the bed, then kneel between his legs and drop my mouth on his cock. He immediately starts twitching and moaning, and I can feel how tight his balls are.
“Oh my god, Stacy! I’m not going to last,” he gasps, stroking my hair. “Get on top!”
Reluctantly, I take my mouth off Chad’s cock and crawl up over him. He grabs my hips roughly and pushes up into me.
I can’t help but throw my head back and groan. He feels so good and perfect.
The night replays in front of my eyes. Chad dressed up in a new shirt; Terrence looking devastating in that blue silk shirt, the wine, the touches from Terrence.  Something unwinds in me and I’m thrashing above Chad. Riding him hard and chasing my orgasm. I want all of Chad, right now, and my body is grinding into him wildly.
“Oh my god, Stacy!” Chad says, reaching up and playing with my nipples. I press myself into his hands and grind down on his cock so that it hits my sweet spot just right. My orgasm opens up and rushes through my body, lighting my senses on fire.
“Cum with me baby,” I say, leaning forward and placing my palms on his chest. I circle my hips as my pussy clenches and relaxes, and I can feel my juices spilling out of me and onto Chad’s cock.
Chad groans and pulls me so we’re chest to chest, then he pounds up into me as he cums. I hold him tightly, pressing my breasts against his chest so hard it almost hurts.
The next morning, Chad finishes a piece of bacon and looks up at me. His eyes are tight and he’s rubbing his forehead like he’s worried about something big. I hope something hasn’t happened to the commission he’s expecting for this month. We have a couple of bills that are almost two months past due and we really can’t afford the late fees. I haven’t had a good restaurant assignment in a few weeks, so the next month is looking like our budget is going to be really tight. Again.
“What’s up, Chad?” I ask. “Everything okay?”
“Well,” he pauses and fiddles with his fork. “I hope so.”
This gets my attention. He’s supposed to be home for the next few weeks. Has that changed! I feel a fury start to bubble up in me. I miss my husband!
“Look,” he says slowly, clearly trying to take the slow way to say what is eating at him.
“Just say it, Chad. Whatever it is, it’ll be fine.” I say, though if he says he’s lost a commission or he’s going on another business trip next week, I’m going to lose my temper.
“Well, it’s like this.” When he looks up at me, I can tell he’s not just worried about something, he’s worried about what my reaction is going to be to whatever it is. “Terrence… Well. Terrence promised me a big promotion.”
“Oh honey, that’s great!” I jump up and go sit on Chad’s lap, and give him a big kiss and a hug. “Congratulations! Terrence said you were doing well, last night. I’m so proud of you!”
Chad gently pushes me back away from him. The excitement I feel is not reflected in his eyes.
“Hold on a minute, Stacy. I need to finish.” When he shifts his legs, prompting me to stand up and go back to my seat, I start to feel worried. Has Chad made some stupid financial mistake?
Bracing myself for the worst, I watch Chad. “Just spit it out.”
“Okay, then. Terrence has promised me the promotion…if you’ll sleep with him.”
I almost bust up laughing when he says that. Of all the possible reasons for him to look so worried, that wasn’t one that had crossed my mind.
“Really?” I ask. Sure, Terrence was flirting with me pretty hard last night, but that was just alcohol and a flirtation pushed too far, right?
“Really.” Chad says.
“Why are you so worried about this?” I ask. Sure, this is awkward, but it doesn’t seem like it should be that awkward for him to tell me this. Hell, I’m the one that fantasizes about sleeping with Terrence!
“Well, I kinda want you to do it.” He physically cringes as he says this, like he’s expecting me to start screaming and to completely lose my shit.
I look at Chad and I feel very surprised. Of course we’re monogamous, but we’re not prudes, either.
“I’m sorry. I know it’s stupid,” Chad says in a rush, his face burning bright red. “It’s just, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. The idea…it made me horny as fuck, just thinking about you with him. The idea of you fucking Terrence? Fuck, it’s hot.”
I can’t help it when I start giggling. This is like the best gift he’s ever given me!
“What’s so funny?” Chad asks, running his hand through his hair and looking at me warily. “I thought you’d be mad…”
“Oh, Chad,” I say, and now it’s my turn to feel a bit awkward. “It’s… Well. What happened last night? It was awkward for me, too – but it’s because I’ve thought Terrence was hot since the first time you introduced us. You know I love you and would never trade you for anyone, but I have to admit…I sometimes fantasize about Terrence.”
“Really?” Chad asks, his eyes lighting up. There’s an almost smile on his lips.
“Yeah,” I say and I suddenly feel a little bashful. It hits me that I just told my husband I want to sleep with another man…and it hits me more that he’s not mad. Is this a dream?
“He’s a sexy man,” I confess. “There’s something about him that’s magnetic and, well, he’s hot.”
Chad laughs and the tension in the room just evaporates. He comes over and kneels down in front of me.
“You are the most amazing wife a husband can ask for! I don’t know how I got so lucky to meet you and then have you say yes to me!”
“Oh, stop,” I say, though I’m smiling and happy that he’s saying this. It’s nice to be complimented and acknowledged. “And get off the floor, you silly goof.”
Chad smiles his big, gorgeous smile at me and brushes the knees of his jeans as he stands up. God how I love this man. He thinks he’s lucky? I think I’m lucky. He’s gorgeous, charming, intelligent…and now he’s giving me something most men would never even dream of giving their wife.
“Let me show you how happy I am about this…business deal that you’re setting up,” I say, grabbing Chad’s hand and leading him towards our bedroom.
Once in our bedroom, I press my body to Chad’s and kiss him long and deeply, nipping at his lips, and then at his neck, before going down on my knees in front of him. I look up at him as I undo his jeans and push them down a little.
“Do you think of me like this, in front of Terrence?” I rub my palm over his cock. Chad is already rock hard and his cock is straining against the thin cotton of his boxers.
“Oh fuck,” Chad says, and I can see drops of pre-cum dotting his boxers.
“And maybe you’ve thought of me like this,” I say, pulling down his boxers and sliding the top of his twitching cock into my mouth and teasing the head lightly with my tongue.
Chad is trapped in front of me, his jeans not even down to his knees. He groans and reaches for the wall, to brace himself as I deep throat his cock and start tickling his balls with one hand, and reaching around and grabbing his ass with my other.
“Oh fuck that feels so good,” Chad gasps, thrusting his hips forward.
His cock is smooth and perfect, and I love the taste and feel of it. I love giving my husband head. Being in control, yet seeming to be submissive? It makes me feel powerful.
“Will you… Oh fuck,” Chad shudders and pushes against the wall to stop himself from falling.
“You want me to do that thing you like?” I tease, looking up at Chad. I’ve always loved watching him during sex, seeing how his face changes as waves of pleasure move through his body as I touch him in exactly the ways that make him wild.
Chad’s eyes go to half-mast and he throws his head back when I lick the full length of his beautiful cock. I move my hand from his balls and lightly massage that little stretch of skin between his balls and his ass. I slowly move my finger to his ass and tease it lightly with the tip of my finger. Chad loves it when I stick my finger up his ass, though he’s always a bit embarrassed to ask me to do it. As I lightly press my finger into him, in his most private place, I slip the head of his cock back in my mouth and wetly suck the head. The taste of pre-cum on my tongue makes me wet.
I take my time teasing Chad, applying a little more pressure and feeling his body shudder and release as I touch such a sensitive and intimate part of his body.
“Oh Stacy—“ Chad calls out as I let go of him for a moment and lean back. I quickly open the drawer to the night stand and take out a bottle of lube and squirt some on my fingers.
I lean back to Chad and slip the top of his cock back in my mouth, then slide my fingers inside the crease of his ass and spread the lube around, before lightly tickling and pressing against his ass.
Chad rocks his hips downward, trying to reach my finger. I slide my slick finger over his sensitive spot, then push my finger in at the same time I push my mouth down the full, hard length of his cock. His body shakes as I work my tongue and mouth faster and faster on his cock, and I circle my finger inside him. This always sends Chad over the edge quickly and I know he’ll be cumming soon.
I close my eyes and turn my head from side to side, sucking and licking his cock. Chad’s body starts shaking and then he’s crying out and grabbing my hair and thrusting himself into my mouth and pushing down on my finger. Hot bursts of his cum hit the back of my throat and I swallow all of it greedily. I open my eyes and slowly move my tongue along the underside of his cock while I slowly remove my finger from his ass.
“Oh god,” he cries out and his body shakes again as he cums just a little more.
I quickly flick the tip of my tongue on the tip of his cock, and Chad slides down the wall and falls against me, breathless and tangled in his pants.
I can’t help smiling as I look at Chad while he catches his breath after his orgasm. This is the time when he is most vulnerable and most revealed.
“Oh, Stacy,” he says finally, leaning forward and kissing me. “You are a fucking goddess.”
“Oh, stop,” I say, smiling and blushing. I push his hand away when he reaches for my pussy. Of course, I want to cum, too, but this was something for him…and not every time has to be for both of us. In fact, giving my husband a mind-blowing blow job now and then, and not asking for anything in return? It’s something I love to do for him.
Eventually we get up and take a shower together. It’s wonderfully intimate as we gently clean each other’s body. It’s times like this that my heart expands with such profound love for my husband that I worry my heart will burst out of my chest.
“So why did you want to come here tonight?” I ask. After a day running around doing errands and having a late lunch with friends, Chad insisted on taking me to dinner at our favorite steak house.  While we wait for our steaks to come, I refill our wine glasses. We always have a nice bottle of wine when we come here, because we only come here on special occasions. I’m hoping this means he got a message about his commission, because there’s no other way we can afford this – especially not after the meal with Terrence last night.
“As a way of saying thank you for… well, you know what I mean?” He says. There’s a boyish grin on his face and I’m more than a little thrilled that he’s as excited about this as I am.
“How is it going to work?” I ask, lowering my voice and leaning towards him.
“Well, he said to give him a call.”
“Like tonight?” I ask. If you asked me a week ago if I would do something like this, I’m not sure how I would have answered. Of course it was a fantasy, but how often do you have the chance to make your fantasy a reality?!
“I think so.” Chad looks at me and raises his eyebrow. “Do you want to do it tonight? After we have dinner?”
I take a sip of my wine and think for a moment.
“Yeah,” I say, finally. “Why not?”
“Really?”
“Definitely. I can’t deny that I’m excited about this, too!” I smile at Chad, moving the bud vase to the side of the table as I reach over to touch his hand. “Why wait?”
Chad looks at me and smiles. “Just a sec.” He pulls out his phone and taps a message out, before laying his phone on the table. “We’ll see what he says. I know he’s busy a lot on the weekends, but…”
“I think he might be interested in this,” I tease, leaning back and lightly running my hands down the sides of my body.
Before Chad even has a chance to respond, his phone buzzes and he looks at it.
“Tonight is a go!” He nearly sounds like a kid who’s been told they’re going to their favorite amusement park.
A wave of excitement and nervous flow through me, and I can feel the muscles around my pussy contract. How will it feel to sleep with another man? It’s been so long since I was with anyone other than Chad…
The waiter brings our steaks, and we eat in silence for a few minutes.
“Is this going to affect us?” I ask, when a fresh wave of nerves crashes over me.
“Oh, Stacy. Are you having second thoughts?” A look of worry and frustration clouds his eyes.
“No. Well, I don’t think so. It’s just,” I pause as I try and find the words. After another drink of wine, I say, “I just want to make sure this isn’t a mistake. That we’re not going to wake up tomorrow and something will be different, that this will come between us in a bad way.”
“Definitely not. I’m really okay with this, Stacy. I think it’s amazing that you want to do this, too.”
I look at him. There’s no denying he looks excited and that he’s been excited all day long. He’s barely been able to keep still or keep his hands off of me.
“OK,” I say, pushing my wine away and taking a drink of water, instead. I want to be clear-headed for this. “Set it up and let’s do it.”
Chad picks up his phone in a flash and is tapping away. A minute later, his phone buzzes and he smiles at me.
“Roosevelt Hotel for drinks. 45 minutes.”
“Done,” I say, feeling suddenly giddy. Chad’s excitement is wearing off and I’m starting to fizz with excitement. Terrence is hot. Like spectacularly fucking hot. And he has power and connections. It makes me squirm and wiggle to try and imagine what tonight will be like. I remember how slow and seductive his touch was last night, on my bare shoulder, and I feel my nipples contract painfully.
The rest of our meal passes in a blur and then we’re out the door and taking a car service over to the Roosevelt.
“How does this work?” I ask. “Are you going to watch? Are you going to…be a part of this? Do I do this alone?”
“Not sure,” Chad says, wrapping his arm around my shoulders and pulling me in for a kiss. “How do you want it to go?”
“Honestly, I haven’t thought that far ahead. I..” I stutter and pause as a million thoughts race through my mind. “Maybe Terrence should be part of this part of the conversation.”
“Sounds like a plan,” Chad says, and I lean into his shoulder as the car navigates through downtown.
Chad grabs my hand tightly as we walk into the hotel and head to the bar.
The Roosevelt is one of the oldest hotels in town. A large chandelier dominates the large, high-ceilinged lobby. There are Chesterfield sofas placed next to the fireplaces that are on opposite ends of the lobby seating area. It looks like the kind of lobby used in one of those movies from the eighties where a spy sits and waits for their target to enter the lobby or exit the elevator. There is an old-world opulence and it makes you feel rich just to be here.
We pause a moment as we enter the bar, it’s not entirely dark, but it takes a moment to adjust to the light and to look for Terrence.
“Oh, there he is.” I spot him leaning against the bar, talking to a lady bartender. She’s laughing and subtly preening, like they’re flirting. A moment of jealousy zing through me and I find it surprising and amusing. That man. That man! Tonight, I will be his!
Chad releases my hand and places his hand on the small of my back as we walk towards Terrence. When Terrence glances over and sees us, a sly smile stretches across his lips, and I can’t help but sway a little more as I watch his eyes look at me from head to toe. Right now, I’m glad that Chad suggested getting dressed up for dinner tonight. I’m wearing my favorite dress – a lightweight silk dress that billows a little, but cinches in at my waist and has wide straps that gently rest on my shoulders. It always feels like I’m wearing nothing at all.
“Chad,” Terrence says, shaking Chad’s hand and pulling him into a brief half hug. “And Stacy. Let me look at you,” he says, before leaning in to kiss me on my cheek. He whispers in my ear, “Girl, I’m glad you said yes. I am going to show you a night you will never forget.”
As I pull away from our brief embrace, I’m blushing and smiling at the same time.
“Would you two like a drink?” Terrence asks as he sits on one of the old-fashioned wood stools at the bar.
I take the seat next to Terrence and Chad sits on my other side.
“I’ll have an IPA,” Chad tells the bartender.
“Just tonic water with lime for me, thanks.”
“Not drinking?” Terrence raises an eyebrow at my drink order.
“Oh, we had some wine at dinner,” I say. “And, um… I want to be clear-headed for this.”
The sound of Terrence’s laugh is rich and I relax a little. He leans towards me and places his hand on my knee and turns me to face him.
“What do you think of this song? Do you like the bass line?” He asks, lightly pressing his fingers into the soft skin above me knee, keeping time with the deep beat of the music. Every firm squeeze of his fingers feels like he’s pressing a button deep within me and something unexpected is opening up inside of me. It’s hard not to imagine another part of his divine body pressing into my body, keeping a sure and steady rhythm.
“It’s,” I say, pausing for a moment to listen to the music. “It’s seductive. It feels like an invitation to move my body.”
Terrence smiles. I catch a glimpse of Chad’s reflection, in the mirror behind the bar. He’s watching us, a smile curving his lips upward.
“So, are you admitting that you want to do this? That you want to give yourself to your husband’s boss?” Terrence asks, a smile playing on his lips.
I take a sip of my drink and turn to face Terrence fully. I may be drinking tonic water now, but I’m still tipsy from the wine we had at dinner and it’s making me feel bolder than if I was sober. I place my hand on his knee. “Would it make a difference if I said yes? If I confessed that I’ve found you attractive since the first time I met you?” More quietly, I add, “and that I’ve fantasized for months about you fucking me?”
“Then let’s take this party upstairs.” Terrence drains the rest of his drink and waves to the bartender. “Put this on room 1504. And whatever Chad here wants while we’re gone – we may be a while.”
I stand up and glance at Chad, not sure what to make of this. In Terrence’s mind, Chad clearly isn’t invited to the party. Part of me assumed he would be there, too, though I had no idea how that would work.
Terrence is behind me and he rests his hands on my hips. I can feel the heat of his body behind me and I’m drawn to it.
“No, Chad, my brother. You are staying down here,” Terrence says, holding my hips tighter and pulling me back so I’m leaning against him. He reaches one hand up and pushes my hair away from my neck, and then kisses it. “It’s a private party, tonight.”
In the elevator, I feel like a teenager about to do something really, really naughty. Terrence is standing incredibly close to me and can’t keep his hands off me. There’s another couple in the elevator, older, who keep giving us dirty looks. Terrence moves behind me and wraps his arms around me. When the couple leaves the elevator, he moves his hands to my breasts and starts kissing my neck. My body presses back into Terrence and I can feel how hard he is already. It makes me feel giddy with excitement.
“Come in,” Terrence swipes a key card and he pushes the door open with one hand, while keeping his other hand on my arm. As he leads me into the suite, clit is pulsing so hard, it feels more insistent than the music that was playing in the bar.
I look around the suite, awed by how expensive and modern it looks. The ceiling is really high and everything is cream and black, with a few large canvases painted in deep red. In front of us, a floor to ceiling window dominates a full wall and showcases a spectacular view of the city. The Roosevelt may be an old hotel, but it’s been remodeled to be very, very modern.
“This is amazing,” I say, walking around and staring at everything. If Chad and I had the money, this is almost exactly how I would decorate a home for us. The cream and black look amazingly luxurious. This room is way swankier than any hotel room I’ve ever been in. Chad and I are young, and we didn’t even stay somewhere this nice when we were on our honeymoon.
“I thought you might like this,” Terrence chuckles. He pulls me in for a slow kiss and it feels like he’s lit a match inside of me. When he pulls away, he says, “this place is nice, isn’t it?”
“Definitely! I’d love it if we could stay in places like this!” I exclaim, before clapping my mouth over my mouth. Of course, he knows full well what Chad earns, but I really need to filter myself and stop sharing the state of our finances with Chad’s boss!
“Oh, baby girl, don’t be ashamed. I know you two are struggling right now. No one in this business starts out doing well,” Terrence says, putting his hands on my shoulders and holding them gently. “Even I didn’t start out well.”
“Really?”
“Definitely,” Terrence says, a brief look of seriousness crossing his eyes. “I had to fight – and fight hard – to make it here.” He pauses for a moment and looks around the room, like he’s reminding himself of how nice, how luxurious it is. “This is nice, definitely. If your husband works hard, he’ll be able to afford this sooner than later. And you, you’re the type of woman that deserves to stay in a place like this, go to the spa to be pampered, order whatever you want from room service – without a care in the world, much less worry about what the bill will be when you check out and whether or not your credit card will accept the charge.”
I look at Terrence and his smile undoes something deep within me. I need to have him. Now.
I press my body against his, relishing the feel of how broad and strong his chest is, and how tiny I feel against him. Part of the thrill is how powerful his body is, all popping muscles and sheer strength. Licking my lips, I run my hands over his torso, from his chest to his stomach to his back. Just being able to touch him like this has me worked up and ready to go!
“Hold on, slow down. We have plenty of time,” he says, when I start pulling at his shirt.
I look up at Terrence and mock-pout at him when he pulls away from me, and Terrence’s chuckle becomes full-on laughter.
“Girl, you really have thought about this, haven’t you?”
“Yes. Yes, I have.” I say and meet his eyes with my gaze. Now that I’m on the verge of having my fantasy, I want it now. I don’t want to wait another second. I want Terrence to fuck me silly and leave me walking funny for days.
“That’s exactly what I’ve wanted to hear.”
Terrence walks over to a stereo system that is mounted to the wall and plugs in an MP3 player. Within seconds, deep music fills the room.
“Oh, I recognize this!” I say when I hear a woman’s voice. She’s a soprano and her singing is light and clear – a stark contrast to the heavy rhythm of the bass line.
“Chad played this for you?”
“Yeah. He knew I would love her voice, because it’s a lot like a singer I really love. Lou Lou?”
“Oh yes. That woman has a fine talent. The similarity with her voice is why we’re signing the woman we’re listening to now.”
“That’s cool,” I say, letting my body sway to the music.
“Mmmm mmmm mm,” Terrence says, walking back over to me. “I like that. Keep dancing like that. Show me how you move your body.”
I smile at him and continue dancing, exaggerating the sway of my hips and twining my arms above my head so that my body is elongated. I close my eyes and let the music flow over me and guide my body. Chad has only played a couple of the songs for me, so when one I haven’t heard comes on, it’s a real treat. The new song is faster, more insistent. I dance close to where Terrence is sitting on the couch, but not close enough for us to touch.
If he wants to draw this out, I can play that game. I smile as I watch Terrence watching me. He occasionally nods his head and his arms are outstretched along the top of the couch, and his legs are spread wide. His body is a clear, open invitation, and now I’m prolonging things, to see how long it takes him to come to me.
At the end of the third song, I turn to face Terrence. I undo the button at the waist, so that the fabric flutters and falls open, then shrug my shoulders and let the silk dress slide off of me.
“Mmm. You are a fine-ass woman, that’s for damn sure,” Terrence says, getting up from the couch and coming over to me. He unbuttons his shirt and I push it off him.
Terrence is easily the most muscular man I’ve ever touch. His arms and chest feel strong and powerful, and his muscles ripple and move as I run my hands over his chiseled body.
“Are you ready to earn that promotion for your husband?” Terrence stands with his feet slightly apart, hand on his belt buckle.
“Oh yes, Terrence,” I say. “I’m ready for everything.”
That earns me a raised eyebrow.
“Then show me, Stacy.” Terrence says, hands on his hips.
I run my hands along the sides of his face and over his close-cropped hair, then bring his face down to mine and kiss him deeply. I love how the texture of his hair feels against my fingers – it’s so different than Chad’s! Terrence’s tongue invades my mouth and the power of his kiss takes my breath away. I can’t help but feel weak in the knees.
Dropping my mouth to his chest, I take turns flicking the nipples on his chest with my tongue. He groans when I lightly nip at him and suck his nipples hard. I run my hand down his stomach and to his cock, and his cock is already tight and as hard as a steel rod.
“Oh,” I say, looking up at him and running my tongue across my upper lip. “That sure feels good.”
“Mmm. That tongue sure looks good,” Terrence says, running his hand along my jaw and then pushing his forefinger in my mouth.
I close my eyes and suck and lick his finger, tilting my head as each knuckle passes into my mouth. With his full finger in my mouth, I open my eyes and look up at him, while moving my tongue from side to side on the underside of his finger. His body shivers slightly and his lips turn up into a new smile.
“Damn, woman,” Terrence says, his voice deepening and sounding thick. “Let’s go over by the window.”
Slowly, I move my mouth up his finger, flicking it with my tongue and nipping at it with my finger.
I run my hand down to his cock and squeeze it firmly. Good god. Will I even be able to fit all of it in my mouth??
Terrence turns me around and leads me to the window, one hand on my shoulder and the other one slipped inside my panties and kneading my ass roughly. I push my ass back against his hand, hoping he’ll slip a finger into my wetness and into my pussy, but he doesn’t. Terrence teases me, moving his hand from one side of my ass to the other.
In front of the window, I look out and see the city lights twinkle and highlight the shapes of the city. There isn’t much light from the crescent moon, so it looks like the city lights are fighting to light up a fraction of the night sky. The view is to die for and it’s not the kind of thing I see often.
But I’m not here to look at the view.
I turn myself around and run my hands from his chest to his arms. He flexes his muscles under my touch and it just makes me hotter and wetter. I’m sure he has to be able to smell how turned on and wet I am.
“Now get on your knees and suck my cock.”
“Since you asked so nicely…” I tease him as I run my hands down his body.
But Terrence doesn’t wait for me – he pushes down on my shoulder so that I go to my knees quickly. My knees land on a shaggy white carpet.
“Holy shit,” I gasp when I see Terrence’s huge cock right in front of my face. It’s thick and long.
Grabbing the base of his cock in one hand, I lick my lips. Terrence pushes into my mouth and I struggle to open my mouth wider so that I can take more than just an inch of him. I bounce my head up and down, sucking and licking his dark cock like it’s the only cock I will ever get to taste again in my life. I push my mouth down on his cock, taking a little more this time. My lips wrapped around his cock, I pump the base with my hand and suck as hard as I can, while massaging his cock with my hands.
“Oh fuck, that’s good. Keep it up Stacy. Show me how much Chad’s promotion means to you!”
I look up at Terrence and there’s a wicked gleam in his eye. I squeeze his cock tighter and twist my head, while sliding my tongue and mouth back up to the tip of his cock. Sliding the tip of his cock in my mouth, I start flicking my tongue rapidly at the very top.
“Ooooh,” Terrence groans. I look up as he leans into me and extends an arm so he can brace himself against the window. His eyes are practically closed, and when I quickly slide my mouth down this thick, quivering cock, he groans louder.
My mouth starts stretching to his size and I bounce my head up and down, taking a little more of him and a little more of him. The taste of pre-cum makes me squirm with anticipation. He is so hard! And I want his thick dark cock in my pussy, but I also want to keep sucking him until he cums all over my face.
Terrence starts to shake and he pushes my head so that I’m taking even more of his cock in my mouth. His hand keeps my head in one spot, and he starts fucking my face, making me gag as his cock invades more and more of my mouth. I try to keep up with his speed, but it’s so overwhelming that all I can do is open my mouth and throat as wide as I can and suck and lick as much as I possibly can.
A rumbling bellow comes from Terrence and he pushes in even deeper, and then I feel hot spurts of his cum filling my mouth and hitting the back of my throat. I suck as much as I can, swallowing and milking the cum from his cock, relishing the taste of his cum.
“Fuck yeah,” Terrence says, his body still shaking slightly. “Now stand up.”
As I stand up, he kicks off his shoes and let’s his pants and underwear fall to the floor. His legs are amazingly muscular. I’ve never seen legs like his up close before.
“Damn you’re sexy,” I moan. I’m so excited for Terrence to fuck me, but a wave of insecurity floods into me. Is Chad really okay with this? Am I a bad wife for so desperately wanting to be fucked by Terrence? Is this a joke by Terrence, just so he can sleep with me?
Terrence must see the pause and indecision in me, because he asks, “Second thoughts, Stacy?” as he runs his hands over my body like he owns it.
“No,” I respond, trying to stop the rush of questions running through my mind. Just enjoy this.
“Good. Because I know you want this, maybe even more than I do.” Terrence chuckles, then lowers his mouth to my breast and starts sucking it really, really hard, his teeth pressing into my sensitive, swollen nipple.
“Oh!” I cry out. Terrence starts sucking the side of my breast really, really hard. Oh no. He can’t be!
But he is. Terrence is giving me a hickey – and not a small one, but an enormous one. He’s opening his mouth as much as he can and it feels like it’s covering half my boob.
Even though it’s a little painful, his mouth feels so good on me. I gasp when he takes his mouth off of me, suddenly missing it.
“Mmm,” he says, staring at my breast and lightly touching the hickey. My breast feels even more sensitive, now that Terrence has branded me. The hickey is deep and dark red against my pale skin, and there’s no way that’s going away quickly.
“I think I can do better,” Terrence says, then latches his mouth to the other side of my boob and starts sucking hard again, his teeth digging in a little.
The pleasure and pain mix in me and make me weak. Terrence reaches down and slides his fingers through my wetness, finally, and the zing of his touch courses through my body, like a bolt of electricity arcing across water.
Terrence pushes me backwards and the cold glass of the window presses into my back. He starts giving me a third hickey and he pushes two fingers up into my aching pussy and starts finger fucking me hard, pausing occasionally to roughly massage my sweet spot. It’s like the front of my body is on fire, with the touch of his fingers and his mouth, and the back of my body is freezing from the coldness of the glass.
“There, I think that’s better,” Terrence says, his lips spread in a broad smile.
I can’t even do anything except moan loudly. He’s flicking his fingers rapidly against my sweet spot and he’s unleashing an orgasm I didn’t even realize was so close. He’s forcing it out of me.
“Ohmygodohmygodohmygod,” I scream, my body is trying to squirm around, but Terrence has me pinned to the window. My hips jerk back and forth, my cum making his hands slick and wet.
“Good girl, Stacy. I think we’re getting somewhere,” Terrence says, his voice still husky and deep. “Now let’s see just how much you can take and how much of a raise that Chad is going to get.”
Before I can even catch my breath, Terrence picks me up and turns me around so that I’m facing the window. With a flick of his fingers, he undoes my bra and tosses it on the ground, and then he grabs my panties and just rips them off of me.
Terrence’s hand is suddenly on my pussy again and I buck away from him. I’m still so tender and raw!
But he doesn’t stop. His fingers are pushing inside of me again.
“Open wide, Stacy,” Terrence growls in my ear. He removes his fingers from inside me. Terrence has one hand on my hip, pulling it away from the window. My god. Anyone looking could see what’s going on! It thrills me and makes me shy at the same time.
I feel a pressure against my pussy and I instinctively try to pull away. I’m still so raw and sensitive! But Terrence is holding my hip tightly, not allowing me to move even an inch.
“Step backwards a step, then put both of your hands on the window,” Terrence orders. There’s a stern tone in his voice that has me obeying him without even thinking twice about it.
I step backwards and he presses his knee between my legs, then spreads them open as I lean forward and place the palms of my hand on the glass. His cock is still pressing against my pussy. I can’t wait for him to fuck me, but I sure wish he’d wait a minute to let me recover and catch my breath!
“That’s good, Stacy,” Terrence says, reaching around and roughly grabbing one of my breasts. I squeak a little when he pinches one of my nipples and rolls it between his fingers.
His cock is pressing against my pussy even harder now and it’s impossible to escape its pressure. Terrence drops his hand from my breast and runs it down my stomach, before reaching between my legs and pressing my clit.
His finger on my clit feels good and painful at the same time, and I push my hips backwards to try and escape it.
“I need a minu…” I start to say, then I cry out as he pushes his thick cock into my pussy slowly. “Oh fuck.” I groan.
Terrence starts slowly, like he knows I need to stretch out to accommodate a cock as big as his, but he starts speeding up quickly, two fingers on my clit and his cock sliding in and out of my slick pussy. Terrence thrusts the full length of his cock inside of me and I scream out. I feel so full from his cock, but my pussy is so tight that it feels like too much. But I want to be able to take it all! Chad really wants this promotion and we really need the extra money!
I push down on his cock, trying to open myself more to Terrence.
“Mmm, that’s good, Stacy. Work those hips.”
I close my eyes and start moving my hips slowly up and down.
“No, faster,” Terrence demands, then starts playing with my clit again.
The pressure of his fingers sends an electric jolt through my body and I start moving my hips wildly, trying to escape his fingers. My clit is ready for more attention, but not like this – I need a softer touch to start feeling really good again.
But Terrence’s touch isn’t soft. It’s demanding. He’s making me follow a faster pace, the pace that he wants. And I can’t say no – even if I wanted to, my body is saying yesss.
“Oh fuck, yeah,” Terrence groans as he plunges the full length of his cock into my soaking pussy. I’m crying out in a mixture of pleasure and pain, and it’s only making Terrence more excited. He’s pumping into me faster and faster, so I have to press hard on the window, so that I can keep my balance and don’t fall over.
Terrence pounds into me so hard, my body lifts and jumps a little. I have no control over what’s going on…and I love it. Terrence fucking me feels primal, like it’s just about two bodies slamming together and fighting for the release of physical pleasure.
With each thrust, I feel my pussy expanding and taking more of Terrence’s big cock, and it feels so much better now! I move my hips around, trying to time his thrusts so he hits my sweet spot every time. Another orgasm is already building in my body, though slower this time, and I already know it’s going to be powerful and shattering.
“Show me how much you want Chad’s promotion,” Terrence demands, slapping the side of my ass.
The slap stings and unleashes something deeper within me. My body is taking over, riding and sliding up and down his cock…hard.
“I…” I gasp, barely able to speak. “I…want…” My hips are moving over his cock frantically and it’s nearly making me black out from the pleasure of his cock filling me up so deeply and thoroughly.
Terrence leans over my body, pressing his hand against my hip so I can’t move again. His chest rests on my back and it makes me realize how sweaty we both are.
“What do you want?” He growls in my ear. He’s stopped thrusting and is just deep in my pussy. He’s fingering my clit and it’s driving me insane because my body is demanding to move, but he’s holding me completely still.
“I want to be on top,” I gasp, arching my back into his chest. My clit feels enormous and with each stroke of his fingers, I can feel my orgasm moving closer, like a storm gathering in my body.
Terrence groans in my ear and he slides out of me in a quick moment. My body shudders hard, wanting more of his cock and screaming at its absence. My pussy is not done with him yet!
Terrence turns me around, then grabs my ass and lifts me up and onto his cock.
Oh, fuck. I wrap my legs around his hips and lock my feet together. Somehow, he’s able to go even deeper in me and the pleasure zipping through my body is almost blinding me. I would never tell Chad this, ever, but this fuck from Terrence is the best fuck I’ve had in years.
He wraps one arm around my back and puts his other hand on my ass, keeping me in position as he thrusts up into me. I’m moaning and screaming so loud, it’s echoing in this suite.
Terrence walks to the bedroom, carrying me as I’m impaled on his cock. Each step makes me bounce a little and my swollen clit rubs against him. He sucks and bites at my neck, and I swear I’m going to have another hickey by the time we get to the bedroom.
“So me what you got,” Terrence says, sitting down on the bed and then lying down.
I place my hands on his chest and prop myself up a little, then start working my hips up and down on his cock. I’m perfectly stretched for him now and I relish how full he makes me feel. I start riding just the tip of his cock, teasing him, but I’m also trying to slow my orgasm down a little. This is not something I want to be over so soon and I’ll do anything to make this last longer!
“Oh fuck,” Terrence mutters, his eyes closing momentarily. When he opens them, he looks up at me, then raises his head and puts his mouth on my breasts, sucking my nipple so hard it makes me scream even louder. Every flick of his tongue and nip of his teeth jolts through my body.
Not able to wait any longer, I push my hips down and take his dark cock in my tight pussy – all of it in one long push.
As I sit up, I adjust my position and start rocking back and forth on his cock, rubbing my clit against him. There’s no way I’m going to last much longer.
Terrence starts groaning again and I can tell he’s close, too. His eyes are almost closed and his body is bucking underneath me. He pulls me down so that we’re chest to chest, then places both of his hands on my ass and pulls it wide as he starts thrusting his cock up into my pussy. Every thrust rubs against my sweet spot and it sends me over the edge.
I scream my orgasm as he’s thrusting his thick cock into me. My hips are bucking wildly against him, and then Terrence is shouting and throwing his head back.
“Oh fuck, I’m cumming,” he yells, holding my ass tighter and thrusting up fast and hard. It makes me scream out even more. When he slows down, I move my hips over him, slower now, so that we cum a little more, together.
By the time I stop, I can barely see straight and sweat is dripping from my chest onto Terrence’s. I lie atop of him, trying to catch my breath and just savor another few moments of his cock. I can feel it twitching inside of me.
Terrence rolls me over and kisses me, before sliding his cock out of me and getting up from the bed. He looks at me and smiles.
“Mmm mmm mmm,” he says, smiling as his eyes run up and down my body. I can feel our cum sliding out of me and onto the duvet cover.
In the elevator on the way back down, I look at myself in the mirror and can’t stop grinning like a maniac. Even though it makes me feel like I’m sixteen all over again, I giggle as I look at the hickeys that Terrence marked me with. They are going to be a definite reminder of tonight, for at least the next week.
I text Chad. On my way down. Meet me at elevator.
Chad meets me at the elevator, obviously antsy. He immediately sees the hickeys and his eyes go wide. My dress can only cover up so much, and my hair is only partially covering up the hickeys on my neck.
We walk through the lobby quickly and hail a taxi. As the taxi takes us home, Chad looks at me, a mixture of awe and envy on his face.
“Damn, I sure wish I could have seen that,” he lightly touches my neck, outlining the hickey lightly with his fingertip. “It was good?”
“Yeah,” I say slowly. “It was good.”
His phone buzzes and he glances at it quickly, then smiles as he puts it back in his pocket.
I raise my eyebrow at him, but he just smiles and wraps his arm around my shoulder and holds me tight. I snuggle into him on the way home, feeling happy and sated.
We go straight to our bedroom at home. Chad slowly undresses me, then goes to the bathroom and returns with a damp washcloth. He gently cleans me up, while staring at me with his mouth hanging open.
“You are fucking incredible,” he says when we’re in bed. “I never in my wildest dreams imagined we would ever do something like this!”
I smile and turn to face him. “We can do whatever we want,” I say. “This is our marriage. We can make it be whatever we want it to be.”
Chad lowers his mouth to my chest and kisses my breasts.
“Be careful!” I giggle. “Those are really tender.”
He lightly kisses one hickey, then looks up at me. “This one, that’s $5K more a year.”
Another kiss, on a smaller hickey. “This one, $3K.”
He kisses each hickey, giving each a dollar amount. When he gets to the biggest hickey, he pauses, then licks the hickey and kisses it a few times.
“Now this one, this one is special. This one is worth $15K.”
My eyes go wide as I quickly do the math in my head. Holy shit!
“That’s twenty-five thousand more per year! But wait, how do you know this already?”
“The text was from Terrence. Apparently you really, really impressed him.”
“If it can help us get out of this financial pit, I’ll fuck whoever you want me to fuck.”
“I love you, Stacy.” Chad says, then hugs me tightly.
“I love you, too, Chad. More than anything I love you.”
I hug Chad back, and think about fucking Terrence. Was it worth it? Hell yeah it was worth it. That was the fuck of a lifetime. I hope I get to seal the deal on all of Chad’s promotion negotiations!
~~~




HER SECRET CRUSH

I know it’s wrong, but I can’t help myself.
Clay and I have a great marriage. No, we have an excellent marriage. But there’s something about Winston that just drives me wild.
We’ve all known each other since college and in fact Winston asked me out on a date before Clay did. But Winston had a wild reputation as a lady’s man – one that he still has today. I’ve always been the relationship type, and I knew the Winston would break my heart.
But damn if Winston isn’t the sexiest man I’ve ever laid eyes on. His body is lean and muscular, and he has one of those asses that only black men have – high and curvy. He also just has a way about him that makes you feel like there’s nobody else in the world and that you are the most
captivating and beautiful woman that he has ever met. If that wasn’t enough, he genuinely loves women.
It’s no wonder that women love him.
“Earth to Peggy! Earth to Peggy!” Clay laughs and puts his hand on my bare knee.
“Clay, my man. What did you put in her cocktail? Because I’m pretty sure I want some of that, too.” Winston laughs and tilts back in his chair, putting his feet up on the railing of the deck of our beach house.
My eyes follow the length of Winston’s legs and I feel my pussy pulse with desire as I look at his dark and muscular legs. I’ve always fantasized about kneeling in front of him and sucking his cock. I’ve seen the outline of his cock through his clothing and it’s obvious that he’s massive. Whether or not if I could even fit half of him in my mouth is something that I’ve always fantasized about. Then my daydreams have me wondering what it would be like to have something so big in my tight, pink pussy. Would I be able to stretch out for him? Would it hurt?
But I shake my head and try to clear these filthy thoughts from my mind. These are so not the fantasies I should be having, not when I’m married. Not when I’m happily married.
“Clay, if I didn’t know any better, I think your woman wants to fuck me.” Winston gives me a long look and I quickly look away, blushing at how bold he’s being and how dirty my thoughts are about him. I want to treat his body like a jungle gym, and I think he knows it.
“I know she liked you, back when we were first dating.”
“That’s not true!” I exclaim, knowing it’s a lie. When I glance at Clay and Winston, they both laugh and it’s obvious that they realize that it’s a lie.
“Baby, it’s okay. Everyone had a crush on Winston. He was the campus Casanova.”
“Come here, Peggy, and I’ll give you a taste,” Winston says, his voice a sexy growl.
My eyes drop to his crotch and I can see his cock pressing against his shorts, where it hadn’t been pressing a few minutes ago. Is it possible that he finds me sexy?
“Dude, your wife is scoping out my dick.”
“What do you think, Peggy? Do you want to have a taste?” Clay asks. He sounds serious, but I can’t tell if he really is. It’s possible I just had too much alcohol tonight and everything is clouded in my head. Surely they must both be joking with me, because Clay and I are married. We’re faithful to each other. We have an excellent sex life. So what if I find his best friend sexier than fuck? It’s okay to have a fantasy, as long as you don’t act on it.
“That would be… That would be wrong,” I say, trying to sound more sure and confident than I feel. “If this is a joke, this is starting to get out of hand.”
“If!” Winston exclaims, his voice melting into a sexy laugh. “I think she’s game, Clay. What you think, bro.”
“I think…”
The deck of the beach house suddenly feels claustrophobic and hot, and I have to escape. My chair tumbles over as I get up from it quickly and rushed inside to the living room, closing the deck doors behind me. I need a moment on my own to think, to try and catch my breath and to figure out what the hell is going on.
This can’t be real. I fantasized about Winston for so long. Clay and I are married, and that means something to me. Honoring my wedding vows is something that I’ve never had to think twice about. I love Clay and he makes me happy. But do I make him happy? If I make him happy, why would he even joke about sharing me with another man?
I lean forward and put my head between my knees, and try to slow down my breathing. I feel like I’m on the edge of having a panic attack. The air inside the beach house is heavy and muggy, and it doesn’t help how I feel. We’ve been putting off getting an air-conditioning unit for this place and now I’m regretting it. If anything, I’m feeling more disconcerted and unsettled inside.
“Hey, baby,” Clay says, leaving the deck door open as he walks inside. I can hear amusement in his voice, but I don’t respond because I don’t know what to say. Does he think our marriage is a joke? He sits down next to me and runs his hand along my back. When I look up at him, finally, the look on his face changes. The amusement drops and is replaced by tenderness and concern. “Hey, it’s okay. We’re just joking around.”
“Really?” I say, tilting my head at him. “That started sounding a lot more serious than joking out there. It sounded like you were okay with, and ready to encourage, me sleeping with Winston. “
Clay pauses and looks at me for a long minute. “Baby, I’m actually okay with it, if you are.”
“What?!” Maybe it had too much to drink, but I can’t believe I just heard what I think I heard my husband say.
“Baby, you’re hot as fuck. I want Winston to know what he missed out on.”
“So I’m just a piece of meat that you want to pass around your friends, to say ‘look how hot my wife is’? I don’t fucking think so!”
“Don’t give me that,” Clay snaps. “You’ve been drooling over Winston for longer than I can even remember. And since we got here, you’ve been drooling all over Winston like a lovesick schoolgirl and practically throwing yourself at him. You can’t tell me that you don’t want to fuck him.”
I’m silenced because I don’t know how to respond to my husband. I thought I was being more discreet about how I felt about Winston, but apparently I’ve been broadcasting my desire very clearly, and both of them have noticed. I take a deep breath and try to calm myself, because I don’t know how the rest of this conversation is going to go. I’m worried about this what might happen to the marriage I have with Clay.
“Okay, fine. I admit that I have a crush on Winston and that I’m deeply attracted to him. It doesn’t mean that I want to seriously follow through on that. You get that, right? Right? You and I,” I say, gesturing my hand between my husband and I, “we’re married. Married couples don’t do that.”
Clay’s laugh is loud and sharp. “Get with the twenty-first century, Peggy. There are lots of couples that are swingers these days.”
“I thought that was something people did in the seventies.”
“Yeah, they did. But it’s a thing again. There are plenty of couples that are defining the relationships and marriages by how they want to, not by traditional religious values. Neither of us are religious, so why should we follow religious constructs? That seems particularly old-fashioned, if you ask me.”
I’m still a little bit upset with my husband, but I have to admit that he has a point. None of the married women that I know have talked to me about swinging, but I know several women in committed relationships who are in open relationships. It does seem like one of those forward-thinking things, but it’s not something I ever seriously considered. Fantasizing about one of my husband’s closest friends? Absolutely, and I’ve been doing that for years. Actually acting on that fantasy? That’s not something that has seriously crossed my mind.
“Do you really want me to sleep with Winston?” My mind is moving at the speed of light, trying to process everything that Clay is saying and what it would mean to our marriage. “Are you saying that you want to sleep with other women?”
“Yes and no. Yes, I want to see you sleep with Winston. No, I don’t have a particular desire to sleep with another woman.”
“I need time to think about this,” I say, walking over to the refrigerator and grabbing a fresh beer. “I’m going for a walk on the beach. I’ll be back in a little while.”
I walk down the beach in silence, feeling calmer the further I get away from the beach house and Clay and Winston. I like to think of myself as progressive, but I never imagined breaking my marriage vows. Part of the reason I got married was because I felt Clay was The One. The one man that I wanted to spend the rest of my life with. The one that I would sleep with for the rest of my life.
I’ve been happy with my marriage to Clay, so this comes as an even greater shock than it might have. I desperately want to talk to my friends about this, but I have no idea who I would even call. My closest friends are all married and, despite what Clay said, as far as I know none of them are in open relationships. In fact, I’m pretty sure any of them would stop their husbands if they even suggested something like this.
Or maybe I’m a prude?
Is it possible that my girlfriends are sleeping with men who aren’t their husbands, and they’re just not telling me because I’m not doing the same thing? Or are they not telling me because they think that I’m a prude and I wouldn’t understand?
I stop walking and I walk to the shore line and stop. The evening waves rush over my feet and I stop and focus on the sound of the waves and the evening wind. The sounds help calm me and calm my mind, so that I can try and figure out the situation. I know what I want to do. I want to sleep with Winston, I just don’t know if it’s a good idea. I’m also not sure how I feel about Clay for wanting me to do this, too. It makes me wonder how he feels our marriage and what he wants our marriage to be. Is this just a one-off thing that he wants me to do with Winston? Or does he want me to start sleeping with lots of men?
Clay and Winston stop talking when I get back to the beach house. There’s still sitting on the deck, like they were when I left. It’s impossible to read the expressions on their faces, but it’s obvious that they are waiting for me to say something, first.
I grab a cold beer from the cooler, and then say in a chair and places both of them.
“So,” I say, taking a deep breath and exhaling slowly. “Hypothetically. How would this work? If I agreed to do this?”
Winston is the first to break the silence between us.
“Peggy, you’re overthinking this. It works just like it sounds. You and me, we fuck. I think you’re hot and it’s obvious that you have a thing for me, so we just do what we both want to do. Clay here says he’s okay with that, so I don’t see what else there is to talk about. I don’t get why you women always want to talk things out, especially when they don’t need talking about.”
I glare at Winston for a moment, a little bit of anger creeping into me. Sure, I know that I overthink things sometimes, but breaking my marriage vows isn’t something I would do lightly. This may not be much of anything for Winston, but this is something big for me.
“Clay, what do you think? Do we need to discuss this?”
“Look, Peggy. I really am okay with this.”
“But what about our marriage?”
“What about it?” Clay size, as if I’ve asked a stupid question. “Like I said earlier, we can do whatever the fuck we want to. It’s our marriage. It’s our lives. No one gets to say what we do, except for you and me. It doesn’t matter what anybody thinks, except for you and me. And it’s nobody’s business what you and I do. Or who we do it with.”
It’s more than a little bit weird and embarrassing to be having this conversation in front of Winston. But he is kind of like family and it does concern him, so I just grit my teeth and take a long slug of my beer.
“Do you want to sleep with anybody else? I know it’s hypocritical, but while I want to sleep with Winston, I don’t want to share you with another woman. Ever.”
Clay smiles at me, and then comes over to me and kneels in front of me.
“Peggy, babe. I just want to be happy. And it’s a fucking turn on to think of you fucking Winston. In fact, I want to watch.”
Jesus fuck. This evening keeps on getting weirder.
“You want to watch another man fuck your wife?” I ask, not quite able to wrap my head around that. It seems easier for me to accept that’s he’s okay with me cheating on him, but that he doesn’t see me actually doing this. I’ve never been an exhibitionist, and just the idea of having sex with somebody and having somebody else watch that, it makes me feel shy and self conscious.
“Fuck yeah!” Clay yells, laughing with delight. “I think it would be fucking out of this world to watch you fuck Winston and to see him fuck you. It would be better than any porno I’ve ever seen.”
A pause for a moment, unsure what to think about all of this. The sea air is cooling and my skin shivers in the breeze. The waves are crashing in the distance, mimicking the emotions that are crashing through my mind. I never imagined that this weekend would go like this, but I’m still not sure what I should do. I know what I want to do. But whether or not it’s what I should do, is something else entirely.
“Look, we’re all a little bit drunk right now. This is really weird, but the truth is I do want to fuck Winston. But,” I say, looking at Clay and grabbing his hands in mine, “I don’t want to fuck up our marriage. I need to know the you’re thinking clearly and that you really mean it’s when you say that it’s okay for me to fuck Winston.”
“I’m not that drunk, Peggy. I’m not going to change my mind about this and I’m not going to be mad at you or anything like that, in the morning. If anything, I’m going to love you and admire you more. You’re a sexy woman. The thought of sharing you with one of our best friends? It’s fucking hot.”
My stomach clenches with nerves and excitement.
“If you’re sure…”
The boards of the deck creak, and I look up and see Winston walking towards us. He stops by the side of Clay, and holds his hand out to me.
“Peggy, let’s go fuck. Let’s get it out of our systems. I’ve wanted to fuck you for years and I think you felt the same way, too, but won’t admit it.”
My mouth falls open and I’m temporarily speechless. My mind is a mess of confused thoughts. Is this for real? Can I do this and not wreck my marriage? What does it mean for my marriage if I want to sleep with another man? If I do sleep with another man?
Clay has said it’s okay, but this…it’s more real somehow.
I find myself putting my hand into Winston’s and letting him pull me to my feet. My skin tingles from excitement as he runs his hand over my skin, then leans down and claims my mouth in a long, hot kiss.
Winston’s tongue dominates my mouth and I struggle to keep up with his tongue as it explores my mouth deeply. After an initial hesitation, I start to let myself go and give in to the kiss. I wrap my arms around his neck and pull him closer to me, pressing my trembling body against his, relishing the feel if his muscular body against mine.
This feels so wrong!
But it feels so good!
“Fuck, that’s hot,” I hear Clay say, and it just releases something more in me.
Fuck it! Let’s do it!
I move one of my hands and start caressing Winston’s body. His muscles feel amazing beneath my hands and I’m eager to see his body without any clothes.
“My, my,” Winston says, breaking our kiss and running his fingers through my hair. “Someone’s coming around, isn’t she?”
“Maybe a little,” I say, a wave of shyness crashing over me. I boldly drop my hand and touch his cock through his pants, and I nearly scream when I do. “You’re so big!”
“Just wait until you see what I can do with it,” he chuckles, squeezing my ass. “Now let’s get inside and get you out of those clothes.”
I glance at Clay as we walk into our beach house. He has an excited look on his face and his shorts are tented from a boner!
“This is going to be so hot,” Clay says, reaching down and rubbing himself.
Inside the bedroom, I stand still and wait for Winston to do something. Clay has settled into a chair in the corner, his legs spread wide, with a big grin on his face. It feels so weird that Clay is going to watch, but then I realize it’s also really sexy, too. I want for Clay to be happy, too.
“Come here,” Winston says, grabbing my shoulders and turning my body to face his. He lowers his dark mouth to mine and kisses me, more roughly this time. I gasp as his tongue fills my mouth and his hands pull at my clothes and start undressing me.
“Fuck, those are great tits,” he says, taking a step back as he undoes my bra and tosses it to the side.
He massages my boobs and runs his thumbs over my nipples, making them instantly hard and straining. Winston quickly lowers his head and latches his mouth on one of my boobs, making me moan loudly as his tongue teases and circles my nipple.
My eyes go so wide as I watch as Winston quickly undresses. His body is so amazing! He’s covered in muscles and his cock is enormous! I’ve never seen a cock so big – and he’s not even fully hard yet!
When he’s naked, I walk over to him, my pussy already aching and wet, and run my hands down his body, letting my hand rest on his cock.
“So you say you’re going to show me what you can do with this?” I tease, running my fingers along his long, fat cock. His cock instantly responds, bouncing up against my fingers and immediately getting harder and bigger. How am I ever going to fit that inside of me?
“How about you show me what you can do with that sweet little mouth of yours, first?” Winston says, pushing me down to my knees.
I take a deep breath, then open my mouth as wide as I can and try and take Winston’s big black cock in my mouth. My lips and cheeks strain as I wrap my lips around the tip of his cock. He’s so tasty!
My tongue flicks at the head of his cock, and then I push my head down, choking as I take more of him inside of my mouth.
Winston grabs my head and fucks my face, making me choke and gag as he thrusts his cock deeper and deeper into my mouth. I frantically try and keep up, running my tongue all over his cock. His pre-cum tastes fantastic!
“Fuck, that feels good,” Winston groans, his hand still holding my head and pushing my mouth deeper down his cock.
Pre-cum and spit slide out of my mouth and down my chin and onto my boobs. I can’t keep all of him inside of my mouth!
“Get on the bed, on your hands and knees, and face Clay,” Winston demands, suddenly pulling my head back from his cock. Up close, I can see dark veins on his cock, which is glistening with pre-cum and my spit.
My pussy thrums with desire as I crawl up on the bed. I look at Clay and watch as he pulls out his dick and starts slowly pumping it.
This is so weird!
Winston gets on the bed behind me and I feel the heat from his body over mine.
“You ready for me, Peggy?” Winston says, his voice low and thick as he runs his hands over my back and down to my ass. He kneads my ass, then slips his fingers between my wet pussy lips and teases my clit.
I instinctively bear down on his fingers, my clit throbbing and demanding attention.
“Spread your legs wider,” Winston demands, pushing my legs apart.
I feel so exposed to him! This is so not a position I ever thought I’d really be in with Winston! Sure, I’ve fantasized about fucking him – for years – but it’s so surreal that it’s finally happening! My body is trembling with how much I want Winston and how ready I am to be fucked!
“Oh my God!” My body feels electrified and I scream when Winston mouth lands on my pussy and immediately starts sucking and licking me.
His tongue is rough against my clit, teasing and flicking at it, and it drives me crazy. He rubs his face along my pussy and instinctively rub myself against him, marking him and letting him know I’m ready for him.
When he starts licking and sucking at me again, I fist the blanket in my hands and hold on, because my body is vibrating from how good this feels.
Clay is watching us, his eyes glazed and a happy smile on his lips as he keeps stroking himself. I can tell he’s hard as a rock, watching Winston and me, and the tip of his dick is practically purple! I can’t believe he’s really so turned on by this!
“Fuck, I can’t wait any longer,” Winston says, slapping my ass. I feel the bed shift again, and then he’s rubbing his massive black cock through my wetness and teasing me.
“Please,” I say, moaning. My body is so on fire right now, I’d beg him to fuck me if I had to. I’ve fantasized about this for so long, and now I want to get down to it!
Winston laughs behind me and continues teasing me.
“You got a fine woman, Clay,” Winston says, pressing the head of his cock between my pussy lips. “I’m ready for some sweet, tight pussy.”
My eyes practically roll back in my head as Winston pushes inside of me, slowly at first. It’s like he knows that my pussy is tight and that he needs to take time for me to stretch out.
I lock eyes with Clay as I push down on Winston’s cock, wiggling my hips and bouncing them, wincing at how tightly he’s filling me up. Honestly, it hurts a little, but I don’t mind! I want this to be a memorable night – and if that means it’ll hurt, that’s a price I’m more than willing to pay!
Winston speeds up his thrusting and I feel my pussy stretching and pulsing around his cock. He feels so good! With each stroke of his massive cock, he hits my g-spot perfectly and I can’t help but cry out each time.
“Someone sure changed her mind,” Winston teases, slapping my ass as he plunges deep into my pussy.
“Oh my God,” I say, not taking my eyes off of Clay. It feels like something intimate is also happening between Clay and me, as I watch him as he watches his best friend fuck me from behind. Our relationship is going somewhere new, somewhere exciting, and I think it’s bringing us closer together.
The bed starts shaking as Winston pumps into my pussy, faster and faster. I bounce my hips on his cock, trying to keep up with how fast he’s moving, but Winston grabs my hips and then pushes me down onto the bed. His muscular body pins me down, and then he starts fucking me slower.
“You like this?” He groans, his voice uneven. His body is just above mine and the heat from his body is searing my skin.
“I do,” I whimper. “It feels fucking amazing.”
Winston does something with his hips and my nerve endings go into overdrive as he slams my g-spot over and over again.
Clay is pumping his dick faster now and I can tell he’s not going to last much longer. I’m not going to last much longer, either. My insides are already speeding up and that glorious sexual tension is rising, getting ready to explode when I come on Winston’s massive black cock.
My body shakes and jerks as Winston slams his monster cock deep inside of me. I scream when he pounds against my cervix. He’s too big for me! But he keeps pounding harder and deeper inside of me! I push my hips up, encouraging him to go deeper inside of me. I don’t care if it hurts!
Clay is breathing fast and hard, his hand squeezing and pumping his dick.
“Let me…” I gasp, barely able to see straight. “I want to suck you off while I come!”
Clay’s eyes widen, and then he’s up and standing next to the bed. I prop myself up and look up at him as I slide his dick into my mouth, and then starting sucking him fast and hard, just how he likes it. He bumps against the back of my throat and I open my throat, ready for him to come hotly in my mouth. I bob my head on his dick, faster and faster, screaming on his dick as Winston pounds my pussy hard and fast.
“Shit!” Clay shouts and grunts, grabbing me and holding my head as his come explodes in my throat. I swallow as much of it as I can, gagging for breath as his dick twitches in my mouth and more come spurts out of him.
Clay slides his dick out of my mouth, panting heavily, and then collapses on the chair by the bed. His eyes are glazed in happiness and he keeps stroking his dick.
There is some come on my lips and I lick it, trying to not let any go to waste.
“Come on my dick, Peggy!” Winston demands, pumping faster into my pussy.
I look into Clay’s eyes and let myself go, bouncing my hips and circling them around Winston’s black cock. I’m perfectly stretched out now and he feels amazing in my pussy! I’ve never been so thoroughly filled up in my life!
“Oh my God!” I scream and my body jerks around as I come, all my nerve endings exploding like fireworks. I keep pumping on Winston’s cock, trying to extend my orgasm as long as possible.
“That’s right. Milk my dick with your pussy!” Winston shouts between grunts. He slaps my ass and then plunges deep inside of me and stays there. His body shakes like a bomb going off and he collapses on my back, his sweaty and muscular body pinning me to the bed.
I try and catch my breath and try to wrap my head around this.
“That was amazing,” I say, when I finally catch my breath. The look on Clay’s face is one of sheer pleasure and admiration. A whine escapes my mouth when Winston’s thick cock slides out of my pussy.
“You like that?” Winston says, grabbing me and holding my body tightly against him. I relax into his muscles and in his arms, and nod my head.
“Can we do that again?”
~~~




SHAMELESS FLIRT

“You know, sweetheart,” Oliver says, his voice kind but laced with a subtle warning, “one of these days you’re going to have to go through with all this teasing you put me through.”
My cheeks flame with color. Could I really do it? I know that when I have a few glasses of wine, I flirt wildly with women, especially petite pretty women. I’ve always had a secret desire to sleep with another woman, but I’ve always been way too shy to do anything about it. Plus, Oliver and I got together in college and I never really had much of a chance to experiment as much as my other girlfriends did.
But there’s no way Oliver would share me with anyone else. Is there?
“I don’t know,” I say, waving my hand and not meeting his eyes. “You know I’m just a flirt. There isn’t anything to it.”
“Megan, sweetheart,” Oliver says, his voice softer now. “It’s okay. Really. It would be fuck-all sexy if you slept with another woman. Or if we invited a woman into our bed. I know you make all these jokes and downplay it, but it’s obvious you’re curious about sex with a woman. It’s absolutely okay!”
“Really?” Maybe it’s not advisable, but I take another drink from my glass of wine. It’s a Friday night and we’re in the most popular, swank wine bar in town, so it’s not like I’ll stick out if I get a little drunk.
But can Oliver really be serious? That would be, like, the most amazing gift he’s ever given me!
“I don’t know,” I say, my eyes fixed on a pretty blonde woman about fifteen feet away. She’s all soft curves and glittering eyes, and a laugh that immediately caught my attention.
“We should try it. You should try it. You might like it. I know that I’d like it.”
I look at Oliver and try to get a read on him. Of course I trust him with my life, but I don’t know if he’s saying this because he’s also a little drunk or if he really means it. I can’t imagine anything worse than saying yes, then having him change his mind when he was sober or, worse, if we did something tonight and then one or both of us regretted it tomorrow.
“I think I need more wine,” I say, then get up to head to the bar. There is table service, but it’s busy tonight and I need a moment on my own.
I intentionally choose a path that will take me past the blonde woman’s table. Little currents of electricity zing through my body as I get closer. Just to get a closer glimpse of her, to hear her voice? My stomach feels like it’s been invaded by butterflies.
“And so I told them…” the blonde’s voice is like honey and I’m immediately transfixed. Suddenly, her arm lashes out as she continues her story and she whacks me in the chest.
“Ow!” I instinctively rub my breasts, though I’m not really hurt.
“Oh my God! I’m so sorry! Leave it to me to gesticulate wildly and whack some unsuspecting, gorgeous woman as she walks past. Are you okay?”
With her eyes and attention focused on me, I feel like a teenage girl in front of her crush for the first time. I can sense her friends are looking at me, but I can’t tear my eyes away from this woman. I don’t know if it’s the wine I’ve had or if it’s something about her, but I feel like I’m under a spell.
“Are you okay?” She asks, her voice more serious.
“What? Oh yes. Sorry. I’ve just… You’re just so pretty!”
I clap my hand over my mouth when I realize what I’ve just said. God, I must be a little drunk! I know I flirt with people, but not like this!
“Oh, aren’t you a dear?” She reaches out and wraps me into a hug, and my insides melt completely. I can smell the sweet tang of her shampoo and I just want to get lost in her. “Would you like to join us for a drink?”
I look at her friends and realize the two women are holding hands. Could it possibly be?
“I…well, I’m with my husband, but if he says yes…”
“Of course! Bring him over. I love meeting new people and you must let me buy you a glass of your favorite wine, so I can try to apologize for whacking you with my arm!”
I meet her green eyes and smile, trying my best to hide how nervous I am and how fast my heart is beating. “Well, if you insist…” I say, feeling a little more confident.
“I do insist. I’m Isabel.”
“What was that all about?” Oliver asks, looking over at Isabel as I return to our table and sit down. His eyes linger on her and the smile spreading on his lips tells me he finds her as attractive as I do.
“She’s…well, she’s invited us to join her and her friends. Isabel wants to buy me a glass of wine, to apologize for hitting me with her arm while she was talking to her friends.”
“Megan, sweetheart. I think tonight should be the night. She’s watching you right now and the desire she feels is plain on her face. What do you think?”
Desire and confusion rush through me. Isabel is sure as hell sexy, but could I do it? Could I go through with having sex with a woman? Would she really be interested in me?
I turn and look at Isabel and she’s laughing with her friends. They all look happy and animated, and something about them makes me want to be with them, to see what their world is like. And the more I let myself think about Isabel, the more I want to know what sex with her would be like. Would she be rough? Would she be gentle? Would I like it as much as I think I might?
Oliver has a hopeful look on his face when I turn back to him. I take a deep breath, then say, “Okay. Let’s do it. I’m not saying anything is going to happen tonight, but I’ll entertain the idea. She’s certainly pretty and I like her, but…”
“I know, you’re not sure. Let’s go and meet her properly and her friends.”
My stomach is tight with nerves, but I glance back again at Isabel. Her pretty face is so captivating, so I decide to do it. “Okay honey, let’s go and talk to her.”
The smile on Oliver’s face looks like it might split it in two. “You don’t have to ask me twice.”
I laugh a little and I feel some of the tension in my stomach ease a little bit. We pick up our drinks and start walking over to Isabel’s table, and I nervously run my fingers through my hair hoping that I look pretty and attractive to her.
“Oh, you decided to come over. I’m so glad you did,” Isabel says, scooting her chair over a little and gesturing to the bar stool next to her and looking at me. It’s a clear invitation for me to sit next to her… And I really want to.
We go around the table and do the normal introductions, and then we do some basic chitchat. Basic questions like who are you, what do you do, have you tried this wine. Her friends are funny and within a few minutes I feel relaxed and the nerves are even further gone from my stomach. I find myself telling jokes back to them and when Isabel especially laughs, it opens something inside of me and I feel even more desire and a stronger pull towards her.
“You are really something, you know that, right?” Isabel asks, her hand finding my knee under the table.
The nerves in my stomach reappear in a flash. But her warm hand on the bare skin of my knee makes this a new kind of nerves. Unless I’m gravely mistaken, she’s flirting with me — and it’s like she doesn’t care that my husband is sitting next to me. I see her friends exchange a glance and then they make a quick departure.
“It was so nice to meet you two,” Julia says, slipping into her coat and coming over to give me a quick hug and a kiss on the cheek. “Sorry to leave you two, but I bet your all going to have a great time even without us.” There’s a twinkle in her eye and a smile on her lips, and it’s like she knows what’s going to happen after her and her girlfriend leave.
“Well it’s always good to see you two,” Isabel says standing up to give Julia and her girlfriend big hugs.
I watch as her friends leave the bar and a fresh wave of emotions come over me.
What have I gotten myself into?
Talking to strangers in bars isn’t something I’ve done since I was in college. Obviously, I’m attracted to Isabel and Oliver knows that, but I don’t know how pickups work these days! Is it the same? Is she even really interested? Maybe she’s just a flirt… Maybe she’s just one of those charismatic people.
“Now that I have you two to myself,” Isabel says, giving Oliver and me a dazzling smile. “What’s next? Where would you like the evening to go?”
The sounds from the bar fall from my ears and I freeze. Oh, God. I want this, and I want her, but I’m scared. I’m scared of cheating on my husband, even if he says he’s okay with it. I’m scared of sleeping with a woman for the first time! What if I’m not good?
I look at Oliver for reassurance, but like Isabel, he’s smiling and looking at me.
“Uh… Um…” I stutter, a blush furiously coloring my chest and cheeks. “Look, this is really awkward. I don’t know how to do these things anymore…”
“Darling,” Isabel says, leaning closer toward me. I can smell the red wine on her breath. “Tonight can be whatever you want it to be. Isn’t that right, Oliver?”
“Absolutely!” Oliver nods his head vigorously, like I’ve just gifted him season tickets for football.
“Well,” I say, working to gather my courage. “Then, yes, I would like to…play…this evening. But I’ve never been with a woman! You’re so gorgeous and magnetic – I’m drawn to you in ways I can’t explain.”
My words come out in a rush and I’m certain I sound like a total, bumbling idiot.
“Darling, shhh. It’s okay. I understand you’re new at this.” Isabel leans closer to me, whispering in my ear, then giving me a light kiss on my neck. The touch of her lips is electric on my skin and every nerve ending in my body lights up.
“Why don’t we start by getting out of here? I’ll go settle the check.”
Oliver gets up and heads to the bar to find our waitress, his card in his hand.
Suddenly alone with Isabel, I tense up. I’m excited, but I’m still frozen!
Isabel brushes my hair back, letting her fingers linger on my neck. I’m excited by her touch and I lean into it, and she pulls me close so that her face is just in front of mine.
“We’re going to have a beautiful time tonight, Megan. Just you wait. I’m honored to be the first woman to claim you.”
“I…thank you,” I say. Is that what you say to a woman you’re picking up? I have no goddamn idea.
“Don’t thank me yet,” Isabel says, winking at me.
Walking out of the bar, Isabel keeps finding ways to touch me. Her hand on my arm. Her arm around my waist. It’s distracting and it feels like everyone must just know that my husband and I are picking up this woman! I mean, they probably haven’t even noticed us, and probably don’t care anyway, but this is just so taboo!
“I’ve been wanting to do this,” Isabel says after we’re out of the bar and standing in the cool evening air. I shiver as she runs her fingers through my hair and pulls me into a kiss. Her lips are so soft, yet demanding. She nips at my lips with her teeth, gently pushing her tongue into my mouth. I melt when I kiss her, my emotions running wild and untamed through me. There’s just enough wine in me to finally let me let loose a little bit, so I let myself kiss her back deeply, letting my tongue fill her mouth and tangle with her tongue.
“Oh!” I exclaim when she pulls away. I’m so not ready to be finished kissing her!
While Oliver drives us back to our house, I sit in the backseat with Isabel, kissing her and letting myself start to go a little bit as she runs her hands over my body. My nipples are so tight and hard, they ache. She keeps pinching them and massaging my breasts as she kisses me, and I groan.
“You two are so hot together,” Oliver says. I glance up and he’s watching us in the rearview mirror. Isabel’s mouth is on my neck and my panties are absolutely wet right now. I grab her hand and try to put it under my skirt, but she resists. She brushes her blonde hair back. Her features are so fine and her skin so clear and perfect, she takes my breath away.
“Not yet, Megan.” There’s a playful smile on her lips.
I feel so frustrated! I want to have this last forever, but my body is also burning with need and I really, really need to be naked and playing with Isabel!
Isabel leans in and kisses my neck, her soft fingers lightly dancing over my skin and teasing me at the top of my dress. I push my boobs forward, in an obvious invitation for her to touch them, but she keeps her fingers just far enough away to push me into sexual neediness.
Isabel is teasing me and she knows it. Worse, she’s enjoying it.
When Oliver pulls into our driveway, I can’t get out of the car and into the house fast enough. I’ve wanted to try sleeping with a woman for so long, that now I can’t wait any longer!
“Someone’s sure excited,” Oliver says, grinning at me as we walk up to the front door.
I can’t get to the front door fast enough. I want to get inside and take off all my clothes and discover what it’s like to fuck a woman.
As soon as we’re inside and weave close the door, I look at Isabel and her beautiful face, and I’m filled with massive lust.
“How about some music?” Isabel asks, walking toward our living room. Her body sways under her dress, and I swear she must be the most beautiful woman I have ever seen in person.
“Of course,” Oliver says, walking over to the stereo. “Any requests?”
“Well obviously not talk radio,” Isabel jokes. “Your choice, but make it sexy.”
Oliver flips through our CDs and smiles when he finds my favorite one. I can’t help but dance when I hear the French music coming from our speakers.
“Oh, nice choice.” Isabel says. She walks over to me and my body is screaming to touch her, to kiss her, to discover what it will be like to fuck her.
Isabel stands so close to me that her boobs are touching. “Dance with me,” she says, swaying her body in front of mine.
I mimic her moves and stare into her eyes. Tentatively, I reach out and touch her face and then slide my hand back so that my fingers run through her hair. I lean in and kiss her and it is the most amazing thing. Her lips are soft and her tongue is forceful as it invades my mouth like a conqueror.
“Mmm,” Isabel says, pulling away from health and smiling at me. “Damn you taste good. I can’t wait to find out your pussy tastes like.”
I shiver in anticipation and kiss her neck, move my head down to her chest. I can see her nipples poking out of her dress and when I touch her boobs, they feel beyond amazing in my hands.
“Let me touch you,” Isabel says, pushing away my hands from her body. She runs her hands up my arms and when she gets to my shoulders, she tugs at the straps of my dress. Her hands move around to my back, and then her fingers swiftly and expertly unzip my dress, and then it just falls around my feet and leave me standing there wearing nothing but my lacy lingerie and a pair of heels.
Slow smile spreads across Isabel’s mouth and she runs her hands through her beautiful hair.
“You are very beautiful, you do know that, right?”
I look away, feeling a blush spread across my face and chest. I know that Oliver thinks that I’m beautiful, but it’s been a long time since someone else called me that.
“Oh, do you not know? Let me show you how beautiful you are.”
Isabel comes over to me. My arms goosebump and I shiver with the pleasure of her hands running over my bare skin. She hooks her finger under my bra strap and pulls it down over my shoulder and my body vibrates with desire and need for her. I want to find out what it’s like to have her mouth all over my body. Discover how she’s going to touch me and how that will be different than how Oliver touches me.
“Oh, wow,” I gasp, closing my eyes and giving myself over as I feel Isabel’s mouth kissing a slow trail of kisses from my neck down to my breasts. While she is kissing me, her hands glide around to my back and down to my ass and she slides her hands inside of my panties and lightly scrapes her fingernails across my bare skin. I shiver and press my body close to hers, wanting to give everything to her.
I run my hands through Isabel’s hair, enjoying how silky it feels. When she kisses my stomach, my knees go weak and I feel like I’m about to fall over.
Isabel giggles against my skin and runs her hands from my ass down to my knees.
“I think you need to sit down, Megan. I don’t want you to fall over and hurt yourself when I eat your pussy.”
“Come over here and sit next to me. I really want to watch this.” Oliver slaps the seat next to him on the couch.
“Come on, Megan.” Isabel tugs my hand and leads me over to the couch, then pushes me so that I’m sitting down next Oliver
“You okay?” Oliver asks, lacing his fingers through mine and squeezing.
“Yeah,” I sigh. “This feels really amazing.”
“Well if you think that feels amazing, Megan, just wait until I lick you.”
Isabel kneels in front of me and pushes my knees apart. It feels so weird to be so exposed in front of another woman, but I am so horny right now and Isabel is so hot, that my hesitations are just erased.
Isabel’s soft hands massage the muscles in my legs, then slide up toward my pussy. When her lips touched the upper inside part of my thigh, it’s like a jolt of electricity lighting up all of my nerve endings. My body twitches and she presses her hands on my hips, to keep me from moving.
“Relax, Megan. You’re going to love this.”
“I’m already loving this,” Oliver says. He turns my head towards his and claims my mouth in a deep kiss. I moan into his mouth the moment that Isabel’s lips and tongue hit my pussy, her tongue expertly massaging my clit. Her tongue feels amazing and when she slides her fingers into me, she strokes me in a way that is so perfect and that Oliver never has. She immediately starts massaging my g-spot and it feels like going from 0 to 200 in a millisecond.
My body is moving and I can’t control it anymore. I suck on his tongue and he grabs my breast and pinches my nipple hard. He pulls his mouth away from mine and I look at him and see him watching me, and then looking down and watching Isabel between my legs. He takes his hand from my breast and unzips his pants and pulls out his hard cock and starts jerking off.
Isabel starts working her fingers faster and sucking my clit harder and I know I’m going to come any second now. I’m giving myself over to her completely and it feels amazing that Oliver is sitting next to me and watching this and getting off on this.
“Oh, fuck!” I scream, my orgasm bursting from me. I’ve just come so hard it’s almost painful.
I look down at Isabel and she’s looking up at me. Her fingers are still inside of me although she’s not stroking me anymore. I can feel my pussy clenching her fingers and it makes it feel like my orgasm lasting longer than it normally does.
“I want to make you feel as good as I feel.” I stand up and hold out my hand to help Isabel stand up, too. When she looks me in the eyes, I can’t help grinning at her. My body feels so amazing and she is so sexy.
“I’m looking forward to that.” She moves her hands to my face and then runs them into my hair, pulling my head close to her and then kissing me deeply. I taste my tangy juices on her lips and it makes me even hornier.
“Megan, you are so hot and sexy. You have no idea how much I’ve wanted to see you do this.” Oliver is grinning so wide it looks like his face is going to split in two. His hand is still wrapped around his cock, and his balls are super tight.
I kiss Isabel’s knee, and then gently spread her legs and the same way that she spread mine. Her pussy is bare and it is so pretty. I kiss my way from her need to her pussy, inhaling her scent as I do. It’s different than mine, but she smells really good and I can’t wait to taste her.
“Just relax, Megan. Just do what comes naturally.” Isabel says, running her fingers through my hair.
I take a deep breath, then lower my face to her pussy and start licking all around her clit. I spread her lips with my fingers and I discover that she is soaking wet. Her pussy is so slick! My fingers glide into her easily and I move them around feeling the inside of her. I move my tongue to her clit and flick it with my tongue.
“Oh, yes. Megan that feels amazing.” Isabel’s body moves as I lick her pussy and pump my fingers through her slickness.
I love the taste of Isabel’s pussy! I start licking and sucking more, when I figure out the ways that she likes to be touched and sucked. I look up at her, and she’s moaning and leaning back on the couch, her eyes half closed in pleasure. I lower one of my hands to my own pussy because even though I’ve just come, I am so turned on and I need to come again. I bury my face in fingers in her pussy, and finger my own hard clit at the same time.
“Fuck, Megan! Are you ready to come again?” Oliver asks, his eyes wide as he watches me. “You look so fucking hot like that.”
Without taking my mouth her fingers away from Isabel’s pussy, position myself so that my ass is sticking in the air. One more glance at Oliver and he knows exactly what I want. He knows that I want to be fucked doggy style, fast and hard.
When Oliver gets behind me and slides his big dick into my hungry pussy, I suck Isabel’s clit even harder and make her whimper.
“Are you sure this is your first time? Because you are eating my pussy like a fucking champ!” Isabel says, holding my head as I keep licking and pumping her pussy.
Oliver starts riding me, rough and hard, just like I was hoping he would. He slaps the side of my ass and I bounce my pussy on his dick, trying to take him in even deeper.
“Make her come!” Oliver demands, slapping my ass again, harder this time.
I move my fingers faster inside of her, stroking her g-spot fast and rough while I suck her clit. Isabel’s body starts shaking and she starts making a series of high-pitched noises and moaning.
“Fuck! I’m so close! I’m going to come I’m going to come I’m going to come!” Isabel’s body starts bucking against my face and I reach out and grab her hips and hold her down so that I can keep sucking her so that she can’t get away from me. She cries out and I can feel her pussy squeezing my fingers in her clit pulsing in my mouth. I gently stroke her, trying to extend her orgasm like she did for me.
“You are fucking amazing, Megan” Oliver says, reaching around with one of his hands so that he can start fingering my clit.
I brace my hands on the couch next to Isabel’s legs and I watch her watching me as Oliver starts pounding into my pussy harder and faster. My body lights up again, this time from the pleasure of Oliver pounding into me and also from Isabel watching me. it’s so hot to look at her amazing beautiful body and have her watching me as my husband is fucking me.
“Come with me Megan! I’m about to blow my load!” Oliver grunts and slams his cock so deep inside of me and that he doesn’t pull out. He starts fingering my clit rougher now, knowing exactly how to touch me to get me to shoot off like a rocket too. I move my pussy over his cock, loving the feeling of him deep inside of me filling me up like only he can do.
More waves of pleasure electrify my body and then my body is bucking like Isabel’s did and I’m coming again.
“I’m coming!” I cry out, my hands tightly gripping the couch as my body quakes.
“Fuck!” Oliver grips my hips tightly and I can feel his body shake as he fills me up with his hot come.
“Come up here and sit with me,” Isabel says, placing her hand over mine.
I get into the couch and sit next to her. I cup her breasts, loving how they feel in my hands.
“That was fucking amazing.” I look from Isabel to Oliver, and back to Isabel. Now that she’s come, she’s even more beautiful. “Can we do that again?”
~~~




EASTER BABY FEVER

“I really like Murphy and Amelia,” I say, feeling warm and content after an evening of wine and an amazing meal. “She seems like a super hero, with all that she does. Like, how does she have time to even learn how to cook like that, much less actually cook?”
My husband chuckles and smiles at me as we wait at a red light on our way home.
“It was a very fine meal,” he agrees, shifting into gear when the light changes. When he moves his hand from the stick shift to my bare knee, a frisson of pleasure zips through me. Even after ten years of marriage, a little touch from Monte still makes my heart race and my panties wet.
“Do you wish I could cook like that?” I ask, threading my fingers through his. I know we have a good marriage, but there’s always that feeling like I should do more, try to be more. Maybe it’s just that I’ve read way too many women’s magazines over the years, where what you can achieve in life starts to feel like a highly competitive sport.
Monte squeezes my fingers and glances at me, a large smile on his full lips.
“Babe. You are perfect exactly how you are. The whole world knows you and a kitchen are like oil and water. I’m fine with cooking or eating out.”
“You sure are fine with eating out,” I giggle. The thought of his face between my legs, his tongue teasing my clit – it makes me squirm in my seat.
“I’d like to think it’s one of my specialties. I know we’ve already had dessert, but I think it’s a night for double dessert.” Monte releases my fingers and runs his hand up the inside of my thigh, making me gasp. I spread my legs wide, loving the deep desire his touch conjures in my body.
Reaching over and putting my hand on his cock and stroking him, loving the feeling of his hardness under my touch, I smile. “I’m happy to oblige, my love.”
Feeling languid and thoroughly fucked, I curl into Monte’s arms, my fingers idly playing with the hair on his chest.
“That was nice,” he says, though I can hear a hint of laughter in his voice.
“Master of understatement, you are,” I laugh, sliding a leg over his and pressing my tender pussy against his leg.
“Do you think we just got pregnant?” I rub my hand over my belly, wondering if this will be the month my period doesn’t come. We’ve been trying for a baby for a few months now, and I’m crazy eager to have a baby and start our family together. My pregnancy monitor bracelet didn’t indicate that I was ovulating today, but…you never know. I’m not sure how much I can trust this monitor, anyway.
“I hope so.” Monte’s voice is full of love as he places his hand atop mine on my stomach. It feels like he’s protecting me, protecting us, and protecting the little baby that might be in starting to form inside of me.
“You’re going to be the best dad,” I say, weaving my fingers through Monte’s.
We lay in bed, silent, for a while, and my life feels complete in a way I only ever dreamed about when I was single. No one tells you how much your life changes and improves when you find your perfect match and commit to building a lifelong relationship. It’s hard work, but life is so much deeper and perfect because of it.
“So, Murphy invited me to a party they’re having next Sunday.”
“On Easter?” I ask, confused. “Who throws a party on Easter? Or a Sunday night?”
“Well,” Monte says, drawing out the word into multiple syllables. “It’s a special party. It’s not a plain old dinner party or potluck.”
“Okay. Spill. I can hear that you’re holding something back.”
Monte looks at me and blinks his eyes rapidly, a sure sign that he’s nervous, but he’s also smiling and it’s obvious he’s also really excited.
“They’re swingers. It’s a sex party.”
I don’t know what I thought Monte would say, but that certainly wasn’t what I was expecting.
“That’s…interesting?” And this explains why they always seems perhaps a bit too-friendly with us. I’d thought they were the kind of people who are insta-BFFs with everyone, but…maybe not. “You want to go to this party?”
“Yeah, I do,” Monte says, holding me tighter. “You’re amazing and you know our sex life is amazing…”
“But,” I say, continuing his sentence. “Do you think something is missing?” Tension coils in my stomach. I’d thought everything was great between us. He’s just said he’s happy with me, but why would he mention this if he was fully happy. It makes me glad that he’s spooning me from behind, so that he can’t see the tears that are threatening to spill out of my eyes.
“No! Not at all. Gina, turn around and look at me.”
I hesitate, then I do.
“Oh, Gina. Don’t be upset.” Monte’s voice is gentle as he runs his thumb under my eyes and wipes a tear away. “I really am happy with you. Extremely happy. And you are certainly not lacking in any way.”
My voice warbles a little when I speak. “Then why mention this?”
“I think it would be fun. It’s not that our relationship or sex life is lacking, swear to God. I think we can add to it, is what I mean. I’ll never get tired of fucking you.”
Monte runs his hands over my body, cupping my breasts and tweaking my nipples, then running his hand down over my stomach and curling his hand protectively over my mound.
“So this isn’t an excuse to sleep with another woman?”
“Absolutely not. I’m actually,” he pauses and takes a deep breath. “I’m actually more interested in watching you with another man – or another woman, if you’re curious about that.”
I blush immediately as he says that. He knows that in college I had a crush on one of my sorority sisters, but I was always too chicken to do anything about it. I heard after college that Mandy married another woman, and I’ve always felt regret over not pursuing her. I’ve always known I was more attracted to men, but part of me wonders what it would be like to sleep with a woman. Am I really bisexual?
“I…this is a lot to take in. Can I think about it a little?”
“Absolutely, Gina. All I want is to keep our marriage strong and to keep you happy.”
Monte has been a saint this past week, while I mull over this party that Murphy and Amelia invited us to. On the one hand, desire surges through my body. A sex party sounds so…naughty and filthy, and more than a little bit of fun.
But I was raised with the guidance that marriage was between a man and a woman, only, and anything else was a Sin. Monte and I aren’t religious by any stretch of the imagination, but it’s hard to get rid of the mores that I was raised with. Doing something different than my parents isn’t a new thing for me, but this…I’m not sure if this is crossing a line for me. What’s more frustrating, is that I don’t have a friend that I feel comfortable talking to about this, so I’ve been lost in my own thoughts and feeling like all my feelings are clouded and confused. I want to, but there’s a loud voice in my head that has me questioning myself and feeling beyond dirty for even considering saying yes to this party.
I don’t know what to do.
“Babe, we really need to get back to Murphy and Amelia,” Monte says over dinner on Thursday night. “The party is a couple of days away.”
I look at Monte, my own emotions moving through me like a storm – overwhelming and unsettling. Thing is, I want to do it, but I don’t know if I can. It’s hard to quiet the Be A Good Girl voice inside my head.
“I… Monte, I am interested. It’s just…”
“It’s your parents, isn’t it?” Monte sighs. He gets along with my parents, but I know he doesn’t relate to them very well, that he thinks they’re really old fashioned and outdated. I don’t disagree, but…they’re my parents and I love them.
“Mostly. I think it sounds exciting, but I can’t get past that voice that tells me it’s shameful and sinful.”
For once, Monte looks frustrated. He’s encouraged me in the past to make a break with the prudish and conservative views of my family, but…they’re my family, so it’s hard.
“You know how I feel about them,” he says, finally, his forehead creased. “We can conduct our marriage any way we want to – and you don’t have to share that information with them.”
“I know,” I say, gripping my hands together in my lap and looking away from Monte. I fight the feeling of shame that invades me. I want to keep Monte happy, so I bite my lip and look up at him. “Okay, let’s do it. I’m a bit scared by the idea, but…I’m also really turned on by the idea.”
“Oh, Gina. You won’t regret this. I promise!”
Monte looks more excited than a kid at Christmas.
“You ready?” Monte asks, turning off the car ignition and turning to me in the darkness.
It’s Sunday night and music and laughter are coming through an open window at Murphy and Amelia’s house. I look from the bright window and back to Monte, and nod my head.
“I’m really nervous.” I rub my hands together and fiddle with the fertility bracelet on my wrist. I could barely eat lunch today, because I was so nervous and also so turned on. Monte suggested having a glass of wine before coming over, but I declined, because I didn’t want to be muddled when I arrived.
“It’s going to be fun,” Monte says, leaning over to kiss me and wrap his hand over mine. “Just forget what your parents would think, and just let go and have fun.”
Monte makes it sound like this is so easy, but the sin of it all has been eating me up inside. I knew I had a bit of my conservative upbringing still inside of me, but I hadn’t realized how much until Monte mentioned this party and I agree to come to it. Maybe I can get by just watching or fooling around a little, and not actually fucking someone else, but…
“Monte! Gina! We’re so glad you could make it!” Amelia gives us both a big hug and a kiss, after taking the bottle of wine we brought for the party. “Help yourself to some food and drink, and the fun will get started shortly.”
Amelia winks as she takes our coats to a side room.
“This place is amazing,” I whisper to Monte. It’s a huge, open-plan house. From the outside, it looked like it was lined with bedrooms on the upper floor, because there were windows every few feet. “Do they have kids?”
“Murphy said not yet. They both want a lot of kids, so they bought a big place from the start. Said Amelia hates moving and said once they bought a house, only a nuclear threat would get her to move.”
“Huh,” I say, fingering my own fertility monitor. There’s nothing more than I want to be a mom to Monte’s children, and stay home and nurture them and raise our family. It’s one old-fashioned thing from my parents that I embrace and that Monte is okay with. He wants to be a provider and I want to let him.
We walk around the room and chat with some friends of ours and I make friends with a couple when I’m at the buffet and trying to decide between a mini quiche or bacon-wrapped chicken.
“Honestly, try both of them,” a woman’s voice says from my left. “They both taste amazing. It’s like an orgy in your mouth!”
Blinking rapidly, I can’t stop from blushing a little. This woman is gorgeous, with long auburn hair and the curvy body of a mid-century pin-up girl. For the first time in a long time, I’m utterly speechless. This woman’s skin is creamy, with a light sprinkling of freckles, and her hair falls in soft waves down her back. Her dark eyes twinkle with delight at my discomfort.
“Here, let me help you,” she says, picking up a piece of the bacon-wrapped chicken and holding it up to my lips.
Obediently, I open my mouth and she gently places the meat on my tongue, then softly rests her finger on my lips when I close my mouth. I’m overwhelmed by the desire to lick her finger and to lick the rest of her body.
It seems like forever, but I finish chewing and swallowing the chicken, then I smile at her.
“That was exactly as flavorful as you promised. Thank you.”
Standing with this woman makes me feel like a complete dork, but there’s something absolutely magnetic about her. She’s the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.
“I’m glad you enjoyed it. I’m Desiree.”
“Gina,” I say, automatically extending my hand toward her.
Gina’s laugh is rich as she shakes her head. She reaches out and pulls me toward her. Her tongue flicks against my lips as she pulls me into an embrace, and I groan as I part my lips and welcome her into my mouth. Her tongue teases mine and she makes me work for the kiss. I wrap my arms around her, one hand on her back and another just above her ass, then pull her forward and kiss her deeply.
By the time we part, we’re both glassy-eyed and panting slightly.
“Now that was a proper getting-to-know-you kiss, wouldn’t you say?” Gina takes a step back, keeping one hand on my arm.
“That…yes, that certainly was.” The blood in my body is pumping so hard that I can feel it moving through my veins and heating up every inch of my body. My clit throbs in my wet pussy.
“Find me later, if you’d like to play.”
And with that, I shiver as Desiree runs her fingers down my arm, then turns and walks through the party to a group of people standing by the kitchen.
I blink my eyes quickly, not believing what just happened. Did Monte put her up to that?
With a small plate full of appetizers, I weave through the crowded living room, in search of Monte.
I find Monte by the drinks bar, smiling at a couple.
“We’d love to join you for tennis sometime. Oh! And her is my wife, Gina. Gina, this is Charles and Pamela.”
“Nice to meet you.” I smile at the couple, hoping it doesn’t look forced. After meeting Desiree, it doesn’t seem like offering to shake their hands is appropriate, and I’m not sure I can handle another – much less two – deep kisses right now. My body is still thrumming from that kiss and all I can think about is how Desiree would taste and if I would be sexually satisfying for her.
“Likewise,” they both say simultaneously. Charles openly looks up and down my body, his eyes lingering on my legs and on my tits. As he meets my eyes, he smiles at me and winks. Without intending to, I push out my chest, hoping for more attention from this couple.
Is sex really that easy at a party like this? I need an instruction booklet for what everything means and how this all works! I thought I was open-minded and sexually aware, but I’m feeling like a knock-kneed virgin in here who doesn’t know anything about anything.
It’s just the two of us again, Monte’s eyes are glassy and the smile on his face is bursting with happiness, like he can barely contain himself. ““So, what do you think? I saw you talking to a few people. Those kisses…”
My face burns at the memory of the kisses and how much they lit a flame inside of me. “Yeah, those were…”
“They were hot as fuck!”
Smiling, I nod, suddenly feeling shy. My body is screaming for more than kisses, but…
“So you’re down for tonight?”
“Yeah, I am,” I finally say, ignoring the voice in my head that says this is taboo and wrong. “I just don’t know how to choose, though.”
“I think you’ll just know, Gina.”
A movement over Monte’s shoulder catches my eye, and then in a flash, I do know. At the edge of the living room, a man’s just walked in. Actually, he’s more like a towering statue. He’s a black man with the height of a basketball player and the body of a football player. He’s bald and his head shines, and I clench my legs together as the desire to have that dark head between my legs makes me shake with lust and animal desire.
“I think I know,” I say, my eyes riveted on the man across the room. Surely I won’t be so lucky as to fuck him.
“Oh…wow,” Monte says, then falls silent. “He’s…big.”
“Yeah,” I say. I know fucking that man will destroy my body, but I want it more than I’ve wanted anything in a long time. My skin is pricking with need and my pussy is throbbing with a hunger that takes my breath away.
“Are you going to…?”
“You bet your ass I am.” I lick my lips and start walking across the living room, ready to take out any woman that gets between me and this man. Now that I know who I want, I won’t settle for anyone else and I won’t let him get away.
But when I arrive to where he’s standing and talking with another man, I lose all ability to speak.
“Hey darlin’,” the man says, a slow smile spreading across his thick, dark lips. His friend looks at me and chuckles, shaking his head.
“Butch, I don’t know how you do it.”
“Are you going to say something?” Butch asks, turning to face me.
Even fully clothed, I can see that he’s pure muscle. Fuck, he must be an athlete.
“I think she’s speechless,” his friend says, laughing now. “Your effect on women is unparalleled.”
“Maybe this will help.”
Butch pulls me close to him, then leans his massive head down and his lips engulf mine. His thick, hot tongue roughly invades my mouth and dominates me, making my pussy gush with wetness and my heart pound in my chest. I reach out and wrap my hands around his neck, trying to pull him closer to me.
The more he kisses me, the more my body is primed and desperate for him to fuck me. I try to keep up with his tongue, but I can’t! I suck at him, savoring these tastes of him and hungry for so much more.
When he pulls away from me, I’m gasping and hornier than I’ve been in a really, really long time.
“I want you to fuck me!” I blurt, then clasp my hand over my mouth in embarrassment. This is so unlike me!
“I like a woman that gets to the point,” Butch says, running one of his thick fingers along my jaw and lifting my chin up so that we maintain eye contact. His other hand slides down my body, before lingering on my tits, then sliding around to my back and pulling me closer to him again. “Do you think you can handle this?” He presses his cock against my stomach and I gasp when I feel how enormous he is.
I slide one of my hands down his hard, muscle-bound body, then delicately put my hand over his cock. I swear to fucking god he feels as big as my forearm, and he’s not even fully hard yet!
Biting my lip, I look into his eyes and nod. “I want to find out.”
“Butch, man, I’ll catch you later.”
“Yeah,” Butch says, his eyes and hands never leaving me. “You are a sexy woman. I want to know what you taste like.”
Butch presses me against a wall and one of his meaty hands roughly pushes up the edge of my dress, and then his thick fingers are in my panties and sliding around and teasing my clit.
“My, but you are wet,” he says, a dirty smile playing on his lips. Far sooner than I’d like, he removes his fingers from my panties, then brings his fingers up to his mouth and slowly sucks one of them. “You taste delicious.”
“I want to taste you,” I gasp, my pussy hurting from how much it needs release. “I need to feel your cock pounding in my pussy”
I blush as I say the words, but I can’t help myself! There’s something primal about what this man stirs up in me. I just want him to fuck me senseless. If I wasn’t married, I’d want nothing more than to share his bed and have as many children as he could give me.
“Then we need to move back to one of the bedrooms.”
Butch wraps a strong arm around my shoulders, then guides me through the living room. When we pass my husband, his eyes go wide and a glance down to his crotch tells me he’s hard as a rock.
I can’t believe this is really happening! I dare to let myself wrap my arm around Butch’s waist, despite how dirty and sinful I feel.
We walk down a plushly carpeted hallway until we find a bedroom door that is open.
“My husband wants to watch,” I say, the words coming out of my mouth in a rush.
“Sure. I’ll gag him if he tries to interfere.”
Looking over my shoulder, I see Monte behind us. He nods in agreement.
“Not a problem.”
“You seem nervous,” Butch says, leading me into a bedroom with a massive bed in the center. It’s a four-poster bed and there are leather ties on each of the posts.
“I…am. Yes.” I say, unable to take my eyes off the leather ties.
“First time?” I can hear the laughter in his voice. He moves behind me, pressing his massive body against mine.
“Is it that obvious?”
“Like a beacon.” Butch drops his mouth to my neck and licks my skin. My body lights up like an electrical grid, his mouth sucking the back of my neck and his hands roughly roaming over my body. If I wasn’t married, this is the kind of man I’d chase and hope to father my children. Being around Butch ignites a primal instinct in me. I want to bare my body and soul to him, and bear his children.
But I’m married, so a random fuck will have to be enough to satisfy me. But damn, the emotions I’m feeling are powerful.
“Ever been tied up, little girl?”
“Um, no.” I’m not sure how I feel about that. It’s so not something Monte would ever do. I’m curious, but hesitant because I don’t know this man. He’s beyond sexy, but…
“Well, it looks like you’re in for a night of firsts.”
Before I can protest or say anything, Butch orders me to strip and get down on my knees. I obey without thinking twice about it. Part of my reaction to him is that I want to please him – whatever it takes.
“Holy fuckballs!” I scream when I undo his pants and his monster cock springs free. He’s so much bigger than I thought he was! How he’s going to fit inside of me – anywhere – is a mystery to me. I’m not even sure I’ll be able to wrap my mouth around his cock! It’s that big!
“Suck me off,” Butch demands, a rough authority in his voice. He stands in front of me, his legs slightly apart, while I kneel in front of him, like a supplicant before a dark God.
Taking a deep breath, I open my mouth and lick his cock. He tastes deliciously salty and I circle the tip of his enormous black cock with my tongue. Butch puts his hand on the back of my head and holds my head still as he pushes into my mouth.
I gasp and choke as even just the tip of his cock is nearly more than I can take. The sides of my mouth strain and hurt as I attempt to open my mouth wider so that I can take him deeper in my mouth. My spit dribbles out of my mouth and down onto my tits.
Butch thrusts hard and pushes even further into my mouth, though I still can barely wrap my lips around his rock-hard black cock and get hardly any of it in my mouth. I wrap both of my hands around the base of his dark, thick shaft, and pump him. He’s so dark and I’m so pale, my skin practically glows against his ebony skin.
“Do you know about this party? This history?” Butch asks between thrusts and groans.
I look up at him, his black cock in my mouth, and shake my head.
“Keep sucking.” He demands, and I do. As much as I can, I swirl my tongue around the head of his cock, tasting his yummy pre-cum and sucking him clean.
“This party started as a response for Jesus dying for our sins. Our illustrious hosts felt that, with the free pass Christianity gave us, that we should honor Jesus by sinning spectacularly. If he was going to die for our sins, then we needed to sin like motherfuckers to give Him something to forgive us for.”
He pauses for a moment, his breath jagged as I suck him as hard as I can manage. His cock bounces and twitches, and I can tell he’s ready to fuck me raw. I have no idea how he’s going to fit inside of me, but I can’t wait to find out!
“Fuck you’ve got a good mouth.” Butch moans, running his hands through my hair and holding my head steady as he picks up the rhythm and continues face-fucking me. “Originally, this party started as a spanking party. A little Get Spanked For Your Sins get together. Then when the clothes came off, we all started fucking. It’s one of the highlights of my year. Get up and on the bed,” he says, suddenly sliding his cock out of my mouth.
I look up at him, spit and pre-cum oozing out of my mouth. My pussy pounds with need and want, and I’m ready to let him do anything to me. My pussy needs attention and I need to be fucked hard and raw. If I’m going to sin, then I want to sin in the most spectacular way…while my husband watches!
Monte is sitting in a corner, his face red as his hand grips his cock tightly. I can tell he’s trying to make his erection last longer, because the way his balls are so high and tight, it’s obvious he’s ready to blow his load.
I crawl up on the bed on my hands and knees. Butch pushes me down, then pulls my arms forward and immobilizes my hands with the leather ties. Excitement and a little bit of fear burn through my body. I’ve never been bound like this and it’s more than a little scary to let a stranger do this to me, even with my husband watching!
The leather is snug around my wrists. I tug on the ties, curious about how secure they are. Behind me, I can hear Butch chuckle.
“You’re not getting out of those, believe me.” There’s an edge to his voice and it sends an electric thrill through me and straight to my soaking pussy. I move my ass up, practically begging for him to pound into me and violate me. “What’s that sound?”
It takes Butch saying something for me to notice the sound. I’ve been so fixated on him, I haven’t been paying attention to anything else. It takes me a moment, but when my eyes meet my husband’s, I realize it’s my fertility bracelet.
“I’m ovulating!” I exclaim, a different kind of excitement coursing through me.
“Oh, so you’re saying,” Butch says from behind me on the bed. His large, strong hands are massaging my ass, and I gasp when he slips two fingers through my pussy lips and roughly teases my clit. “You’re saying that you’re fertile? That you’re laying your own Easter eggs and I might get you pregnant?”
I can hear the humor and edge in his voice.
On one hand, I want to fuck my husband so we can try for our baby. But with Butch behind me, I’m still out of my mind with desire for him to fuck me.
Not to mention that I’m bound in leather and can’t actually get up from the bed, even if I wanted to (and I don’t).
Butch’s hands raise my ass higher, and then I feel his rock-hard, massive dick pushing against my pussy opening.
“It’s… it’s possible,” I moan, desire overtaking me. My pussy seems to have a mind of its own. It needs to be fucked and right now, it’s aching to be fucked by Butch and his enormous black dick.
Monte’s eyes are slightly wild when I look at him. The danger of what I’m about to do isn’t lost on him. Even if we fuck when we get home, and I get pregnant, we won’t know who the father is!
Oh my God. This is so, so wrong! I’m totally going to hell for even considering this! But I can’t deny what my body wants and what my pussy so badly needs! I want a baby in my belly and I don’t care who gives it to me!
Butch punches his cock into my pussy and it makes me scream. I wrap my hands around the leather straps and pull tightly. His cock is so big that it hurts! And he’s not taking it slowly!
“Fuck! I’m going to stretch out your tight pussy.” Butch groans behind me, his fingers digging into my hips as he holds me where he wants me and drives his cock into me over and over.
I sink into the soft mattress as Butch pumps in and out of my pussy. As he goes deeper and deeper, my pussy stretches out and the sensations turn from pain to pleasure. It still feels like I’m being split into pieces by his cock, but he’s also stroking against my g-spot like a master.
“Oh fuck,” I moan. Butch plunges inside my pussy, but doesn’t pull out. My pussy has never felt so full, ever.
“Work that snatch,” Butch demands, slapping my ass so hard it stings.
Biting my lip, I immediately obey and start bouncing my hips up and squeezing his thick cock with my pussy. My skin is electrified as I work his cock.
Monte’s eyes flare at the sound of my bracelet beeping and I’m overcome with wonder at whether or not Butch’s seed is going to give me a baby. But even if I wanted to stop – even if I could stop – there’s no way that Butch would stop. He’s holding on to my hips and pounding into my pussy, again, so hard and deep that he’s bottoming out.
“So you’re trying to get pregnant, huh?” Butch grunts. He pushes me down so that I’m flat on the bed, and he pumps into my pussy harder and faster.
“Yeah.” My breath is ragged as the weight of Butch pins me down and I can’t move anything except sometimes my hips. My reaction to Butch is primal and my body obeys only pleasure and the divine sensation of being fucked by this incredible stranger. My body jerks and pushes and opens up to Butch, ignoring the part of my mind that is screaming how sinful and wrong this is.
I look at Monte again and everything ratchets up inside of me. The look of desire and awe on his face intensifies what I’m feeling and my orgasm builds faster and more powerfully.
“Squeeze your pussy around my dick and I’ll fill you up,” he grunts, pulling my hips up and slamming into my pussy. I scream from how hard he’s fucking me and how mindblowing his cock feels inside of me.
With one hand on my hips, I suddenly feel the fingers of his other hand stroking my clit hard. My body bucks and jerks around like I’ve been electrocuted as my orgasm is about to break. I pull hard on the leather straps, wishing I had more control over how I could position my body. I want to be able to reach behind me and grab Butch, to feel his dark skin.
But only Monte is able to see what this dark god of a man looks like as he pumps and fill my pussy. And the look in Monte’s eyes and seeing how hard he is in his pants sends me over the edge. I bury my face in the bed as I come harder than I ever have before. Butch keeps pounding into me as my pussy squeezes his cock and I ride his cock, trying to keep as much of him inside of me as possible!
Butch grabs my hips and slams into me over and over and over, rubbing inside of me in that perfect way, and then I’m screaming and pulling on the leather straps and coming hard on his massive cock.
“Oh my God! I scream, panting as my body bucks and twitches. Butch keeps pounding into me, his breath heavy and thick against the back of my neck.
“You ready for me? I’m going to fill you up and give you that baby you want.”
This is so wrong! But Butch feels so right in my pussy!
Still sensitive from coming so hard, my body undulates under Butch and I work his cock as much as I can to help him come, too.
“Fuck!” Butch yells, his hips twitching against my ass as he comes deep inside of me. I can feel him filling me up to overflowing with his black come, marking me and potentially making me pregnant.
I like the weight of Butch laying on top of me, though it makes it hard to breathe. He gets up, slapping my ass as he does, then I watch him get dressed. It feels like a cruel tease, that I only got to see his body so briefly when I was sucking him off, and now when he’s hiding his body beneath clothes again.
“You were amazing,” Monte says, coming over to me and releasing my hands from the leather ties once Butch has left the bedroom and we’re alone. “I’ve…I’ve never seen you like that. You looked wild and breathtaking. Did you enjoy it?”
I want to ask if he was watching me, but that would be cruel.
“Yeah, it was amazing. It was so wrong, but…”
“It was good?” The smile on Monte’s face is proud. He’ll make a good dad, once we actually get pregnant and have a kid.
“It was really good.” I sit up on the bed, feeling Butch’s come slide out of my pussy and along my legs. Instinctively, I clench my pussy muscles, trying to keep his seed inside of me. I know it’s so, so wrong, but I can’t help it! Part of me wants to have his kid, but I don’t even know how Monte and I would explain it. We’re both lily white, and Butch was dark as ebony.
“So…would you do this again?”
I look at Monte, his eyes wide with hope and happiness, then smile.
“Yeah, I think I would. Now take me home so we can fuck, too,” I say, ignoring how stretched out my pussy is and how sensitive my body feels. “I’m ovulating and I need to get pregnant.”
“Do you want to know if it’s a girl or a boy?” The doctor asks, rubbing the ultrasound thingy over my swollen stomach.
Monte and I exchange a glance. We’ve talked about this, but haven’t decided on whether we want to know the sex or not. The bigger question, is whether or not the child is his or not. But, we don’t know how to ask that question without raising a few eyebrows. It’s not like the rest of the world is as open about sexual practices as we’ve become.
That party on Easter was just the first sex party we’ve been to. But, we waited until we knew I was pregnant before going to another one. It was definitely exciting and a massive turn on to fuck Butch, not knowing if he’d make me pregnant or not, but…we decided to have it be Monte that knocked me up.
But, we still don’t know who the father is. We’re just going to have to wait five more months…
~~~




BULL MARKET

“Hey, honey,” my husband says, coming over to me and kissing me on the back of my neck. I look up at him and smile.
“Yes?”
“I have a special idea in mind for date night. You game?”
“Sure,” I say. “What are you thinking?”
“Well,” he says, drawing out the word into three syllables, “it’s a surprise.”
“You know I don’t like surprises,” I say, feeling both pleased and wary at the same time.
“It’ll be good,” Tony says, running his fingers down the length of my arm and making me shiver. “It’ll be out of this world good.”
I look at my husband and wonder what’s gotten into him. We have a good marriage, but he seems…I think giddy is the right word. He seems giddy. It’s like he has an expensive toy that he can’t wait to share.
“I suppose,” I say, smiling back at him. “I’m going to keep you to your promise that it will be an out of this world time…”
“You’re the best, April. Really the best!” Tony says, before kissing me again and bounding out of the kitchen.
I have no idea what I’ve agreed to, but I imagine it will be something he likes to do, like go to the horse track to bet on some races or go to the car show he’s been talking about. Not my first choice of how to spend date night, but marriage means making some compromises here and there, right?
By the time date night rolls around, Tony has been so excited that he’s been bouncing off the walls for days. He’s ignored all my pleas for information on where we’re going, just saying “you’ll see” and “it’ll be fun, I promise.” I haven’t been able to stop wondering and worrying about what exactly he has planned.
“If I could make a suggestion,” Tony says when I step into the bedroom to get dressed, after my shower. “I’d love it if you wore this.”
Now my attention is really piqued. He’s holding up a sexy black dress I haven’t worn in ages, cut low on top and high on bottom. It doesn’t leave a whole lot to the imagination, which is something he loved about it when I first bought it a few years ago. But it’s been ages since we’ve gone somewhere where I would wear a dress like this. Now, it feels a bit naughty and decadent.
“Really now?” I ask, a smile playing on my lips. Maybe we’re going to a concert? Or maybe he’s taking me dancing? I would love to go out dancing, it’s been ages since we’ve gone out and done that, too.
“Yes, really,” Tony says, a big grin on his face.
“Well okay then,” I smile, reaching for the dress. “I suppose I can do that for you, sweetheart.”
“You’re the best, April. You really are!”
“Flattery will get you everywhere,” I joke. I put on a sexy blue panty and bra set, then reach for the dress that Tony is still holding. I pulled the snug dress over my head and down my torso, shimmying into it. It feels really good to wear this dress again, since I haven’t worn in ages. I look in the mirror and marvel that it still looks good on me. It makes me feel sexy and hot, and it makes me wonder even more where Tony is taking me tonight. “Now get out of here so I can fix my face and hair,” I tease. Tony just can’t keep his eyes off me and it makes me feel more desirable than I have in ages.
It’s not that we have a bad relationship or anything like that, but it feels like our marriage has been a little bit stale lately. Work. Home. Not enough sleep. Occasional nights out together, but never enough.
I sit down in front of my mirror and carefully put on my makeup, intentionally making it sexy because I want Tony to be pleased. Then I do up my hair, leaving it down but enhancing the waves so that the curls are bigger and they break down over my shoulders.
“Hey, gorgeous. Are you almost ready?” My husband voice calls from the living room. “We should get going soon.”
“Almost ready,” I call out. I finished painting lipstick on my lips, a deep red color that I know Tony likes, then look at my reflection, fluff my hair one more time, and then blow a kiss to myself. “I’m coming.”
Tony is standing in the living room facing me when I walk into the living room. He has a huge grin on his face and he looks me up and down appreciatively, before whistling long and low at me.
“You look fucking amazing, April. I mean it. We are going to have such an amazing time tonight!”
“Well I sure hope so,” I say. “You’ve sure been looking like a kid who has Christmas and birthday on the same day, this week. I must admit that I’m intrigued for what you have planned.”
Tony comes over to me and gives me a big hug and kisses my neck right by below my ear.
“That feels nice,” I giggle. I’m already looking forward to coming home after whatever it is that Tony has planned, because I can’t wait to have sex with my husband tonight. His excitement for tonight is rubbing off on me and it’s making me excited in other ways too.
“Then let’s get going,” Tony says, grabbing my jacket and holding it for me while I put it on.
“Look at you, being all the gentlemen.”
“Anything for my beautiful wife,” he says, placing his hand on my lower back as we walk out of the house and to the car.
As he drives us to our surprise destination, Tony keeps my hands clasped in his, holding it tight. We pull into a crowded, but small, parking lot and I’m a little bit confused. There are lots of people coming in at the same time and when I take a closer look at them, I’m a bit surprised at how everyone is dressed. They’re so…sexy and provocative. I mean, I know people wear skimpy clothes to clubs, but this feels like a whole other level of sexy dressing.
“What is this place?” I ask, looking around for a sign. All I can see is a dark building without windows. Though, from the number of cars in the parking lot, the place is packed.
“Well,” Tony says, still holding my hands. “This is Covet.”
“Oh? Is it a new club?” I ask, turning to face him.
“Um. Not exactly.”
“Really? It hasn’t been that long since we’ve gone out clubbing, has it?”
Tony takes a deep breath and looks at me seriously. “This is a different kind of club,” he says quietly.
“What do you mean?” I ask, a wave of uneasy rushing over me. My mind is racing.
“This is a swingers club.”
“What?! What on earth are you talking about?” I can feel heat flooding my cheeks. I’m not a prude, but I like to keep our sex life at home, thankyouverymuch.
“April, don’t be mad. I’ve…well I’ve had this fantasy for a while now.”
“And that is?” I ask, taking my hand from his and crossing my arms over my chest. I’m pretty sure I’m not going to like the sound of this one bit.
“I want to see you with another man.”
My heart sinks and I shrink towards my door. “I thought our sex life was fine. Are you unhappy?” My voice sounds small and scared as I ask this. It pains me to ask this, but I have to know. Why else would he bring me to a sex club and want to watch me with another man?
“No, no. I’m happy with our sex life. I really am,” Tony insists, grabbing my hands and loosening my arms from my chest. “We used to talk about this when we were dating and…”
“But that was eons ago! And we were always drunk when we had that conversation. I never knew you were serious!”
“Weren’t you when you agreed?” Tony has a surprised look on his face.
“Not really,” I admit. “I thought it was a joke.”
“Oh.” Tony looks towards the building and is quiet for a minute. “But, maybe it’s something you’d do? Now?”
“You have got to be kidding! Why on earth would I want to sleep with another man? I’m perfectly happy with you!” I pause for a moment and look at Tony, really look at him. Have I been misjudging him and the state of our marriage? “Don’t you realize how happy I am? I still feel all the magic when we make love. It’s still exciting and amazing. You’re all I want.”
“Thank you, April. But this isn’t about something being lacking in our relationship. It’s more,” he pauses, thinking. “It’s more about expanding our relationship. Trying new things.”
“I’m not sure,” I say, feeling hesitant.
“How about this,” Tony says, a note of excitement edging into his voice. “How about we go in, have a couple drinks, and just have a look around. If you’re uncomfortable, we can turn around and go home. But could you at least give this a chance? For me?”
I look at Tony. What on earth brought this on? Part of me feels a little curious to see the inside of a sex club, but another part of me thinks it seems really weird to go someplace to watch others have sex or to have sex with other partners. Am I just old fashioned?
“Please, baby. It would make me so happy.” Tony’s voice is almost pleading.
“Are you one-hundred percent honest that you’re happy with me? That this isn’t some way to sleep with another woman?”
“I am absolutely happy with you. And this isn’t about me and another woman, this is about you and another man.”
I shake my head. Do I want to sleep with another man? Sometimes I’ll see a man, at the grocery store or in the office high-rise I work in, and feel a twinge of attraction, but that’s just normal, right? It’s not like I’ve ever seriously considered actually doing anything with another man. I take my wedding vows seriously!
I have the sense that if I don’t at least agree to have a drink in this club and see what he’s all excited about, that it will drive a wedge of resentment between us. Looking at Tony’s face carefully, I nod my head. “OK. I’ll go in for a drink and to look around. I’m certainly not promising anything.”
“Oh, baby. Thank you so much!” Tony leans over and pulls me into a long, passionate kiss. His kiss takes me by surprise, the forcefulness and depth of it. Heat rises and spreads through my body, leaving my skin tingly and sensitive.
“Oh!” I say.
“Sorry, you’ll have to re-do your lipstick,” Tony says, sheepishly.
“For a kiss like that,” I smile at Tony, “I will always happily re-do my lipstick.”
I click on the overhead light, and flip down the visor and slide the cover for the mirror open.
I smile slowly and look back at Tony. “You sure did mess it up,” I tease, then open my purse and pull out my lipstick. I carefully fill in my lips and rub them together, to make sure my lipstick is even, then I pull a tissue from my purse and carefully wipe the edges of my lips.
“How’s that?” I ask, turning to Tony.
“Absolutely perfect. You’re beautiful.”
I feel a slight blush creeping across my face as I drop my lipstick into my little purse and push the clasp closed.
“Thanks, darling.”
We get out of the car and join several other couples walking to the entrance of Covet. It’s chilly outside, but none of the other women are wearing jackets, even though their dresses are revealing and tight. My stomach churns with nerves by the time several of the people we see turn and smile at us. The men especially are looking me up and down, like I’m a dessert on a menu. I grab Tony’s hand and hold it tightly.
“You okay, babe?” Tony asks.
“Just nervous,” I say, intentionally not looking him in the eyes. I want nothing more than to go home right now and just have a quiet evening with Tony. His desire to see me…to see me with another man? I just don’t understand it! But I’ve agreed to go in, so of course I’m going to follow through on what I’ve promised.
“It’ll be fine, babe. I promise. I’ve heard the people who come here are really nice. They’re regular people.”
“You know someone who’s been here?” I ask, surprised.
“Just some guy I met at a drinks thing for work. Friend of a friend.”
“Huh,” I say, wondering who he’s meeting when he’s out with his buddies. Is there something, or someone, I should know about?
After the chilly temperature outside, the warmth of the club is almost overwhelming. It makes me want to take off my clothes, which is, I suppose, part of the point. What good would a cold sex club be? I cover up my mouth as I giggle at the thought of a cold sex club.
Tony looks at me and arches his eyebrow in question, but I shake my head.
We walk further into the club and discover that it’s packed with people.
“I had no idea there would be so many people here!” I say, looking around at all the couples. Everyone is laughing and flirting and clearly having a good time. It looks like a big cocktail party. Maybe this won’t be so awkward after all.
“Well, it’s also a special night,” Tony says, his hand on my lower back. He directs me towards the bar and we wait in line to order drinks.
“Oh?” I ask, turning around to look at everyone some more. I’m not sure who I thought would be here, but I certainly didn’t expect everyone to appear so…ordinary. These people look like they might work in the same office building that I do or that they might be our neighbors!
“Oooh, is it your first time here?” A redhead woman in front of us says, turning around and smiling brightly at me. “Sorry, I couldn’t help but overhear.”
“Yes,” I say, trying to smile back. This woman is gorgeous and she’s wearing the skimpiest of skimpy dresses. It’s a deep blue lycra dress, incredibly form-fitting and with cutouts that make it clear she’s not wearing anything underneath it.
“Wow,” she says, touching my shoulder and letting her hand linger. “I kinda envy you. I was so nervous my first time, but it was mind blowing!”
“Really?” I ask.
“Oh, god, absolutely! I knew I wanted to visit, but I was so terrified. I mean, of course it meant I was a floozy or a slut, right?”
I glance away, feeling embarrassed – it’s exactly how I feel right now, for even considering this, even though this was Tony’s idea.
“But what about your boyfriend? Husband?” I ask.
“Oh, I’m single.”
This confuses me. “But then why do you come here?” I ask, genuinely curious.
“It’s so much more comfortable and safer here. Meeting men in a bar is easy, but there’s always that element of risk.”
“That makes sense,” I agree. It’s been a long time since I was single and meeting men in bars, but I still remember being cautious, and how my friend Kelly and I had a system of taking selfies with our dates, and then emailing the photo and their name to each other. We never had any problems, but we both knew women who had had a problem, so we were always diligent about safety.
“But here? Here I know I’m safe. I know I can explore what I want to explore and also that if I say no, then that will be honored and respected.”
“See, I told you this place is okay,” Tony says, rubbing my back.
“If you want, I can walk you around Covet and answer any questions for you. You do look like you’re pretty nervous.”
I glance at Tony and he smiles and nods.
“Is it that obvious?” I ask, laughing nervously. “I think that sounds good. Thanks. I’m April,” I say, extending my hand.
The redhead laughs. “You’re not getting off that easily,” she says. She pulls me into a hug and kisses me by my ear, then whispers, “You’re a gorgeous creature and you’re going to have a wild time tonight, I guarantee it. I’ll keep an eye out for you. I’m Lana.”
“Oh, wow. Thanks,” I say, this time blushing furiously.
Tony laughs and takes a long look at Lana. “What did you say to her?”
Lana loops her arm through mine and pulls me close.
“Girls’ secret,” she says and winks. “Oh, it’s our turn. What do you want to drink?”
“Vodka tonic.”
“Good choice. Two vodka tonics,” Lana says, leaning forward on the bar and certainly giving the bartender a clear view of her cleavage. “And you?” She asks, looking back at Tony.
“Just a beer. Whatever is on tap or in a bottle is fine.”
“An unpicky man. Hmmm.” Lana says, then returns her gaze to the bartender. “And add a Heineken to that order.”
“I got this,” Tony says, putting his card on the bar. “Keep it open,” he tells the bartender.
“Thanks, April’s husband,” Lana says, her smile open and suggestive.
“Oh gosh,” I say, flustered. There is something about Lana that is just pure sex, like she’s fully confident in her body and sexuality, and doesn’t care who knows it. “This is Tony.”
“Lana.”
“I gathered as much,” Tony says and laughs.
“And now I’m going to kidnap your wife for a bit, before the show starts. You’ll be okay on your own?” Lana asks, in a way that’s both flirty and a challenge.
“I do believe so, yes,” Tony says and smiles. To me, he says, “I won’t be far.”
I smile at Tony, but before I can say anything, Lana is pulling me away.
“First, drink up. It will help you relax.”
It feels like I’ve stepped into another world – a world that is upside down and tilted. Fuck it, I think. Let’s do it. Do it all. I tilt my glass back and drain it in a long gulp.
“Good girl,” Lana says, taking my glass and putting it down next to her empty glass.
“First, you know what tonight is, right?”
Lana is weaving the two of us through the crowd, waving and nodding at a few people, but leading me deeper into the club. There are a few hallways in front of us, but I let Lana lead since she clearly knows where she’s going.
“Actually, no. I know it’s something special, but Tony didn’t say. I only learned there was something special when we got here.”
Lana stops and gives me a long look. “Yowza. I take it this was Tony’s idea?”
I nod. The vodka is starting to hit my system and I feel a relaxing warmth start to tingle inside of me.
“Well, he’s got balls, you gotta give him that,” Lana says, shaking her head, her long red hair swaying back and forth.
“What do you mean? What is tonight?”
“It’s Bull Market night.”
“Bull Market?”
“Have you ever been with a black man?”
“What?” I ask, flustered. “No. Never. I haven’t slept with that many men. Tony and I were college sweethearts.”
Lana’s whole body moves with her laughter. “Oh, girl. He really is ballsy. Look. Bull Market is a very special night. In a little while, the most gorgeous selection of black men will go up on stage and they’re, well, they’re kind of the stars here. They get to go through the audience and select who they’re going to fuck.”
“Whoa!” I take another look at the stage, wondering what the men are going to look like. Will any of them like plain old me?
“Oh, honey. Don’t look like that! They volunteer. Believe me, they love doing this. Anyway,” Lana continues, “we do what we can to attract one of these gorgeous fuck machines, then go back to one of these rooms and let our wild side take over. You can be in control. They can be in control. You can have an audience, too.”
“Oh my god!”
“Don’t be freaked out,” Lana says, pressing her body closer to mine. “It’s a little weird at first, but you’ll see, you’re totally amongst friends here. And it’s so hot!”
“I don’t know,” I say, feeling myself shrinking away. Maybe I should go back to Tony and persuade him to go home. This is so far out of my comfort zone!
“Haven’t you ever wondered about black men?” Lana says, running her hand through my hair. We’re standing outside one of the rooms. The bed inside is large and covered in pillows. There are mirrors above the headboard and above the bed!
“I suppose,” I admit. Before I started dating Tony, there was a black guy at school I was interested in. But I grew up in a small town and the idea of dating someone not-white had been drilled into me as incredibly taboo, so I’d been too scared to look at the guy for very long, even though a girlfriend of mine told me he was interested in me.
“Well, now’s your night to find out!”
“But, I’m married!” I say, blurting the words out. “I love my husband. I honestly have no idea why he thinks this is a good idea. He says he’s happy with me, but yet he brings me here? Saying he wants to see another guy fuck me? I really don’t know what to believe!”
“Calm down, sweetie,” Lana says. “Really, it’s okay. You can say no, if you want to.”
“Maybe I should…” I start to say.
“But hear me out, first, okay?”
“Sure,” I say, despite feeling an overwhelming urge to flee.
“Good,” Lana says, then tugs my hand so that we enter the empty room. “Have a seat.”
I sit down and don’t know what to do. It feels so weird to be here. I look around the room and it hits me that sometime in the near future, a woman and a man, who probably don’t know each other, are going to be in here, fucking each other’s brains out, possibly with an audience! I knew people did things like this, but I certainly never thought I’d be in such a place or even considering being the woman having sex with a stranger, in front of an audience!
“Covet is about fulfilling fantasies. Your husband has a fantasy and I bet you have a fantasy or two inside of you, that you haven’t shared with him or even your bestest friend. Am I right?”
“Well, yeah, I suppose,” I say. Then I add quickly, “but I love Tony. I really am satisfied with our marriage. Satisfied with our sex life.”
“Look, the other thing you need to realize,” Lana says, putting her hand on mine and leaving it there, “is that being here doesn’t mean something is lacking in your relationship. This is about exploring something new, pushing the boundaries – even if you don’t know you have boundaries. Tonight, you can try out the fantasy of sleeping with a stranger. You can try out the fantasy of sleeping with a black man. Don’t you ever wonder about that guy you didn’t have the nerve to talk to in college?”
I start to turn away, but Lana reaches up and puts her hand on my chin and turns my face so that I’m looking at her. “Don’t turn away. Tell me.”
“Well,” I say, feeling incredibly guilty. I’ve barely admitted these feelings to myself and they are certainly never ones I’d admit to anyone else, especially Tony! “Yeah, I have wondered what it’s like to sleep with other men. I told you that I’ve only slept with a few men. I’ve always wondered what other cocks looked like, what other men like, how another man might touch me.”
“See!” Lana exclaims and smiles. “This is your chance to find out! No repercussions, except learning something new about yourself! And you’re here with your husband, so it’s not like you’re cheating on him.”
“I suppose,” I say, still not feeling convinced.
“I suppose, nothing,” Lana admonishes. “Look at me. Let yourself be whomever you want to be tonight. You don’t know anyone here, besides your husband and me. You’re probably not going to see anyone here ever again, unless you come back, so let yourself be free and wild! Do what you’ve always wanted to do!”
I look at Lana and think about what she’s saying. It makes sense. I know Tony suggested this for tonight, but who knows if he’ll suggest this again, if I say no tonight. Even if I say yes tonight, I don’t know if this is supposed to be a one-time thing, or the beginning of some new part of our marriage and sexual life.
“Well,” I say, smiling at Lana. “I think you’ve convinced me! This is so different from anything else I’ve done or even considered doing, but why not? You only live once, right?”
“That’s my girl!” Lana says, then pulls me into a hug. “Now let’s get you another drink, to help you loosen up more and so you don’t lose your nerve. I still remember how nervous I was and I think you’re not that different from how I was.”
“How often do you come here?” I ask as we start walking back towards the bar.
“Now and then. I travel a lot for work and I work a lot, so I leave this as a special treat for myself. I’ve just broken a big sales record at my job, so this is my treat for myself.”
“How don’t you have a regular boyfriend?” I ask, surprised.
Lana’s laugh is like caramel. “Just not interested in someone steady, honestly. I’m working on building up my career and my bank account. Maybe in a year or two I’ll think about having a regular boyfriend. Until then, I come here when I need a little sex fix,” she says, putting her hand on mine and giving me a wink.
I nod, and I can feel another blush prick at my cheeks. It feels like she’s flirting with me, and I’m a bit alarmed that I’m actually enjoying it. It’s not something I think I could ever admit to anyone, but there’s just…something about Lana. She’s so confident and assured.
“You are really lovely,” Lana whispers into my ear, then lightly kisses the side of my neck. “I’m here for whatever you need. Or want.”
I look at her and smile. Something deep inside of me wants to kiss her, to taste her and see what it’s like to kiss another woman. I realize that I’m relaxing into the idea of sex with a stranger, and it’s mostly because of being with Lana.
“What’ll you have?” She asks as we move up to the bar. “Anything with vodka. Surprise me,” I say, giving Lana a wide smile.
“How are you two ladies doing?” Tony asks, coming up behind us. His hand is warm on my lower back and I lean my head back for a quick kiss.
“I do believe your wife April is ready for tonight,” Lana says, then places her hand on Tony’s arm.
Tony turns to me, his eyes wide. “Really! Oh, baby.” He rubs my back and slides his hand over my ass and squeezes it. I giggle and squirm a little. My body ripples with anticipation and excitement as I wonder what it will be like to have someone new touching me, then realize I will find out real soon! This is so not what I expected for tonight. Or ever, really.
“Let’s find a good spot,” Lana says, stepping in front of us and leading the way.
Tony catches my eye and nods at Lana.
“Yeah,” I whisper to him, “I really like her.”
His eyes widen. “Do you mean like?”
“A little,” I admit, turning my eyes to her and watching her curvy body move in front of us. She’s like honey and I want to taste her.
“You are amazing, April. Truly amazing!”
“What are you two giggling about?” Lana laughs, turning back to us.
“Just excited about tonight,” I confess, which is the truth.
The lights start to dim on the floor, but brighten above the stage against one wall.
“Ladies and gentleman!” A deep voice booms over the sound system. “I am pleased to welcome you here for our very special event.”
From the side of the stage, I gasp as I watch a tall black man strides out onto the stage. He’s well over six feet tall, shirtless, and his skin is glistening and covered in ripples of muscles. He looks strong enough to pick up a Cadillac with a single hand!
“Gorgeous, isn’t he?” Lana whispers to me and weaves her fingers through mine.
I nod and squeeze her hand, then quickly suck down the rest of my drink, letting the warmth course through me.
“Back! By popular demand!” He yells slowly, looking out across the audience. “I am pleased to announce tonight’s event! The one you’ve begged for…and will have you begging for more! I give you…Bull Market!”
The crowd erupts in laughter and raucous cheers as a line of exquisite black men take the stage. They are all wearing snug pants and either tank tops or t-shirts, which emphasize their muscular torsos.
“Oh my god,” I say, my eyes bulging. This might be too much. I mean, what they say about black men. And these men are so big! I’ve never seen any man, in person, that has muscles as large and defined as these men. They look like body builders! And their pants are so tight that you can see every muscle, not to mention the size and outline of their…packages! I’m not sure I could handle that much! I squirm and wonder whether I’ve made a big mistake.
“Don’t worry, babe,” Lana whispers into my ear, her soft hand lightly rubbing my bare arm. “You’ll be just fine. And if you want, I can be there with you.”
I turn my face to her. Has she read my mind?! “Maybe,” I say, then give her a shy smile. She trails her hand down to mine and squeezes my hand. I don’t know what I’ve gotten myself into, but I’m pretty sure tonight is going to be phenomenal!
“Now as you know,” the emcee says, slowly looking across the crowd, “these bulls are for the ladies. I know, I know,” he says as there are boos and grumbling in the crowd, “we all would love to have a taste of these magnificent men.
“I’m assuming everyone here is familiar with how the Market works, yes?”
I look at Tony and he nods. He’s grinning so wide it looks like he’s going to split his face in two!
“For anyone who’s lucky enough to be here for the first time, here’s how the Bull Market works. Ladies, take in as big an eyeful of these gorgeous men as you can and start fantasizing about all of the lewd and depraved acts you want to do with them…while your husbands watch! Then, these bulls are going to circulate among you, and choose the lucky lady that they will take to one of the rooms in the back. And ladies, I have it on good authority that these men have the biggest cocks and most skillful tongues that you have ever experienced. I except to hear a chorus of moans and screams all night long!”
The emcee pauses at this point and makes a long sad face. “Now, as you have probably already figured out, there are a few more ladies here than we have bulls.”
A chorus of loud boos rise from the crowd, but the emcee just waves them away.
“Ladies, put on your best come-hither smile and get ready to rev some engines! It’s on you to capture the attention of the bull who you want to ravish you. Don’t be shy, ladies – ask for what you want! Ask for what your husband can’t give you! Ask for what you need! What you’re going to remember for weeks and months to come!”
“Bring it on!” A woman in the crowd yells, and other men and women start cheering.
“Are you ready for the biggest black cocks you’ve ever seen? Are you ready to be taken by a stranger…while strangers watch? Are you ready to be fucked so hard you’ll be walking funny for days? Are you ready to make your wildest fantasy come true?” The emcee taunts, slowly looking over the crowd and licking his lips suggestively. “Then let the market begin!” He yells, then rings a large brass bell.
The crowd yells in excitement and my skin tingles as I watch the men step down from the stage and head into the crowd. The electricity of the crowd is contagious and I realize that I really, really want to be chosen.
Oh my god. This is really happening!
Some women immediately rush towards the stage and mob the men as they step down. A few of the men stay and chat, but most of them make their way into the crowd. Despite my lingering reservations, I realize I’m pushing out my chest and trying to catch the attention of the most gorgeous black man I have ever laid eyes on. He looks like a singer I listened to in college, who sang the sexy R&B music I always listened to before going out with my girlfriend on a Friday night.
“Girl, you better get over there, if you want him,” Lana says, giving me a little nudge with her elbow. “Wallflowers generally don’t get picked.”
Tony has been really quiet during all of this, but when I look at him, he still looks excited and encouraging.
“Go on, April,” he urges, his voice tinged with a pleading desperation.
Fuck it. Let’s do it! I approach the man that looks like the singer.
When he glances towards me, I smile and look him straight in the eye, pretending like this isn’t scary and new for me. I watch him hesitate in what he’s saying to the blonde woman he’s talking to, and then he glances at her, says something, then starts walking towards me. The blonde turns to watch him leave, then shoots me a look filled with frustration and maybe a bit of anger.
“Hi there,” I say, lowering my gaze to his shoulder.
“Well, hello,” he says, his voice a bass rumble. He places his finger gently under my chin and tilts my head up, so that we’re looking in each other’s eyes. “How are you this evening?”
“I…” I’m transfixed by his large, dark eyes. “Honestly, I’m really nervous,” I finally admit.
“What do you have to be worried about?” He asks, his voice a beautiful, rough purr.
My skin contracts and shivers as he runs his fingers lightly up and down one of my arms.
“I… I’ve never been here before,” I say. “This was my husband’s idea.”
A look of concern flashes across this man’s eyes. “Are you interested in this? Do you want this?”
“This is all really new. But yes, I do want this. I’ve just never done this before, so I really don’t know what to do, how it works,” I say quickly. A flame warms my cheeks, and it embarrasses me that I’m blushing, which only makes it spread to my chest.
“Aren’t you just the sweetest little thing?” He says, resuming his caress on my arm. “My name is Jerome.”
“I’m April.”
“April,” he says, looking deeply in my eyes. He lets his hand trail to mine, then lifts my hand to his mouth and slowly kisses each of my fingertips. “You are a beautiful woman. I would be honored if you would accompany me and allow me to spend some time with you.”
“I…” I say, flummoxed. Was it really this easy? “Yes,” I say, ignoring my pounding heart and the butterflies in my stomach. “I would love to.”
Jerome holds out his arm and I weave mine through his. He clasps my arm close to his body and places his other hand on mine. We make our way through the crowd and several of the women smile and wink at me, though a couple of women look at me with outright jealousy. I feel a surprising level of comfort with Jerome, though we’ve barely introduced ourselves. It’s his manner, I realize. That he asked for something like consent and made sure I was comfortable with the situation, it made me relax and trust him. It also doesn’t hurt that he’s drop-dead gorgeous and sexy as hell.
As Jerome leads me towards the hallways to the rooms, another man walks in front of us and stops. It’s another bull that was on stage.
“J, my man,” the new man says. He’s taller and darker than Jerome, and built like a professional football player. The serious look on his face makes me falter a step, but Jerome doesn’t let me slip or fall.
“Malik,” Jerome says, the tone of his voice tensing.
“I had my eye on this fine lady,” he says, giving me a wide smile and looking me over from head to toe, his gaze lingering on my breasts and legs. “I definitely had plans to have a taste of this.”
“Then you should have found her first, Malik,” Jerome says, moving his arm so that it’s wrapped around my waist.
“Aw, come on, Jerome. You saw how I was blocked by those women at the stage. Give a brother a break!” Malik says, taking a step closer towards us. He’s close enough I can smell the sharp cologne he’s wearing.
“Malik…” Jerome’s voice growls. It doesn’t take a therapist to see the tension between these two.
“What’s going on over here?” Lana’s voice drawls, her soft hand touching my shoulder. “Are you starting a fight, dear April?” She laughs lightly and I can feel the tension ease just a little.
“I…,” I start to say, unsure of what to say. I glance at Jerome, but he’s staring down Malik. “It seems that Malik is interested in me, too.”
Lana winks at me and smiles. “Look at you. First time here and you have two men vying for you. You’re the envy of every woman here.”
“Really?” I ask.
“Really,” Lana confirms, tickling my arm with her fingertips. “Now gentlemen,” she says, taking a step forward and lightly pushing Malik back a couple of steps. “Let’s stay civil, alright?”
She looks from Jerome to Malik, and back again, then steps back when they both nod.
Malik’s voice changes, because more silky and persuasive. “J, my man. Let’s share her. Whaddaya say, my man?”
Jerome lowers his mouth to me and kisses my neck, and makes me groan. “What do you think, April?” Jerome asks, his breath hot on my ear. “Do you think you’re brave enough for both of us?”
Malik steps to my other side and mimics Jerome kissing my neck, though Malik’s mouth is rougher and more demanding. I reach out and run my hand up his back, curious about how he feels and also because my knees are trembling and I’m worried I’ll fall if I don’t steady myself.
“Oh,” I mumble, my knees weak. The thought of both of them? At the same time? My mind races. Could I handle that? I look at Malik. He definitely looks rougher than Jerome, but I can’t deny that his forcefulness is sexy, too. It’s like there two sides of the coin. Jerome, gentle. Malik, rough and demanding. As I shift my weight from foot to foot, I realize my panties are soaked. I want both of them.
“Yes,” I say, my voice quiet. “I’ll go with both of you.”
Malik and Jerome look at each other and smile. When I glance over at Tony, his mouth is hanging open. I bet he didn’t expect this to happen! Lana comes over to me and kisses me lightly on the cheek, whispering, “Go live your fantasy. Anything and everything is possible tonight”
I smile at Lana, happy to have an ally in all of this. I’m not sure I would be able to do this, if she hadn’t come and talked to me. Somehow, talking with her made this seem less intimidating and taboo. She talked about this all so matter of factly, like it was normal – like it wasn’t a big deal at all.
I walk with the men, towards the rooms with the bed. Jerome has his arm around my shoulders, while Malik is squeezing and groping my ass. My body is hot and tingly, and I’m already squirming and excited for what’s going to happen!
In the room, Malik pushes his tongue into my mouth. His kiss is long, slow, and deep. I’m a little timid at first, but when he holds my face in his hands, my body starts melting and yearning for him, and I start kissing him back with enthusiasm.
“That’s right,” Jerome says, pushing his body against my back. I can feel his cock pressing into my lower back and it thrills and excites me. Will it hurt? Part of me hopes it will hurt a little.
Malik’s kiss becomes more demanding and it takes my breath away. It feels like I can barely keep up with him! At the same time, Jerome is still behind me, grinding into my ass and sucking on the back of my neck.
“Is that your husband?” Malik asks, his voice husky.
I look over to where he’s looking and see Tony.
“Yes, that’s Tony,” I say.
“Alright. Just a moment,” he says, giving me another deep kiss, then walking away.
I reach behind me and grab on to Jerome, while I watch Malik go over to Tony.
“You know what I’m going to do, right?”
Tony nods, his eyes glazed over. I watch as Tony sits down and holds his hands behind the chair back. Malik picks up a long strip of rope from the table next to the chair, and I gasp as I watch him tie Tony’s hands behind him.
“Gag or blindfold?” Malik asks, holding up a strip of black silk.
My body stills in shock. What is Tony doing?!
As if reading my body language and understanding, Jerome tells me, “Your husband is the cuckold. This is what we do with cuckolds.”
I haven’t heard this word since I was in a college English class, reading Chaucer.
“Oh,” I say. “That’s…” I’m unable to finish my thought, because Jerome slides my panties down and my skirt up to my waist, and then starts stroking my pussy and fingering my clit. “Oh my god,” I moan, grinding down onto his fingers.
“Gag,” Tony says. Malik stands behind Tony and tightly wraps the gag over his mouth and around his head.
“Mmm, that looks tasty,” Malik says, walking back to me and staring at my pussy. “How does it feel, J? Does it feel as good as it looks?”
“She’s tight and wet,” Jerome growls, pushing his fingers inside of me.
“Fuck yeah.” Jerome looks up at my face, then grabs the bottom of my dress and starts pulling it over my head. Malik flicks his fingers against the clasp of my bra and Jerome pulls it down my arms.
It feels like flames are licking my skin and that I’m hyper-aware of everything. Normally, I’m a little bit shy about being naked like this, but here? At Covet? Something unknown is opening inside of me and I can feel a boldness growing inside of me.
I take a step towards Malik, and sigh as Jerome’s fingers slip out from my pussy. My juices slide from my pussy and onto the insides of my thighs. I raise my arms above my head and stand with my feet apart, so that I’m fully on display.
“Do you like this?” I tease, swaying my hips back and forth a little, and bending forward so my breasts sway, too. “Or maybe this?” I say, pivoting around on my heels so that I’m facing Jerome and that Malik has a view of my ass.
“Fuck!” Malik growls, turning me around and running his hands lightly over my stomach and breasts. “I can’t wait to taste you and fuck you. I’m going to take my time.”
“Oh, god, yes,” I moan, Malik’s mouth on one breast, while his hand pinches my other nipple. I arch into his mouth and grind down on Jerome’s fingers, already feeling an orgasm starting to build inside of me.
“Not yet,” Jerome says roughly, then slides his fingers out of me.
“No,” I plead, pushing my ass back toward him. A frustrated sigh escapes me when I realize that he’s not right behind me anymore. I hear what I think is the sound of Jerome undressing and my pulse speeds up. I can’t wait to see him naked!
“I can stop…” Malik teases, lifting his mouth and hand from my breasts.
“No!” I cry out, feeling alarmed. Have I done something to turn them off? “No, please don’t stop! Please!” I realize I’m begging, but I don’t care. I’m ready to be fucked and the idea of walking out of here unfucked makes me quake in fear.
“Good,” Jerome’s voice says from behind me. I jump as he slaps my ass. Tony has never spanked me, but the warmth spreading from where Jerome spanked me feels good. I’m discovering all kinds of new things tonight!
“Come here,” Jerome says, turning me towards him. “Now suck me off!”
I slide down onto my knees, quickly peeking over at Tony as I do. His eyes are wide and I can see how hard he is – his cock is pressing up into his pants and is incredibly obvious.
“Holy shit,” I mutter when I see Jerome’s cock. It’s fucking enormous! I swear to god it looks as long as my forearm, and almost as thick. I reach for it and lick the tip of his cock, smiling when it bounces up in response.
“No hands,” he demands, grabbing my head and pushing it down his cock. I choke as I try to open my mouth wider. I let him grab my hair and guide my head over his enormous cock, and work my tongue over his rigid shaft. My mouth goes down a little further on his cock and he groans as I work my mouth on him.
“My turn,” Malik orders. I turn my head, and his cock is right in my face. I move my head and start sucking his cock, tasting his salty-ness as I open my mouth wider than I thought possible.
“Fuck, yeah,” Malik moans, thrusting his cock deeper into my mouth. A line of spit spills out from my lips and dribbles down my chin.
I tease my tongue from side to side on his cock as I bounce my head up and down. I swear he’s harder than I’ve ever felt a man be before! It’s hard to believe that a perfect stranger is reacting to me this strongly!
Malik pulls out of my mouth and I look up at him, spit and pre-cum oozing down my chin.
“Fuck that’s hot.”
I jerk my head toward the sound of Lana’s voice. I’d totally forgotten there isn’t a door to the room! She meets my eyes and winks, then I look to her side and see two couples watching me. Everyone is smiling and I can see one woman clearly rubbing her husband’s cock through his pants.
Why was I so nervous earlier? I wonder. It’s like, once you decide to do this, everything falls away and you can just let yourself get lost in the moment and pleasure. Since I’m unlikely to ever see any of these people again, it makes me feel even more free, now, like I could do things I would never do otherwise and that it…I don’t know how to describe it. Like it doesn’t count, in a way. Like Covet is a free zone.
“What next?” I ask, wiping my chin as I look between Malik and Joseph.
Malik moves to the bed and sits against the headboard, his legs splayed open. I crawl onto the bed, eager to have his cock in my mouth again.
“Mmpf,” I mumble in surprise. Behind me, Joseph puts his hands on my hips and raises my ass in the air. He roughly starts rubbing his fingers along my pussy, spreading my juices around. I wiggle my ass for him, wanting him to play with my clit or to finger fuck me again.
Malik holds my head down and I try to take even more of his enormous cock in my mouth, even though he’s far too huge for me to ever take all of him. I massage his cock with my tongue, relishing the feel of how big and hard he is.
“Fuck that feels amazing,” he groans, lifting his hand from my head. I look up at him and watch him recline backwards, his eyes half-closed. He jerks slightly when I cup his balls in my hand and lightly play with them. They’re getting tight and I can tell he’s going to cum soon.
Joseph is behind me, roughly fingering my clit. It feels like my body is opening up and I can’t wait to cum. I already know this is going to be the kind of night that I’m going to be hoarse after, from screaming out my orgasms.
Without warning, Joseph’s mouth is on my pussy and he’s eating and licking and sucking at me, and I start moaning. I bounce my head faster on Malik’s cock. He grunts as his body starts jerking underneath me, then he’s pushing my head down and I can feel him spurting thick cum down my throat. I work the base of his cock with my hand, so I can take all of his cum.
“Oh goddamn! Yeah!” He yells, thrusting his cock further into my mouth and holding my head so that I take all of it and all of his cum.
I wait for him to release my me, then I slowly lift my head from his cock. I smile up at him and wipe my mouth.
“Oh, God,” I moan. Joseph has just moved his mouth so that he’s sucking my clit hard, while flicking it with his tongue at the same time. Just when I think it might be too much to handle, he also pushes his fingers inside of me and starts working my g-spot hard.
My body shakes and bucks against Joseph as my orgasm rips through my body hard. He grabs my hip and holds me tight, sucking and licking as I cum all over his face and hand.
“Hold me tighter,” I cry out. I’m a little scared by the force of the orgasm I’m having!
Malik holds my face in both of his hands and watches me. “You are beautiful when you cum. You will be more beautiful when I make you cum.”
The thought of Malik’s big cock pumping my pussy sends me even more over the edge, and I spasm hard, before falling forward and panting.
“Oh!” I call out, when Jerome slaps my ass.
“Come here,” Malik demands, pulling me closer to him. His huge cock is standing straight up and I wonder again how I’m ever going to fit it inside of me! He holds it still as I lower myself onto him.
“Oh my God,” I cry out as he pushes into my pussy. I’ve never had a cock even remotely as big as this!
Little bolts of electricity zing through my body as he sucks and licks at my boobs. I’m riding the tip of his cock, trying to take more of him, but he’s so enormous!
Malik grabs my ass cheeks and starts thrusting up into me, deeper and deeper. Every push goes deeper into my pussy and my senses go into overdrive, from the rough friction against my g-spot to the sensation of barely being able to fit his thick cock in my pussy. The more he thrusts, the more I feel myself start to expand and take more of him, and the better it feels.
“Damn, woman. You’re tight,” he says, pushing my hips down as he plunges up into me.
“Oh, fuck,” I moan. His full cock is inside of me and it’s like nothing else I’ve ever experienced. I’ve never felt so full or stretched in my life! Malik starts thumbing my clit, while holding my hip so that I can raise myself, and it makes me wild. I’m thrashing around on top of him and I can’t see straight.
“That’s right. Ride my dick, April. Show your husband how much you enjoy my big black cock.”
I hear something muffled and I look at Tony. Even though he’s gagged, I can see he’s smiling. There’s a wet spot on his pants and he’s hard again. I know this was his idea and I’m enjoying this, but this seems so filthy and wicked! Seeing how he’s getting off on this makes me eve more excited and hot. I rock my hips back and forth, getting used to Malik’s size.
“You like how I feel?” He demands, reaching up and tweaking my nipples. Waves of pleasure roar through me as I pick up the pace of my rocking.
“Oh, fuck yes,” I say.
“Tell me how good I feel.”
“I’ve never,” I gasp as I grind down and he thrusts up, rubbing both my clit and g-spot at the same time. My body feels so alive and on fire, it’s almost too much to handle. “I’ve never felt anything like this,” I say, and it is so true – and it’s not just getting fucked by a black man – no, make that two black men! – but so much of the sensation and emotion is getting fucked by black men while my husband watches! I never thought I would ever sleep with another man, after I got married.
Joseph is watching me, his hand stroking his quivering cock. As I ride Malik, I watch Joseph and think about how his cock will feel, how his hands will feel on my body.
All of a sudden, I’m moving through the air and Malik orders me on my knees. He roughly moves me so that the audience and my husband have a clear view of me. His hands hold my hips tightly and then he’s slamming into me, hard, over and over again.
“Oh, sweet fuck,” I moan. I can barely hold myself up as he rams his long, thick cock into my eager pussy. I feel like I’m on a different plane and I don’t even care that strangers are watching me.
I buck against Malik as he keeps ramming his cock into me, and he slaps my ass hard.
“Work your ass,” he demands, slapping my ass again. “Harder!”
I close my eyes and hold on to the bed as best as I can and try to bounce on his cock like he wants me to. It’s difficult to keep up with Malik!
When I open my eyes, I’m surprised to see Joseph standing right in front of me. “Suck my dick, woman,” Joseph demands, grabbing my head and pushing himself into my mouth. I choke as he pushes deeper into my mouth, but I try to keep up and keep him happy. Joseph holds my head and fucks my face, and I can feel spit dripping out of my mouth again.
God, it feels so fucking amazing to be fucking two guys at once! I never imagined sex could be like this!
“Fuck fuck fuck fuck,” Malik yells behind me. He slaps my ass then grabs my hips in a vise-like grip, then pounds into me even faster and hard. I moan all over Joseph’s cock and lose myself in the sensation of being stuffed in both my pussy and my mouth at the same time.
“Fuuuuuuck,” Malik moans, sliding himself out of me. I feel huge, hot bursts of cum land all over my ass and back, and Malik’s hands spreading his seed all over me, like he’s marking me. He slaps my ass again, hard. “Damn, that was good. You’re in for a treat, J-Dog.”
I’m glad that Malik is happy, but my pussy is empty now and I don’t want it to be! A new orgasm was just starting to build in me and now I’m squirming in frustration and desperate need to keep on being fucked.
Joseph pushes my head down, but I can’t focus. My pussy needs to be filled! My pussy needs to be pounded again! I’m squirming around, clenching my pussy and pushing down, but it’s not doing anything but making me more frustrated!
“Jesus, woman, you’re a mess,” Joseph laughs and slides his big thick cock out of my mouth. I look up at him, knowing the look in my eyes is desperate and needy.
“Please,” I whimper. It feels like I’m going to die if I can’t come again, if I can’t feel another big black cock thrusting into me.
“Damn…” Joseph says, running his finger along my jaw and up to my mouth. I suck his finger greedily, looking up into his eyes as I do so.
He stands up and walks around to the bottom of the bed, then sits down with his legs splayed out.
“Get up and come over here,” he says, his voice deep and rumbling.
My knees weak and my desire almost blinding, I do as I’m told and walk over to him. On my way, I see Tony. His face is red and his hard-on is poking up his pants again. There’s a look of desperation and awe in his eyes, that I’ve never seen before. For a brief moment, I wonder if this is what he really wanted, what he really expected. But my pussy aches to be fucked again and I can’t think about that right now.
Turning, my body shakes as I face Joseph. I’ll do anything he asks, just so long as he fucks me long and hard.
He commands me to sit on his lap, but when I start to do so, he says, “No, face your husband and the crowd. You’re going to watch them watching you cuckold your husband and fuck another man.”
I gasp and glance over my shoulder. There are more people squashed together at the door, watching. I had no idea there would be such an audience! A wave of shyness falls over me, but the ache for more black cock is a greater desire, so I turn around. Joseph puts his hands on my hips and guides me backwards, his legs now together. His cock bumps at my pussy and I groan with need, and push myself against his cock.
“Get ready,” Joseph says, then guides himself into me with one hand and pushes my hips down with his other.
“Oh my god!” I yell. Malik was big, but Joseph is either bigger or it’s this position which makes him seem bigger. It feels like I’m being split in two, as Joseph pushes me down the full length of his black cock in one rough push.
Joseph holds me down, then reaches around and starts massaging my clit.
My body is out of control and I buck and thrust back and forth. I look at the crowd in front of me and I feel exposed in a way I’ve never been before. Here are these strangers, watching me – and they’re all smiling and looking at me like they wish they were the ones fucking me. It makes me hotter to think about what it would be like to fuck these strangers, to see how they react to me and how they would fuck me.
I lean forward and put my hands on Joseph’s knees, and he finally lets me lift myself up a little. He jackhammers into my pussy and I scream in pleasure as each thrust hits my g-spot and brings me closer to the edge.
The edges of my vision flash white and then I’m leaning back, my body and pussy exposed for all to see, grinding onto Joseph’s cock like I’ve never done before. My hungry pussy clenches and pours over him.
“Fuck my cock,” he yells, once again grabbing my hips and pounding up into me.
I cum so hard that it takes me a moment to realize that the sound of a woman yelling is my own voice. I’ve never cum like this before, not even on the best nights of sex with Tony.
Joseph grunts and grips my hips like a vise as he slams up into me. When he stops moving, I fall back and lie on his chest, our bodies slick with sweat. Catching his breath, Joseph slides me off of him and I curl up on the bed, spent and satisfied in a way that was unimaginable to me even two hours ago.
Who knew people did stuff like this?! But I’m so glad that Tony discovered this, however he did.
Lana is over by Tony, undoing the restraints on his hands and the gag in his mouth. He rubs his mouth and never stops looking at me as he.
“Are you okay?” I ask, suddenly scared that he’ll have started thinking this was a mistake, and then be mad at me for having enjoyed myself so thoroughly and obviously.
“Oh, April,” he says, sitting down beside me and gently stroking my hair. “I’m so much better than okay.”
“Really? I had no idea they were going to tie you up like that!”
“I knew what was going to happen, April, really I did. Honestly, it was fucking amazing!”
Lana comes over for a brief moment. “You were spectacular darling.” Leaning down so that only I can hear, she adds, “And if you ever want to try sleeping with a woman, I’ll be the first in line asking for the exquisite pleasure of your company. It was magnificent to watch you.”
I gasp and look up at her. I’ve never considered sleeping with a woman, because that just…it was never what made me excited. But now? Now it feels like there is a whole new world that I’m just peeking into.
And I want to explore everything that world has to offer. This is definitely only the beginning!
~~~




IT TAKES TWO

My husband would kill me if he knew how hot I am for his twin brother.
I take a gulp of the sangria we’re drinking on the back deck and tilt my face up into the warm evening breeze. After a long and wet Spring, summer is finally here and everyone in the city is spending as much time outdoors as possible, reveling in the warmth, scared it will disappear. The weather in Portland can be like that.
“Lizzie! Are you even paying attention?” There’s an exasperated tone to Artie’s voice. Everything has been tense between my husband and I lately, and we take it out on each other in all the little ways that couples do. A sharp word here. A cutting glance there. A lack of touch in bed.
The latter is particularly problematic, since we’re trying to get pregnant.
Though when Artie is like this, sometimes I start rethinking our marriage and whether or not he’d make a good father. I don’t want my child to have a short-tempered father or a father who ignores them.
“Sorry. I’m just enjoying the evening air. It’s such a nice change from the last month, you know?”
Artie opens his mouth, but his brother Archie cuts him off.
“What is with you two? You’ve been at each other’s throats all night.” Archie smirks as he looks between Artie and me. I can see he’d love to see us fight, because that’s the kind of man he is.
For twins, Artie and Archie couldn’t be more different. Artie, my husband, is very staid and reliable. Pressed shirts and khaki pants, cargo shorts in the summer.
Archie, on the other hand. Archie is a class A bad boy. He’s all torn jeans, band tshirts, leather jacket, and he has a loose-limbed way about him that oozes sensuality and sexuality.
The thing is, I think Archie is hotter than fuck and I fantasize about him. Often. Worse, I think he suspects this, since that little slip I made at a barbecue last summer, after I’d had a few too many wine spritzers and not enough food.
Artie and Archie are close, but they’re the ones who are at each other’s throats, more often than not. Sometimes it’s a mystery how they’re twins, since they’re so different. They are identical to look at, but once they move and once they talk, it’s like two completely unrelated people.
Artie would stroke out if he knew that I fantasize about “accidentally” sleeping with Archie some night, and then claim I was drunk and couldn’t tell the difference.
Though any fool would know that was a lie. They move differently, talk differently, and I’m sure they fuck incredibly differently.
“I think we’ve lost her, bro,” Archie says.
I close my eyes and let myself sink into my chaise. They’re discussing sports, which isn’t something I’m interested in anyway. It’s one of the few subjects they both enjoy, and I like to give them that time. No matter how different they are, they are brothers and I do what I can to help Artie maintain his relationship with his brother. Artie can have a sharp tongue and a sharper temper, and they’ve been estranged more than once.
Artie mumbles something and I know that I’ll hear about this later. It’s like he wants a chaperone when he’s with his brother. I mean, okay, sometimes they do need a buffer, though they’re adults and I feel they should be able to work these things out on their own.
“That will never happen!”
Artie’s sharp voice rises an octave and immediately I know the night is on the verge of going down in flames.
“Oh, come on,” Archie says, a hint of laughter in his voice. I have no idea if he actually disagrees with Artie, but I know he’s ready to poke his brother just to get a rise out of him. It’s what he’s done for more than twenty years. You’d think Artie would know better by now, but… old habits and behaviors die hard.
I open my eyes and pay attention to them, ready to try and defuse the situation. Though I’m a little drunk and have no idea if I actually could do that. I try and focus on what they’re saying, but they’re listing so many players and so many technical stats and percentages, it makes my eyes cross and nearly puts me to sleep.
Artie gets up and storms into the house, roughly closing the deck door behind him.
“Lizzie, my dear,” Archie says, scooting his chair next to me and lightly stroking my hand.
I gasp and bite my tongue, desperately trying not to show how strongly I react to him and his touch. My favorite fantasy of staying in bed with him for a weekend pops up in my mind and I swoon as I imagine how he would touch me. I’m guessing he’s more forceful than my husband, and fuck that sounds amazing. I’d love to be dominated by Archie.
“Yes?” I withdraw my hand from his, my skin burning from where he was touching me, and sit up straight. It’s hard to keep a straight face when I want to get fucked by my husband’s brother.
“Pardon my language, or don’t, but what the everloving fuck is up with my brother? I haven’t seen him this wound up in years. As much as I’d like to take credit for that,” Archie chuckles as he leans back in his chair and takes a long swig from his bottle of beer, “I can’t. Something else is clearly bothering him. And from the way he’s sniping at you, my guess is that there’s trouble in paradise.”
I look at him, but don’t say anything. This really isn’t a conversation I want to have with him.
“Lizzie, is there trouble in paradise?” Archie’s voice is more serious now, his brotherly devotion coming through. Despite how much he razzes his brother – intentionally – I know he loves him and wants the best for him.
“If you must know,” I say, the buzz of sangria making my tongue loose, “yes. There is trouble in paradise.”
“Serious level?”
“Hm. Fairly serious, I guess.”
“What’s going on? Can I help?”
I open my mouth, then close it without saying anything. Airing our dirty laundry with Archie would only add fuel to the fire between us.
“Lizzie, tell me what’s going on with you and my brother!”
I startle at the commanding, harsh tone of his voice.
“Don’t you talk to my wife like that!” Artie yells from the sliding door. I hadn’t even heard him open it. How much did he hear?
“Then how about you tell me what’s the matter with you two? This obviously isn’t some little spat. Lizzie isn’t saying anything and you’re obviously infuriated about something.”
“It’s none of your business,” Artie says slowly, walking over to the table and heavily setting down fresh beer for the two of them.
“What about sangria for me?” I ask, rattling my near-empty glass. “Do I have to get my own drink?”
“You shouldn’t even be drinking,” he mutters, sitting down heavily and popping the top on his fresh beer. “And you know it.”
“Are you,” Archie looks at my stomach, “are you pregnant? Give me that glass!”
“Hey! No!” I respond, my voice rising. “I am not pregnant. If we were pregnant, we wouldn’t be sniping at each other.”
“Lizzie…” There’s a warning in Artie’s voice.
I didn’t even mean to say as much as I did, but I’m a little drunk, a lot frustrated, and even more tired of the sniping. When I’m tired, I tell the truth easily and unfiltered. Artie finds it amusing…until I share something he doesn’t want shared.
Whoops.
“Trouble getting pregnant?” Archie raises his eyebrow at Artie, who just shakes his head.
“Not that it’s any of your business, but yes. We’ve been to the doctor and there’s nothing wrong.”
“Bro, you’re too high strung. Even I know that that isn’t conducive to implanting your seed in a woman and making babies.”
Artie rolls his eyes, though I saw the slight flinch he made when Archie made the comment about stress.
“That’s what the doctor said, too,” I say, figuring this might be the way to get Artie to actually talk about it. He doesn’t want to admit there’s anything wrong and certainly doesn’t want to admit that his stress level might have something to do with why I’m not pregnant after five months of trying.
He gets so worked up about it, he hasn’t even been paying attention to me and seeing how hard this has been on me. I want a baby – his baby – so bad that I physically ache for it. My heart breaks every month when my period spots my panties, and I know we’ve gone another month without making a baby.
I shiver and wrap my arms around myself, even though it’s not cold outside. Being reminded about the difficulties Artie and I are facing just kills my mood. The thing is, Artie was the one who was tested by the doctor. I’m scared that I am the reason we’re not getting pregnant.
“Look, if you want a night off, bro, I’ll happily step in for you,” Archie says, giving me a salacious smile that cuts through my angst and makes my pussy throb with need. “It’s not like anyone would ever know the difference.”
God. How awesome would that be? But of course there’s no way in hell that Artie would go for something like that. Just the idea of fucking Archie makes me hungrier for him than I’ve ever been before.
“That’s not funny,” Artie says, his voice tight with fury. He looks pale in the evening light and his hands are clenched into fists at his sides.
“Why not? Lizzie here is practically begging me for it, with her eyes.”
Artie glares at me. Maybe I haven’t been as good at hiding my feelings for Archie as I thought I’ve been. Or maybe everything is just boiling over. In hindsight, letting Archie come over for dinner tonight, when things have been tense between me and Artie, that was probably a timebomb just waiting to be detonated.
“Is that true?” Artie asks, narrowing his eyes at me. “Do you want to sleep with my brother?”
“I…” God, this is a conversation I never thought would happen. “Honestly, yes. Even you admit things are tense with us right now. And why not,” I say, grabbing Archie’s beer and taking a long drink from it. If this all backfires, maybe claiming to be drunk will help ease the fallout. “I need a good fucking. You and I are stale with sex right now. It’s all about getting pregnant, not having fun or being intimate. And yeah, I do fantasize about your brother.”
Artie’s body goes rigid and I hear a sharp intake of breath.
“What do you say, bro,” Archie says, his voice less funny and more serious. Surely this must all be taking him by surprise, too.
The silence in the air is overpowering with its weight. A dog barks sharply from somewhere in the neighborhood and I realize this is the moment that could change the course of our marriage, change the course of our family. That Artie is quiet means that he’s considering it, because he’s decisive enough to make quick decisions and then stand by them.
I can’t believe he’s really considering it!
“Are you ovulating?”
“That’s what you have to say?” I ask, surprised.
“Well, yes. If the goal is to get pregnant, at least the conditions need to be right. I’m not going to agree to let you screw my brother unless there’s an excellent chance that you can get pregnant.”
Whoa.
“I’ll go get my phone and check the app. I don’t know offhand.”
I get up out of my chair carefully, not wanting to break whatever spell or family voodoo that is going on right now. Never in a million years would I have thought Artie would even consider something like this, much less give it his blessing. Is he drunk and I just don’t realize it?
My purse is sitting on the kitchen table and I grab my phone, then head back to the deck. I can’t even look at it yet, because I’m still processing and wrapping my brain around everything. What would it mean, if Archie was the one to make me pregnant? What kind of family would the three of us have? Would Archie be involved? Would we tell the child eventually? Or is Archie volunteering to be a sperm donor and nothing more?
“This feels like a weird alternate reality, like you see in movies,” I say, sitting back down on the deck as I pull up my ovulation app on my phone.
“We can make our own reality, Lizzie. You know that,” Artie says, coming over to me and putting his arm around my shoulders. “I want a baby just as much as you do. Maybe we need to try something a little unconventional.”
This attitude of Artie’s is so unexpected!
“Oh, wow. I should be fertile right now…”
Archie claps his hands together, a salacious grin on his face. “The Gods are definitely looking down on me and smiling! Come here you beautiful creature and let’s get you knocked up!”
“Go on, Lizzie. It’s okay, really,” Artie says, giving me a slow kiss. “And before you ask, no I’m not drunk. I just want this baby as much as you do.”
I let Archie bring me to my feet. He pulls me into his arms and kisses me. It’s a strange sensation – his body feels like Artie’s, but different. He’s a little more muscular and his touch is different, more demanding.
“Woman, relax,” Archie says, pulling his mouth away from mine. “Let’s go inside, put on some music, get into the right mood.”
I follow my husband and his twin into the house, and watch as Archie plugs his phone into our speakers and chooses some music. The sound of deep R&B pours out of the speakers and the volume is at the level of a nightclub.
“I can barely hear my own thoughts!” I yell, reaching to turn down the volume, but Archie grabs my hand and stops me.
“That’s the point! Let yourself go!”
I nod my head and try to relax a little. This is all just so strange! Artie agreeing to share me with his twin brother! Me, about to have sex with Archie, who I’ve lusted after for years! It really does feel like having stepped into an alternate reality.
But if the me in the alternate reality gets to fuck Archie, then I want to do it!
Archie pulls me close to his body, doing a complicated dance step to the music. I smile and will myself to relax.
“Oh! I really like this song,” I exclaim, excited when a new song comes out of the speakers. I let myself sing along to the faster song, my body loosening up as I dance.
The strong arms of Archie wrap around me, from behind, and I let myself melt into him. Tentatively, I rub my ass against him, and Archie immediately responds by grinding his hips into me and running his hands over my body, and then cupping my breasts. I reach around and put my hands on his hips, letting him guide our movements.
My body is already responding to him and I’m sure my denim shorts are soaked from how wet I am right now. The volume of the music and Archie’s hands on my body start drowning out the war going on in my mind, and enjoyment and anticipation rise in my body.
I’m about to fuck Archie!
“Ahhh, that’s the Lizzie I’ve been waiting for,” Archie says when I turn to face him, pressing my body against his and reaching around and grabbing his ass.
I throw my head back and give in to the night. Artie has said he’s ok with this, so I’m going to take him at his word and let myself finally experience what I never thought I’d be able to experience.
“Do you want to keep dancing? Or do you want to get naked and fuck?” I take one of Archie’s hands in mine, then guide his hand to between my legs, so he can feel how hot and wet I am already.
“Fuck. You’re already ready to go!” Archie lets out a long whistle, his smile spreading further across his face. “I think I’m underestimating how much you’ve been lusting after me.”
I pull Archie’s head down to mine and give him a long, lingering kiss, then whisper in his ear. “I’ve been fantasizing about you since before I married Artie. You were always the one I wanted to fuck, but Artie was the one I wanted to marry.”
Archie’s laugh is rich and amused. He guides my hand to his cock and I stroke him through his shorts, hooking my fingers over his waistband and teasing the hot head of his cock.
“That sounds about right. And your hand feels good. It’ll feel better when we’re skin on skin.”
“Mmm. Yes, please.” I grab Archie’s hand and lead him toward the bedroom, my skin tingling in anticipation of how his skin will feel under my hands, how he’ll move his body, how much he’ll make me come and scream tonight.
Inside the bedroom, we hungrily strip off each other’s clothes as our kisses become hotter. There is still a voice in my head saying this is wrong, but I put my hand on Archie’s hard cock and ignore the voice.
“This is one way you’re not identical,” I say, rubbing Archie’s cock. It’s a little bit longer and more than a little bit thicker, and it looks perfect.
“It’s not the only thing that will be different tonight,” Archie says, his voice low and urgent, as he pushes me backwards onto the bed.
I spread my legs and finger myself, showing Archie how I like to be touched and what my pussy looks like.
“Show me how you like to be touched,” Archie says. He moves so that he’s standing at the foot of the bed. His eyes are riveted on my pussy and he’s stroking his thick cock, his body rigid and tense.
Artie is standing close to the door, watching all of this. He has a look on his face that I can’t read, like something between awe and pain.
But right now, I don’t care about how Artie feels. I have this chance to get pregnant and I have this chance to sleep with Archie, and that’s all that’s important right now!
I spread my pussy lips wide and stroke myself and cover my fingers in my pussy juice, and then I twitch and moan as I start flicking my clit and circling it with my fingers and pushing at it and teasing it more. I’m so turned on by Archie and I want him so bad, I don’t think I could even make myself come right now. Archie is the only one that’s going to make me come tonight.
Archie’s cock jerks in his hand and he’s so, so hard!
“Please,” I whimper. “Fuck me. Don’t tease me like this. If you’re going to give me a baby, come fuck me and fuck me hard.”
A growl comes out of Archie’s mouth and then he’s on the bed and spreading my legs wide and pushing them back so that my knees are practically touching my tits.
“I’m not going to be gentle, Lizzie. I’m not my brother.”
Archie’s cock is bouncing against the entrance to my pussy and I need it so bad! The chance of getting pregnant tonight is unleashing something inside of me and I have a primal need to be fucked powerfully and have seed poured deep into my pussy so that it can find an egg and fertilize it. I want to be a mommy!
“Oh, fuck that feels good,” I say, pushing down on Archie’s cock. I have to wiggle my hips so that I can stretch that little bit extra for him, but he fits inside of me perfectly and fills me up like my pussy was made for him.
Archie starts thrusting and pounding into my pussy and it makes me scream. He has me pinned to the bed and he’s moving so fast and so hard that I’m practically blacking out from how good it feels. Archie moves his hips as he thrusts into me and it feels like he’s going deeper with each thrust, and he hits my g-spot so perfectly that an orgasm is already riding through my body and gathering force.
“Wrap your legs around me,” Archie demands, his voice ragged.
I do as he commands, locking my ankles around his back, and then I pull Archie down to me and kiss him passionately as he rides my pussy hard and deep, burying his cock so deep inside of me that I can feel him bottoming out.
“Fuck you’ve got a sweet snatch. You’re so tight, I’m not going to last long.”
“That’s no good,” I gasp, my eyelids fluttering as he drills into me and stays there. My hips thrust and push against him. My pussy feels so perfectly full, but I need the friction. I need to come! “I need more than a fast fuck!”
Archie laughs and wiggles his hips, which drives me crazy. I look at Archie and it takes my breath away. He’s identical to my husband, but he’s so not identical to Artie in how he’s fucking me and handling my body. I can’t even pretend it’s Artie fucking me, because he’s never like this with me. Artie is normally gentle and a little forceful. But Archie fucks me with a power and force that is night-and-day different from Artie. Archie takes my breath away and awakens a sexual greed in me that scares me.
“I ain’t a fast fuck. I ain’t a single-fuck kind of man, either. I’m going to fuck you so hard you won’t be able to walk tomorrow or the next day.”
Something releases in me and it feels like molten lava. My pussy squeezes his fat cock as my orgasm breaks and lights up my body.
“That’s ride. Slick my dick with your come.”
Archie lowers a hand and flicks at my clit, making me come harder and whimper and scream.
I can’t even catch my breath after I come because Archie starts pounding into my pussy like a jackhammer. My body overloads and I nearly pass out from how good he feels. I thrust my hips up into him, desperate to make him come and fill me up.
“Fuck!” Archie grunts and moans, pinning me down and shoving his cock in me, so deep as his body shakes and he unloads his come inside me.
I keep my legs wrapped around him and my hips tilted upward, so that I don’t spill a single drop of his seed out of my pussy. I close my eyes and say a little prayer, desperately hoping that my wish for a baby is granted.
“Don’t think that was the end of it,” Archie says, breathless. “That was only the beginning.”
He rolls off of me, but never stops touching my body. His hands roam over my body like he’s claiming it for himself, and he leans over and sucks on my breasts again, making my nipples so hard that I squirm and cry out a little. My nipples are so tight that it hurts, but his mouth and tongue feel so good!
A gasp catches my attention and I look over to where Artie is standing by the door. He’s got a hand down his pants and pre-cum has soaked through them.
“I need to fuck her, too,” he says, stripping off his clothes fast. His cock his harder than I’ve ever seen it, and all purple and veiny.
“I’m not done with Lizzie,” Archie says, a note of warning in his voice.
“Boys,” I say, loving all of this attention. “I’ll take both of you tonight. As many times as I need to get pregnant.”
“Hot damn you’re an amazing woman,” Archie says, tweaking my nipple hard. “If I was the marrying type, you’re the type I’d marry.”
As I smile at Archie and press my tit up into his hands, Artie climbs on top of me and thrusts deep inside of me and ruts me hard.
My eyelids flutter closed and I move my body with his by instinct, knowing exactly how he moves and how he likes me to move. He slides through my wet pussy and then his body is quaking over mine and he’s coming inside of me, too.
If I get pregnant tonight, I won’t know who the father is! And nobody would be able to ever tell! I was so nervous about this, but something shifted in me and now this feels natural and like something so right. I’m going to get my baby and Artie and I are going to get our family. It’s unconventional, but this is what we’re doing.
Artie groans as he slides out of me.
“I don’t know what came over me…” He says, blinking rapidly as he lays on the other side of me.
“Watching me fuck your wife is what come over you,” Archie laughs. “You ready for more, Lizzie. You ready for me to fill you up with more come?”
I giggle and nod. “Yeah, I’m ready.”
“Roll over on your stomach and put these pillows under your hips.”
I move the pillows and do as Archie says. My body is so exposed like this, to both of them, and it just makes me hotter and more ready to get fucked again. Maybe changing things up like this is what Artie and I needed. God knows our sex life was getting mechanical, because we’ve been so focused on getting pregnant.
“Legs together,” Archie demands. Heat rolls off of his body and his thick cock is already hard again and bumping against my slick and tender pussy.
“Oh shit!” I scream when he grabs my hips and plunges balls deep into my pussy.
“Squeeze my cock with that sweet, tight pussy of yours. Show me how much you want my seed and this baby.”
I squeeze his cock as much as I can and wiggle my hips so that he rubs my spot. I didn’t think I could feel any fuller, but I do!
Archie thrusts into me with a forceful rhythm and it drives me wild. It’s just fast enough to feel good, but it’s also frustrating because each thrust tickles my g-spot and leaves me wanting more. It feels like I’m being denied!
“Now, now, Lizzie. I’m taking this one a little slower.” Archie says, slapping my ass so hard that it stings and makes me cry out. “You sure came around to this idea of being shared, didn’t you?”
“It was an offer I couldn’t refuse. I want this baby so bad!”
I moan as Archie rides my pussy again. I’m so stretched out for him and he feels so good!
“Then let me give it to you.”
Archie pounds into my pussy again, making me bounce on the pillows underneath my hips. He’s going so deep that he’s hitting my inside wall again and I can barely catch my breath from how much I’m turned on and how fast another orgasm is building in me. I can already tell this one is going to explode and be more powerful than the last one!
“Bounce your pussy on my dick!” My ass stings as Archie slaps it again. I bounce my hips as much as I can, riding him and squeezing him with my pussy. I want to milk all of his come out of him!
“Are you close?” Archie is grunting and groaning, and drops of sweat are falling from him onto my back.
“Yes,” I moan, working my hips and angling myself so that he hits my g-spot hard every time he plunges into my pussy.
“Then come on my dick, again!” Archie grabs my hips and jackhammers into me and then I scream and grab at the bed and a white light blinds me as my body shakes and bucks against Archie as his glorious cock makes my body explode in another orgasm. My pussy hurts from being pounded so hard, but it will be so much more than worth it if I get pregnant!
“Goddamn!” Archie hollers, then plunges balls deep in my pussy and stays there. His massive cock twitches and vibrates as he unloads more come inside of me.
I whimper when Archie slides out of me, and then I roll on my back and pull my knees up to my chest, trying to keep all of his, and Artie’s, come inside of me. Surely I’ll be pregnant after all this fucking, right?
EPILOGUE
Five months later
“Are you ready to know what you’re having?” The ultrasound tech asks, a big smile on her face. She must have the best job in the world, telling couples about the children they’re bringing into the world.
“Is it a boy?” Artie asks, squeezing my hand so tightly he’s crushing my fingers.
“Is it a girl?” I ask, looking at Artie and smiling. I gently unwrap his fingers from mine.
I know we’re not supposed to have preferences, but we each do. Of course, we’re already planning our second child, because we want one of each. Us, a girl, and a boy – that is our perfect family. I’m so proud that we’re already on our way!
The technician laughs and shakes her head.
“Yes.”
“What?” This doesn’t make sense.
“I don’t understand,” Artie says, the smile frozen on his face. I mean, we can see the baby on the screen, so I don’t know why the tech is being so coy about it.
“You’re having twins! A girl and a boy!” The tech is nearly jumping up and down. She looks as excited as I feel! “This here is the boy,” she points to a grey shape on the screen, “and this is the girl,” she says, pointing to what looks like a shadow.
“Oh my God!” Tears leak from my eyes as I look at Artie and my heart feels with so much love that there aren’t words to describe the joy I feel in this moment. “We’re having our perfect family!”
The entire way home, Artie and I can barely keep our hands off of each other. At every stop light, we’re kissing and touching and nearly making love right in the middle of the intersection. It’s going to be harder having twins, instead of one baby, but it’s going to so be worth it! Life is going to be perfect!
Once the front door is closed behind us, we’re at it like a pair of teenagers. Artie pushes me against the wall and kisses me fiercely, while rubbing his body against mine.
“I need you.” His voice is an urgent whisper in my ear and it goes straight to the core of me. My heart expands with love for him and it unlocks something deeper in me, too. Ever since we got pregnant, we’ve been fucking more than we did even when we were first dating! It’s been exhilarating!
My hands struggle to undo the buttons of Artie’s shirt. We stumble our way toward the bedroom, frantically undressing so that there is nothing left between us.
I push Artie back onto the bed, then crawl up over him and straddle his lap. I gasp as I feel his hard cock pressing against me.
“Someone’s ready to go,” I tease, reaching down and stroking his cock so that he’s even harder and bigger. I stroke his perfect shaft, smiling at how it bounces and strains in my hands, desperate to sink into my wet pussy.
“The feeling is mutual, my darling wife and mother of my children. Oh, fuck, you feel so good,” he gasps as I slide my pussy down his cock, then start rocking back and forth, hard and fast.
There are times when I want to make slow love with my husband. But right now? Right now is not one of those times. My body already feels like it’s ready to explode. Emotions and sensations are amped up high in my body and I need a fast release.
Artie grabs my tits as they sway over his face, guiding them in turn to his mouth and sucking on them with a hunger that surprises me.
“I’m going to be jealous of our babies when they’re sucking on your tits.” Artie pounds his cock up into my pussy as he flicks his tongue roughly against my nipple and I collapse against him.
“Fuck me, baby. I need you, too. I need to come so bad!”
A primal groan comes out of Artie’s mouth, and then he’s grabbing my ass and holding me in place as he thrusts up into my pussy hard and fast, hitting my g-spot over and over and over and over again, making me see stars as my body starts convulsing and grabbing at his cock and then I’m coming and screaming and Artie is holding me tight and his body is bucking up against mine while I grind down on him as my pussy gushes over his cock and then he’s grunting has he slams up into me and comes deep inside my pussy.
I roll off Artie and curl up with him, and he wraps his arms around me. I feel so protected and loved, that my heart is ready to burst with how happy he makes me feel.
“You’re going to be a great mother.” Artie smooths my hair on my head, wiping the sweat from my face.
“And you’re going to be a wonderful father.”
“I love you so much. I’m so glad we did this, with Archie,” Artie says, his voice trembling with emotion. “I don’t care if I’m the father or if he is or if we both are. We have our family and nothing can ever tear us apart.”
I smile at Artie and give him a lingering kiss. Thing is, I’m dying to know who the father is of my babies! I have a fantasy that they each fathered one child. But, we agreed a while ago that we weren’t going to have that test. It doesn’t stop me from wondering, though.
“Who’s your daddy?” Artie asks playfully, resting one hand protectively on my stomach and the other one on my right boob.
“You’re the daddy,” I give my husband a deep kiss, then reach down and grab his cock. “Thank you, baby, for giving me the two best babies in the world. Are you ready for more?”
~~




PRIVATE BEACH

I’m such a bad wife.
But there’s been this hot as fuck black man around the beach today and I literally cannot take my eyes off him.
“You know, if you keep staring at him like that, he’s going to come over and make a pass at you.”
I turn my head and see my husband grinning at me. Joe’s taking a swig from our thermos of sangria, his eyes moving between me and the hunky black man I’ve been ogling all afternoon.
I mean, the man is built like a linebacker. Part of why I’m staring is that I can’t figure out a guy who looks like that is hanging out on this tiny stretch of beach. This part of the beach is more crowded than it normally is…but this man would stand out on any beach anywhere. He looks like a fucking movie star.
“Why do you think he’s even here?” I ask, accepting the thermos and taking a refreshing swig of the cold, fruity sangria. “Why’s he talking to the lifeguard?”
“Didn’t you hear? Some kids drowned a few weeks ago. Stupid thing – they were drunk during the day and no one that was out here did anything or paid attention when they went out in the water. At least for the near future, the beach has a lifeguard.”
“Hm. That’s too bad about the kids. Not a bad thing about the lifeguard, though.” I adjust my sunglasses and stare at the lifeguard again. He’s almost as hot as the guy I’ve been watching. “Still doesn’t answer my question about the beefcake, though.”
“Go talk to him.”
“Oh, stop,” I joke.
This is a long-running joke between us. Joe insists that he wants an open relationship, primarily for me to sleep with other men. I think he’s full of it. Our sex life is fabulous and I’m perfectly happy with him, so why would I even consider sleeping with another man? Though I must admit that me ogling men like the black man I’ve been fixated on, and then talking about it when we’re in bed, has certainly spiced up our sex life over the years.
“One day, my dear Daisy, you’ll take me up on my offer. And then you’ll wonder why you waited so long to do so. You’re a gorgeous woman and you could have any man that you want.”
“And I want you, you big lug.” I reach out and put my hand on his thigh.
I go along with the joke, but sometimes I wonder if he’s really serious. I’ve always assumed it was just teasing, like a way to spice up our sex life. Because we’ve done that. Imagine I’m the guy you saw at the baseball game tonight. How would you fuck him? And to be honest, it’s always been hot.
My nipples clench tightly and a surge of desire runs through my body. I blink my eyes rapidly, trying to think of anything but the hunky bodyguard.
But my eyes keep straying to him.
“I’m going in for a dip. Back in a bit,” I say to Joe, getting up and then heading toward the shore line.
I swim out into the mostly calm water, then flip onto my back and float. The burn of the sun on my face feels wonderful in contrast to the slightly cool temperature of the water.
Remembering I didn’t put on waterproof sunblock, I reluctantly start swimming back to shore. With red hair, I burn easily and sometimes badly.
I walk across the hot sand, feeling rivulets of sea water dripping off my body. I shield my eyes as I make my way across the beach and back to the chairs and umbrella that Joe and I have rented.
“That wasn’t long. Are there jellyfish out there?” Joe asks, handing me a fresh, cool cup of sangria.
“No. I realized I forgot to put on more sunblock.”
“Oh, right. I’ll help you.”
Gratefully, I lay down on my stomach on my lounge chair and close my eyes as Joe works the sunblock into my skin. He trails his fingers under the edge of my pink bikini, teasingly tickling the side of my breasts and then the top of my ass.
“That feels really nice,” I say, the heat from the sun making me feel relaxed and lazy. “But you better watch out – this isn’t really the place to get me all horny…”
“We could always pretend to be teenagers and try to find a quiet spot by one of the sand dunes.”
I prop myself up and look at Joe as I laugh. But my laugh is cut short by some teenagers running by and kicking up sand into my face.
“Godammit!” I yell, gently trying to remove the sand from my face. With a fresh layer of sunscreen on, the sand is sticking to my face in a gritty layer. “Fucking kids.”
“Are you ok, Daisy?”
“I will be. I’m going to go and wash my face. I’ll be back in a bit.”
Fuming, I slip on my flip flops and make my way through the mass of beach towels and beach umbrellas, toward the snack bar and the restrooms.
“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” I swear as my hair falls down into the water fountain I’m using to rinse my face. One whiff of the bathroom had me leaving faster than I entered.
“Let me help you,” a deep voice says, delicately grabbing my hair and holding it up.
I run the water and use my free hand to splash warm water on my face and wash away the last of the sand.
“Thank you.”
When I turn around, my mouth falls open as I realize that the man I’ve been staring at all day is the one that just held my hair. My eyes drop to his body and I bite my lip as I take in just how powerfully built and muscular he is. His muscles are glistening from either swimming or suntan oil, and a powerful urge to run my hands over his body seizes me.
Looking back up at his face, he has an amused smile on his full lips.
“Like what you see?”
“I…uh, yeah. But I’m married!” I blurt out, instantly feeling like an absolute idiot.
“I wondered. I’ve seen you today, watching me.”
A blush burns my cheeks and for once in my life I’m rendered speechless.
“I’m Silas. Silas Groves,” he says, extending his hand toward me.
I automatically reach to shake his hand, then I freeze.
“Wait. No way. The Silas Groves?!”
Silas Groves is only the starting quarterback for the football team. I’ve watched plenty of games with Joe, but it’s a lot different to see a football player in their uniform and equipment than it is to see him in front of me wearing nothing but a pair of ripped denim shorts and a pair of flip flops.
“The one and the same.”
“What are you doing on a beach like this? I mean, I don’t mean to be rude, but…”
Silas laughs again, still holding my hand. His hand is like a big paw covering mine. The strength of his grip makes me weak. What would it feel like to have those hands touching my body? Exploring the parts of me covered up by my bikini?
I’m such a bad wife.
“Actually, I own a house further down the beach, around the curve.” Silas raises his arm and points and I’m transfixed by how his big muscles glide underneath his skin. Everything about him is strength and beauty. I haven’t been so wet and turned on in ages…
Envy rises up in me. “Oh, God. I’d do anything for a private beach.” Before I realize what I’m doing, I’m complaining about the kids and sand in my face. “It’d just be nice to be on a quiet beach. I don’t know why you’d ever leave it!”
Silas takes my hand and strokes my palm, his fingers tugging me closer to him.
I want to fuck him so bad!
“Well, normally I do not come to this part of the beach, for the reasons you’ve mentioned. But my homie is working as lifeguard until the Parks Department can get someone else out here. Besides,” Silas pauses, staring deep into my eyes as his hands move from my hand to my waist, “now I’ve had the privilege of meeting you. Would you like to join me on my beach?”
I take a step closer to him, my lust and carnal instincts taking over. He smells like salt water and sweat, and I want to lick and suck every inch of him.
“What about my husband?”
“Bring him. I’ll invite my homie and we can have a party. Would you like to party?”
“Yes. Yes, I would.”
“Good. Meet me by the lifeguard stand in ten minutes.”
I hurry back to Joe, my body aching to be fucked. My pussy is so wet, I keep wondering if my juices are going to start dripping down my leg.
“What was that back there?” Joe asks before I’ve even sat down. His eyes are following Silas.
“We’ve been invited to a private beach. Silas is inviting the lifeguard, too.”
I’m not even looking at Joe, just packing everything up.
“Did he make a pass at you?”
“Yeah, he did. You know how you’ve been wanting to watch me with someone else?” I lean close to Joe and give him a quick kiss, then whisper in his ear. “I want to fuck him and he wants to fuck me. I want you to watch. My pussy is soaked, just from talking to him for three minutes.”
Joe grins and it’s the happiest I’ve seen him in months. “Are you serious?”
“Ten-thousand percent. Pack your stuff up. We’re meeting him and the lifeguard in a few minutes.” I look around to make sure I have all my things.
“Don’t have to ask me twice!” Joe throws his things and the thermos into a duffel bag, and then stands up. He’s already half-hard now.
“Better put on a t-shirt,” I say, staring at his boner.
We walk across the beach and I can barely contain my excitement. I keep remembering the strength of Silas’s touch and the burning desire I have to feel his hands on my naked body.
But part of me still doesn’t believe that I’m actually going to do this! I know I’m being swept away in a lustful moment, but there’s just something about how everything is coming together today. Joe is already over the moon and he doesn’t even know yet who Silas really is.
“Hey.” I wait for Joe to stop and wait with me.
“Babe, what’s up?” Joe shields his eyes from the sun.
“You’re sure about this, right? I mean really sure.”
I don’t want Joe to back out, but I have to know that he’s really, really down with this. It’s one thing for him to joke and talk about this during sex, but I need to know he’s going to be okay with the reality that I’m about to fuck a man that isn’t him. It’s not the kind of thing normal married people do!
Joe’s face falls and he looks so disappointed. “You’re trying to back out, aren’t you?”
“Joe, honey, no. I just need to make sure that you’re okay with this. This is kind of a big deal!”
“Daisy, I’m so down with this, you can’t even imagine. This is such a dream of mine. I love that you’re doing this for me. It’s going to be fucking stupendous!”
“Did someone say something about stupendous fucking?”
The rich sound of Silas’ voice just makes me even wetter. God I hope he eats my pussy out! I’d love to see his dark head working between my legs.
“Oh shit! Daisy! You didn’t tell me it was Silas motherfucking Groves!” Joe gushes like a fanboy, dropping his bag in the sand and pumping Silas’ hand. Silas laughs and humors him, though he starts moving us along when people really start taking a good luck at us and him.
“Man, yeah. It’s me. But let’s move along before the whole beach realizes and gets all up in my space. I like my fans, but I need days off from all that.”
“I suppose so,” Joe says, grabbing his bag from the sand and following Silas and me.
Silas drapes his arm over my shoulders and pulls me close to him. The scent of his body is like an aphrodisiac!
We walk along the beach and I can feel the eyes of people watching us.
“Jamaal, my man.”
Jamaal is the lifeguard in his body is almost as perfect as Silas’s. They do a complicated handshake and grin each other.
“Is this the one that you were telling me about,” Jamaal says, looking over at me. He’s not even hiding that he’s talking about me.
“Damn straight. She is totally down for a good time.” Silas reaches down and grabs my ass as he says this squeezing hard and curling his finger under my ass and fingering my wet pussy.
“You want good time, huh?” Jamaal says to me is slow look from my head down to my toes. As he looks at my body, he stares long at my hips and my pussy, and then also at my boobs.
“Yeah,” I say, giving him a big smile. “I’m definitely ready to party.”
“That is exactly what we like to hear, isn’t that right Jamaal?”
“You know I never say no say when a ho wants to give away.”
I bristle at being call a ho, but I guess it’s true.
“Do you have something to drink?” I say looking at these two stunning black men and wondering what it might be like to party with both of them. I’ve never slept with two men at once, but I’m thinking today might be a good time to pop that cherry.
“Yo, I’ll give you something to put in your mouth.” Jamaal says, grabbing his cock and shaking it. I take a good look at it through his swim trunks, and it looks massive.
Silas laughs and hits Jamaal on the arm. “Homie, we have all afternoon. Daisy, Joe, why don’t you two get settled on the beach and I’ll go get some beer.”
“Dude, sounds good.” Joe grants as we turn and walk toward some beach chairs and umbrellas.
This part of the beach is magnificent. It is completely empty for as far as we can see. It’s so nice to be somewhere quiet and private, after the noisy beach we just left. If I had a beach like this I would be out here sunbathing naked all the time. Ain’t no way I’d have tan lines.
“You sure you’re okay with this,” Joe asks once we’re alone. “I didn’t expect there to be two guys.”
“Me, neither,” I say, adjusting an umbrella over my center. “But I’m okay with its, honestly. You know that ménage is not something I’ve ever done before, but I’m game. Are you okay watching that?”
Joe pauses a moment as he strips off his shirt. “Oh, hell yeah. I think it is going to be so fucking hot to watch you take two men.”
“Thank you so much for this, babe. I am going to think you are the most spectacular way after we’re home.” I give Joe is huge smile and wink. I really can’t imagine how I got so lucky to have such an awesome husband would even consider letting me do something like this. I mean, most of my girlfriends, their husbands wouldn’t be open to even talking about something like this.
“I just want you to be happy, Daisy. And this is going to be hot for me, too. I can’t wait to watch two black men fuck you silly.”
It makes me giggle to hear Joe talk like this.
“Hey,” I say, handing Joe a bottle of sunblock. “Could you rub some lotion on my back?”
“Oh, no. I’ll do that.” I hear Silas say behind me. “Yo homie, here’s a beer.”
Silas grabs the sunblock and squeezes some of its over my back. His big hands massaging sunblock into my skin, his fingers hooking under the bottom of my bikini by my ass. His big, strong hands feel amazing on my skin and I shudder at how big the rest of him must be.
“Turn over. I’m going to oil those fine titties of yours.” Silas orders.
I immediately comply. His hands on my nipples makes them so stiff it hurts. But the feel of Silas’ thick, strong fingers on my boobs makes me instantly wet and super horny, and I can’t help but squirm as he massages my boobs.
“I think we need to put some lotion a little bit lower, don’t you?” Silas says his hands moving across my stomach and towards my aching pussy. He slips a finger under the edge of my pink bikini bottom and a deep shiver surges through my body. When he slides his fingers between my soaking wet folds I groan and push against his fingers to try and get him deeper inside of me. He hooks his finger inside me, teasing me and roughly stroking my g-spot.
I am so fucking horny.
“I think that swimsuit just needs to come off entirely,” Jamaal says, walking over and standing above me.
I can see the outline of Jamaal’s cock through his swim trunks, and he is so fucking huge. I reach out my hand and rub Silas’s cock through his shorts, and then I swear again.
“Oh my God!” I keep running my hand over his cock, amazed at how huge it is. I don’t think I’ve even seen a picture of a cock as large as his. I have no idea how I’m going to fit him or Jamaal inside of me, one at a time, much less both at the same time. But I want to try and see if I can!
“Get on your knees, ho,” Jamaal says.
I move up to my knees, then look up at Silas and Jamaal standing right in front of my face. They both drop their shorts and kick them away, and then I have two massive, glorious black cocks pointing straight at my face.
Jamaal grabs my head and pushes his cock in my mouth. I choke a little and struggle to fit him in my mouth. My tongue slides over his cock as I bob my head, trying to take him deeper.
“Now don’t ignore your host…” I hear Silas say, his voice amused but carrying a warning.
“Fuck man,” Jamaal says, his massive black cock sliding out of my mouth.
I wipe the spit that drips from my mouth, then turn my head to Silas. His cock is so dark, it’s nearly pure black, and it’s hard as fucking steel.
“We are sharing this pussy. You know that.”
I close my eyes and work my head over Silas’s enormous cock. I can already taste his pre-cum tickling my throat. He thrusts into my mouth and his cock bumps against the back of my throat and I cough and choke, but I keep licking and sucking. I love the taste of him and how his cock fills up my mouth and throat so completely. I’ve never had this much cock in my mouth before.
When I open my eyes and look up, Silas is smiling as he watches me. I see Jamaal out of the corner of my eye, and I grab his cock with one of my hands and pump him while I keep sucking on Silas’s cock.
“Look how eager she is,” Silas says, stroking my hair and pushing my head further down his thick cock. I choke and gag because he fills up my mouth so much.
With Silas’s cock in my mouth, I squirm because my pussy is desperate to be fucked. I can feel that I am soaking wet and I’m definitely ready to go. And even though the idea of taking Silas and Jamaal at the same time scares me, I am so ready to do it.
“Ho, take off that bikini.” Jamaal’s voice is thick and demanding. Silas slides his cock out of my mouth and I gasp for air. I hook my thumbs into my bikini bottom and shimmy as I slide it down to my knees.
“Bend over and put your hands in the sand,” Jamaal says, moving behind me.
I do as I’m told and Silas comes and sits in front of me.
“You’re not finished sucking my dick.”
I smile at Silas, and then wrap my mouth around his thick cock again. I can taste pre-cum, as I massage his cock with my tongue swirling it around and teasing him. The sound of Silas groaning as I blow him makes me even hotter and wetter.
I feel Jamaal’s hands behind me and he spreads my legs open. With my mouth completely filled with Silas’s cock, I groan all over his cock when I feel Jamaal’s tongue licking and sucking my pussy hard. There is no gentleness, it’s just hard sucking and immediately. And it feels amazing.
I grind onto Jamaal’s tongue, my body on fire with how good he’s making me feel.
“Ho is ready to go!” Jamaal calls out, slapping my ass. My pussy immediately misses his tongue.
Jamaal runs his fingers through my soaking, hungry pussy and then I feel his big cock bumping pressing against me. I push down on the tip of his cock, eager to have him inside me. I know it’s going to hurt, but I want it so bad.
But Jamaal just teases me, sliding his cock through my pussy juice, but not sliding into me like I really want him to do. He slides his fingers through my wet pussy again, and then trails them up between my ass cheeks, and then hooks one of his fingers into my ass. I buck against that, because that is really not what I was expecting. But it feels good.
I’m working my mouth faster on Silas is thick, expecting that he’s going to explode in my mouth and down my throat at any second.
Silas roughly pulls my hair and suddenly my mouth is off his big thick dick.
“What?” I gasp, desperately inhaling fresh air. “Was something wrong?”
Silas laughs and it’s a booming sound.
“No. You actually give a fucking fantastic blowjob. I want you to ride my dick and I want to feel you squirm and come as I fill your tight little pussy with my ass dick.”
Oh my God. What have I gotten into? It’s dawning on me that why I think I can handle one of their cocks inside of me, that I’m about to have both of their cocks inside of me and I have no idea how they’re going to fit. I am so not going to be able to walk tomorrow.
Silas sits on the towel in front of me and then reaches out and roughly starts massaging my tits, his thumbs roughly teasing my nipples, which are hard as fucking rocks and just aching because this all feels so fucking amazing.
“Come here and sit on my dick,” Silas orders, holding his dick up. It’s as hard and tall is a fucking flagpole and somehow, I’m going to get that all inside of me. I shiver at how good it’s going to feel and how much it is going to hurt, too.
I crawl over to Silas; my pussy is so ready for this. He grabs hold of my hips and pushes me down onto his dick. He slides around like Jamaal did, but instead of teasing me, he pounds up into my pussy.
“Holy shit,” I scream, wiggling my hips as he plows into my pussy. My pussy is so tight around his cock, that it hurts to have him inside of me and I know he’s not even that deep in me yet. I work my hips and try to take him a little deeper with each thrust, but it’s really hard because he’s so huge.
I’m screaming so loud, I bet the people on the public beach can hear me.
“Yeah, that’s right. Bounce that little white pussy of yours of my big black dick.” Silas says, slapping my ass hard.
The slap stings my ass, but it feels really good. I work harder to take more of Silas’s dick inside of me. I can feel myself stretching out, and every thrust inside of me makes my body quiver and it feels really fucking good.
“Yo, this ho has a fine ass.” Jamaal spanks my ass and massages at, once again teasing my asshole with his fingers. I gasp and trying to wiggle away from him, because I don’t know how much more I can take inside of me.
Jamaal laughs, and I can hear a bit of villainy in his voice. “Don’t even try and get away from me, ho. I’m going to fuck you up that stank hole of yours.”
Oh, fuck. What have I gotten myself into? Or rather, what am I getting into myself?
Silas pulls me down to him, and pulls one of my tits into his mouth and sucks really hard, his tongue flicking my nipple. My body is overwhelmed with pleasure already, and I moan loudly as Silas works over my body. I feel Jamaal hover over me, and then his cock is pushing at my ass, demanding to be let in. My ass instinctively clenches.
Jamaal smears suntan oil over my ass, and then the thick head of his cock is pushing into me slowly, but hard. When he starts pushing into me, it makes my pussy feel tighter around Silas’s cock.
“Oh, fuck!” I scream, taking all of Silas inside of my pussy, while Jamaal starts pumping into my ass. Every time I move my hips up from Silas’s cock, Jamaal plunges deeper into my ass, claiming it as his own.
“You like that, ho?” Jamaal groans and slaps my ass. Each thrust of his cock is going deeper into my ass.
I moan in response, unable to form any words or sentences with my mouth. I give myself over completely to Silas and Jamaal, letting them work my body over. I move as they direct me, Silas holding me down over his chest, his mouth alternating between my tits and my neck. And Jamaal riding my back and my ass like he owns me. Jamaal’s hands are tight on my hips, keeping me from squirming away from his big massive cock.
“I’m going to fill your tight white pussy with my black seed,” Silas grunts, thrusting his cock higher up into me. I’ve never had a man this deep inside of my pussy, or inside of my ass for that matter. My body is electrified with sexual pleasure. “Ride my cock hard, bitch.”
I bounce my hips on Silas’s cock, as much as I can. I can’t move that much because of Jamaal pounding into my ass. Silas his body quakes beneath mine and he wraps his mouth around my tit, sucking my nipple so hard it makes me scream even louder. He comes so hard and then his body quiets beneath mine.
“You finish her off, man,” Silas says, pushing me up off of his body.
Jamaal pulls me up so that I’m sitting upright and on his cock. Silas moves away from us and Jamaal holds me tightly against his stomach and his chest, his mouth panting on the back of my neck. His mouth falls on my neck and he sucks hard. One of his hands grabs my tits and the other one slides down into my pussy and starts fingering my clit forcefully. His cock is inside my ass, but I love feeling used like this. And it’s hot that I know that Joe is watching all of this.
My orgasm comes out of nowhere and I come harder than I’ve ever come before in my life. This is the whole next level of orgasm. Every nerve ending in my body is tingling and lit up.
“That’s right, hello. Ride your stank hole on my black cock.” Jamaal thrusts his cock deeper inside of me and doesn’t withdraw. He keeps fingering my clit, making my orgasm last even longer and feel more powerful than I ever could have imagined. And then Jamaal is behind me making sounds that I’ve never heard another human being make, and then he’s unloading his hot cum, deep up into my ass. When he finishes coming, he pushes me down onto the towel and slowly slides out of me. I can feel that my pussy and ass are both gaping open from Silas and Jamaal having fucked the living daylights out of me.
As I land on the towel, facedown, my body is splayed out. Silas and Jamaal have totally used my body, and it was so fucking worth it. I feel there, cum oozing out of my pussy and my ass, and it feels like I’ve been marked by both of them. And that is so fucking hot.
“Welcome to my private beach, enjoy your stay,” Silas says.
~~~




SWINGING WITH THE MALONES

“I’m not sure about tonight,” Milo tells me while I’m buttoning my blouse.
"What do you mean?" I ask, tucking my blouse into my skirt and checking my hair in the mirror and picking up my lipstick. "I thought you were looking forward to this. This was your and Russell's idea, wasn't it?"
"Yeah," he admits. "But the last time I saw Russell...it was weird."
"What do you mean?" I turn and look at myself in the mirror and spread lipstick across my lips. Perfect. Pretty outfit, but casual. It doesn't look like I spent half as much time figuring it out as I really did.
"Well... Now don't get upset, Charlene," Milo says, a mix of warning and wariness in his voice. He looks at me and cracks his knuckles, an old habit that he does he only when nervous.
"Darling, just spit it out. Did something happen?"
"No...not exactly."
"Then why would I be upset? Just tell me what it is."
"Well, when Russell and I were playing golf this week, he told me, that, well, he and Nicole, that they want to sleep with you."
"What?!"
"Now, I know we've talked about sleeping with other people before, but...I always assumed it would be with people we didn't already know."
It's true. We have talked about sleeping with other people or even me just sleeping with someone else while Milo watched. But honestly, I didn't think that Milo would ever seriously consider it, much less actually float the idea to me. It's not like our sex life is lacking, but I was a wild child before we married and sometimes Milo feels intimidated, like he's not enough man for me. Even after five years of marriage, he still doesn't quite get that even though I once was the town slut and slept with everyone – men and women – I’m happy being married to him and sleeping with only him. I chose him, but no matter how often I’ve told him this, I know that he still has some insecurity about how he measures up to my past.
And if I’m honest, sometimes I miss my wild days. Yet I wouldn’t give up being married, and being married to Milo in particular, for anything. He is the man of my dreams and I am truly, deeply happy to be married to him. I’ve always felt like I won a jackpot by ending up married to him. We have a great marriage.
I walk over to Milo and sit down on his lap. “What do you want to do, honey? Do you want to me to sleep with them? Do you want to watch?"
Milo doesn't know, but him watching me fuck someone else, regardless of whether I’m fucking one person or two or even more, is a fantasy of mine. I think he wants to see me fucked by someone else, but that he's been too shy to get up the nerve to actually ask me. But I'm pretty sure that if I volunteer, he'll clam up. So, I have to wait for him to think that it's his idea.
Milo hems and haws, not really saying anything. I can tell he's embarrassed, maybe even ashamed that he's even considering sharing his wife — and not just sharing his wife with one person, but with another couple!
"Yes," he says in a quiet voice, looking at the ground.
"Really?" I ask. I totally expected him to deny it, like he has in the past.
"Yes," he says, a little more confident now. He looks up at me, the question in his eyes. Am I okay with this? Do I want to do this? I think about Russell, a hunky African American, former college football player and Nicole, his petite and curvy blonde wife. Yeah, I’m definitely down for that – they’re one of the hottest couples I’ve ever met and I actually like them. It could be fun to do this with people we know, instead of gambling on someone or a couple that we don’t.
I kiss Milo, softly at first, then more deeply when I feel his body relax and react to my kiss. We make out passionately for a while, but I pull away before we get going too much.
"Yes," I say, looking Milo in the eye. "I'll do this for you."
A flash of excitement and happiness fills his eyes, and I smile back at him.
"I'll just change my outfit. To something more...appropriate," I say, smiling and winking at Milo.
I strip off my skirt and blouse, and then stand in front of my closet. The black stretchy dress? No, too obvious. The blue dress? No, that's one of Milo's favorites and I want to keep that special for him. The red dress.
I step into my red dress. It's more of a sundress, but it has a sweet little peekaboo cutout in the front and it drapes over my full breasts gorgeously.
"You look so hot, Char," Milo says, looking at me appreciatively. He knows this is one of my Special Date dresses.
"You're sure about tonight, right?" I ask. I don't want any unwelcome surprises later tonight or afterwards. I need him to be one-thousand percent sure he wants this. I know from experience that a guy may want to see you fuck his friend, but when you actually do, something changes in his mind and your relationship is never the same. I experienced that in college.
"Absolutely!" He says, and I can see that he's both relieved at admitting this fantasy of his and excited about what he's going to see tonight. I'm thrilled that I can do this for him and that he's letting me live my own fantasy, even if he doesn't know it.
We grab a bottle of wine and get into the car. After we're on the street, I reach over and put my hand on his shoulder. He glances over at me, then starts driving with one hand, and grabs mine and holds it tightly. It's really sweet. We used to drive like this all the time, holding hands while he drives. Though I'm not sure when we stopped. It already feels like we're rediscovering some kind of intimacy — and all we've done is agree for me to fuck a couple we know.
When Milo parks, I can see nervousness cross his face again. I lean over and kiss him, long and lingering, and I can feel his body start to relax a little.
“It’s going to be a good night,” I say, stroking his hair and looking him in the eyes. “And if you change your mind, just say the word and we will leave. OK?”
“You really are amazing, Char, truly.”
“I want you to be happy,” I say, continuing to touch him. “I want us to be happy.”
“But still,” he says, “our marriage vows…”
“Honey,” I say. “Our marriage vows are whatever we want them to be.” Milo was raised in the church and even though we haven’t set foot in a church since we married, some things are still deeply ingrained in him.
“You said you want this and I want to give this experience to you. It doesn’t matter what anyone else says or thinks! We also don’t have to share this with anyone we don’t want to, so it’s not like everyone is going to be gossiping about us.”
“That’s true,” Milo says, cracking his knuckles. “It’s just…”
“I totally get it, Milo,” I say. “Some habits are hard to break.”
I kiss him again and get out of the car and walk up the path to the front door. It opens before we even raise a hand to knock.
“We wondered if you two were ever going to come in,” Nicole teases and pulls me into a hug. “We were watching you two, weren’t we Russell? Making out like two teenagers!”
Russell laughs and looks me up and down, shaking his head. “Well damn, with a dress and a body like that…” he says, appreciatively.
“Stop!” I say, joking and laughing. “I can’t help it that I love my husband so much I can’t get enough of him!”
“Char…” Milo says, but he’s smiling and there is love in his eyes.
“Hand me the bottle and I’ll go open it,” Russell says. Milo hands it to him and they head into the kitchen. Nicole gestures me into the living room.
“So how’ve you been? It feels like we haven’t properly caught up in ages!”
“I know, right?” I agree. “I don’t think I’ve seen you since that bonfire at the beach, over the holiday weekend.”
Nicole thinks a moment. “God, I think you’re right. That’s terrible!”
“I know! We’ve just been busy – Milo got a promotion at work and it just seems like everything has been coming at us at warp speed, you know?”
“Totally,” Nicole says. “That’s awesome about Milo! Russ didn’t mention that after he saw him this week. And you’re so right, when you don’t have kids, you think you’re going to have so much time on your hands, but then it still gets eaten up by so many other things! None of my girlfriends with kids seems to have any time to themselves anymore – it’s so hard just to meet for coffee, much less lunch or dinner! It feels like everything has to be scheduled weeks in advance. I can’t imagine what it’ll be like once Russ and I actually start a family!”
“God, I know,” I say and shudder. Honestly, I’d be happy if Milo and I never had children. I like the life we have now – just the two of us, being able to do what we want, when we want. Our only real commitments are our jobs and families. “It seems like having children would change everything – eat up our time, change the way we live. And honestly Nicole, I’m not sure I’m ready for that or if I even want that.”
Nicole nods her agreement, then glances over her shoulder and towards the kitchen, like she’s making sure we’re still alone. The guys are still in the kitchen and we can hear snatches of their conversation—they’re talking football draft picks and whether or not they want to go in with another friend and buy season tickets. It sometimes seems like everything is beer and sports with those two.
“Now, stop me if I’m out of line,” Nicole says quietly and leans in towards me, “but did Milo talk to you? Russ said he was going to talk to Milo, about something Russ and I have been talking about lately, but…I don’t know if he talked to you or if you’d be open to it?”
I wasn’t sure how this was all going to go and I’m glad Nicole is mentioning it now. She’s looking at me expectantly, her green eyes looking hopeful about what I’ll say.
“Actually,” I say, and I can feel a blush creeping up my cheeks, which feels surprising since I’m fully on board with this. “He did tell me.”
“Annnnd?” Nicole says, leaning even closer towards me. Her eyes are sparkling with excitement. “Don’t keep me in suspense!”
“Annnnd,” I echo, teasing her by making her wait just a few seconds longer. “And I said yes. I’d love to…have a private party with you and Russell.”
“What about Milo?”
“He wants to watch.”
Nicole jumps up and comes over and kisses me on the mouth. It’s not an open mouth kiss, but it’s a surprise and it makes my heart race a little. Her lips are soft and lush, and they remind me of one of the things I miss about sleeping with a woman. Women are soft and curvy—not necessarily more gentle in their actions, but the feel of their bodies is more gentle. And that’s a huge turn on for me!
Eventually, the guys join us in the living room.
Milo looks back and forth between Nicole and I, as he hands me a glass of wine.
"Thanks, honey," I say, leaning in and kissing him on the cheek.
"Did you..." he asks, turning to face me.
"Yes." I smile broadly. Milo has no idea how excited I am about this! And it's going to be special that I can share this with him, at least partially. It would be really hot if he joined in, but I suspect he won't.
I see Nicole say something quietly to Russell, and then Russell breaks out into a big grin, before slowly looking at me from head to toes. I can practically see him licking his lips and rubbing his hands together. If I'm honest, I'm more excited to sleep with Nicole, since it's been forever since I’ve been with a woman and I miss it. I really love Milo and am happy with him, but having sex with a woman is different.
We all chat for a while, the guys tell us about the idea of buying season passes for the local football team, and Nicole and I talking about our jobs. She is a PR consultant and lives what looks like a very exciting life — lots of product launches and parties and spending time with successful, gorgeous people. But I know from talking to her that the details can be a real grind.
"But the end? That's so totally worth it. It's great when everything comes together and a launch or a promo push is a success. I love being able to see the tangible results of my job!"
"And you are fabulous at it, babe!" Russell says, leaning in and giving her a long, lingering, intimate kiss.
I can feel Milo tense slightly, next to me on the couch, and I put my hand on his leg and squeeze.
"Oh don't mind us," Nicole eventually says, her cheeks flushed and her eyes bright. "Russ here is just a little excited for tonight is all."
"I am, too," I say, keeping my hand on Milo's leg. "Why don't we have dinner, so we can get to the dessert?"
"Don't have to ask me twice!" Russell says and laughs loudly.
We all file into the dining room and Nicole goes into the kitchen and brings out the serving dishes to the table. It’s always a joke about dinner here, since she doesn’t actually cook, but she uses a great meal service so it never tastes like delivery or take out, and it’s almost always better than most restaurant meals.
By the time we’re finished with our meal, the atmosphere is charged. Russell, Nicole, and I have all been making charged comments and laughing throughout dinner.
“This meat tastes amazing!”
“I want more of this!”
“This tastes so good, I could eat it all night long!”
“If you’re not going to finish that, I certainly will!”
“I can’t help myself! I just want more and more!”
A couple of times during dinner, I can’t help but giggle. It feels like we’re teenagers and about to break into someone’s parents’ liquor cabinet…but what we’re going to do is far more illicit than getting drunk while underage.
"Let's go into the living room...and have dessert there," Russell says, picking up his glass of wine and standing up.
Watching him stand, I take a long look at him. I've always thought he was attractive, though a bit bulky for my taste – I’ve always been attracted to thinner men, like Milo, who has the lean body of a marathon runner. Russell is attractive in a larger than life way, his dark skin a striking contrast to the paleness of Nicole and her naturally white-blonde hair. Now, with the promise of sex hanging in the air, I’m looking at Russell differently and finding him really compelling and attractive.
As Milo and I follow him into the living room, I watch how Russell moves. Even his clothes can’t hide the way his muscles flex and ripple as he walks. His body reeks of strength and masculinity. For someone so bulky and muscular, he moves with an easy grace, as if he’s fully aware of every part and movement of his body.
I sit in the middle of the couch, with Milo on my left. When Nicole returns from the kitchen, she places the dessert on the coffee table, and then sits on my right.
"I thought fresh fruit would be a nice, light dessert," she says, motioning to a large bowl of beautifully ripe strawberries. "I was out in the country earlier, for a client photo shoot, and there was just this darling little farmer's stand. These are the best strawberries I've had in years! So sweet and delicious!"
Nicole reaches her manicured hand towards the bowl and selects a large strawberry and places it between her lips. It's clearly a provocative move, her lips wrapped around the girth of the strawberry. Everyone is watching her and I feel something in me clench as I envision her lips on my body, lightly sucking and nibbling, tasting me.
She finishes the strawberry, after delicately nibbling around the top of the strawberry, right below its green leaves.
I can't wait to be between her lips, I think, shifting a little on the couch. I can already feel a warmth building between my legs.
I almost feel guilty, thinking about Nicole this way, with my husband right next to me. This is stirring up so many old memories and feelings, being with people that I know I'm on the verge of sleeping with. Group sex is nothing new to me, not in the slightest, but when I married Milo, I assumed that would be a thing of the past — a fond memory while I worked to build stronger and more meaningful memories with Milo. He is my husband. My partner. He is the one I chose to spend my life with. Never in a million years did I think Milo would say "Hey Charlene, want to sleep with our friends?"
"Don't mind if I do," Russell says, picking up a strawberry, ripping off the leaves, then popping the whole thing into his mouth.
"You're right, Nic, these are amazing!"
Nicole holds the bowl out for me and Milo, and we each take a strawberry.
Gently pulling the leaves back, I wrap my lips around the strawberry, much like Nicole did. I take a bite of half of the strawberry.
"Mmmpf," I say, holding my chin up. A dribble of strawberry juice trickles down my chin.
Nicole catches my hand as I raise it to wipe the juice away.
"Allow me," she says, lowering my hand and leaning in towards my face. She stretches her tongue out of her mouth and delicately licks the strawberry juice from my chin, before raising her mouth and giving me a gentle, exploratory kiss.
I lean into her kiss and shift my body so that I'm facing her. Her lips are soft and full, tasting of strawberries. I push my tongue deep into her mouth, exploring and teasing her tongue. A little moan escapes from Nicole and she wraps her hands around me jaw, holding me still as she starts returning my kiss, her tongue tangling with mine.
When our mouths part, I catch her eye and smile. Her pupils are slightly dilated and she looks almost predatory.
"That looked real nice," Russell says, shifting in his seat. Even though his pants are loose, I can see the tell-tale signs of tenting from having an erection.
On my left, Milo is sitting with his mouth open.
"You okay, honey?" I ask, leaning over and kissing him lightly.
"Yeah. That was..." he looks from me to Nicole to Russell and back to me again. "That was really, really hot!"
"Gotta agree with your husband there, Charlene," Russell says, a wide smile on his face.
"And I gotta agree with you, too," I say and a giggle escapes me. "Your wife is a good kisser."
"Why thank you," Nicole says, then starts running her hand gently on my arm, before moving it to my back. "You're welcome to continue..."
"Don't mind if I do," I say.
This time, I take control, lightly grabbing her hair and tilting her head back and lower than mine. I kiss her deeply and roughly, massaging her tongue. When she thrusts her tongue into my mouth, I wrap my lips around it and suck deeply, flicking the tip of her tongue with the tip of mine.
Nicole moans audibly and I can feel her body relax and start to fall towards mine. This makes me feel hotter and I keep at it, teasing her with my tongue. With my other hand, I reach for her waist and run my hand across her stomach and up towards her breasts. Like me, she's wearing a lightweight, low-cut dress. When I lower my mouth to her neck and nibble a line of kisses up to her ear, I slide my hand inside her dress, and cup her breast with my hand and squeeze.
"Fuck that's sexy," I hear Russell say. His voice is very enthusiastic.
I look over at Russell and extend my arm towards him, palm up in invitation.
"Nah. Not yet. I want to see you warm up my wifey," he says, leaning back in his hair, his legs splayed open.
I return my attention to Nicole, kissing her again while I play with her breasts.
"My turn," she says and twists her body away from me. "Lean back," she commands, and I do.
I look up at her when she straddles my lap and she looks down at me, her straight blonde hair falling down like a sheet between us and Milo.
Fuck she's hot! I think, looking up into her green eyes.
"Kiss me," I demand, then reach up and pull her head down to mine. Even though she's on top, I set the pace of the kiss – slow movement, slow movement, then take her whole tongue in my mouth and suck hard. She grinds onto my lap, making little mewling sounds, and I grab her ass with my free hand and pull her against me.
"I want to see what you have on under that dress," Russell's voice booms.
Nicole moves off my lap and we both stand up. I twirl around so my dress flares out a little. With my back to Russell and Nicole in front of me, I untie the knotted shoulder strap that is holding my dress up and peek over my shoulder at Russell.
"Damn you've got great tits!" Nicole exclaims when the front of my dress falls open in front of her.
I preen and stretch in front of her, enjoying her attention. Lowering my hands, I push down the top of her strapless dress down to her waist. Her breasts are small, like little tea cups.
"How gorgeous," I say, running my hands over her bare breasts. Her nipples are rigid and they strain against my hand, begging for attention. I've always preferred women with small breasts, probably because mine are so large and heavy. I keep touching her, playing with her breasts, running my hands over her stomach, then I kneel in front of her. Looking up at her, I run my hands over her taut stomach and narrow hips, then slide her dress over her hips and down her toned legs.
“You are stunning,” I say, truly meaning it. Nicole has a flawless body – all curves and toned muscles. Even though she’s petite, she’s soft. She is totally not one of those skinny trophy wives who has bones poking through their skin. Nicole’s body is…gentle. Her legs are smooth and modestly muscular, and the curve of her thighs leads up to hips swell invitingly and then taper into a tight waist.
Nicole leans forward slightly and shimmies out of the skimpy black lace thong she was wearing. I have to stop from pressing my face into her pussy. I can smell how turned on she is and it makes me even wetter and hotter with desire for her.
“Stand up,” she says and I do. She walks behind me and presses her body up against mine. We’re about the same height and I can feel the warmth of her pussy on my ass. Wrapping her arms around me, she says, “Honey, how about some music?”
“Anything you want,” Russell says, his voice thick and deep.
Soon, old school R&B is spilling out of the speakers, songs overflowing with lust and love and desire. Nicole and I move our bodies to the music and she runs her hands over my body.
“You are so pretty,” she whispers in my ear, running one of her hands from my stomach up to my breasts, “I can’t wait to taste you. I want to hear you scream and moan our names.”
Fuck that’s hot, I think, grinding my ass into her.
She starts playing with my breasts, her soft, small hands circling my breasts.
“Oh!” I call out, when she pinches my nipple.
“You like that?” She whispers in my ear.
“Oh, yes,” I say. Her touch is a bit rough, but I’ve always enjoyed a bit of rough sex.
“Good,” she replies, continuing to pinch my nipple. My body presses into her hand, wanting more, responding to her touch. Needing more of her touch.
When her hand snakes from my stomach and down into my panties, I nearly collapse in anticipation. She boldly plunges her fingers between my legs, dipping her fingers into my juices and massaging my clit roughly.
“Oh god,” I say, pressing hard onto her fingers and leaning my head back against her shoulder.
In time with the song, she holds me and slow-dances me between the two couches, so both of our husbands can see exactly what she’s doing to me and exactly the effect she’s having on me. I love the way her breasts feel, pressed against my back.
“What do you think, baby,” Nicole croons, both of her hands back on my breasts, massaging them and teasing my nipples. “Do you like her tits as much as I do?”
“They’re fantastic titties,” Russell says. “Bring her over here.”
Nicole takes her time dancing me over to Russell. His mouth is open slightly as he watches us, his eyes glued to my body and the ways she’s touching me.
Russell scoots to the edge of the couch and sits up straight, and grabs my hips and pulls me even closer to him, so that Nicole and I are standing between his spread legs.
“Taste her baby,” Nicole says, quickly dipping her fingers into my pussy, and then rubbing my juices on my nipples.
Russell latches onto one of my nipples and sucks it fiercely, his tongue poking and flicking against my nipple greedily. I can’t help buy lean into him. His mouth is hot against me and all I can think of is how I want both his and Nicole’s mouths on my body at the same time.
Nicole's hands are on my hips and she's grinding against me. A moan escapes my mouth and everything becomes more real in that moment. This is not a drunken episode that we'll all laughing about, embarrassed, tomorrow. This is real. And I can already feel my body and mind completely giving in to this, giving in to Russell and Nicole.
Spinning around, I kiss Nicole fiercely. Our breasts press together hard and I reach down and rub her stomach, her hips. Nicole presses her body closer to mine, responding to my touch. Russell has his hands on my ass, kneading and spreading my ass cheeks apart. He slaps my ass lightly, then kisses it while the slight sting of his slap warms my ass. A moan of happiness crosses my lips and I shove my ass back at him. Russell runs his hands over my hips and down my thighs, to my knees, before pushing my knees apart so that I'm more exposed to him.
Russell keeps his mouth on my ass as his hands move back up the inside of my thighs. His fingers are thick and long, and I gasp when he presses a finger inside me and starts moving it around, rubbing my g-spot and making my body hum.
As much as I can smell my own arousal, I can now smell hers stronger, too — it's a heady perfume, our scents mingling and scenting the air around us.
"Nic," Russell says, removing his finger from my pussy. "You know what I want to see. Our little Charlene here is hot and ready for you."
Nicole pushes away from me, a big smile on her face. Her hands don't leave my body as she moves me so the couch is directly behind me.
"Sit," she orders, and I do. Russell is on my side and he's staring at my body with undisguised lust and desire.
"Hey," I say, then lean in and kiss him. His mouth is huge on mine and his tongue fills my mouth. With his mouth on mine, I feel his hand on my knee, spreading it wide.
I pull away for a second and glance at Nicole, and see that she's kneeling in front of me, her tight body folded up compactly and neatly.
"Your pussy is so pretty!" She exclaims.
I can feel myself blushing under her stare. It's been a long time since someone other than my husband looked at my pussy like it was the most amazing thing they'd seen all year, and I can't deny how much it flatters me and makes me wetter.
"Come over, Russ baby. You've gotta see this!"
Russell stands up and moves behind her, then lets out a low whistle.
"Damn. That's even better than the view I had from behind!" He says, his hand on Nicole's head, stroking her pale hair.
As Nicole starts trailing a line of kisses up the inside of my thigh, I watch as Russell starts to undress. His body is magnificent! His chest is broad and muscular, with only a little hair on his chest, and his arms are incredibly muscular. When he slips off his pants and underwear, my eyes widen and my mouth falls open. Russell has the biggest dick I've ever seen in person — and he's not even fully hard yet! I can't wait to see what it feels like inside me!
Nicole's mouth reaches my pussy and I moan and fall back on the couch. Her tongue flicks and tastes me, circling my clit and making me crazy. She presses one of her fingers inside of me, but her fingers are just small enough to tease me and make me crazier. Her touch is also more delicate, even though it's still forceful.
When Nicole sucks my clit, I nearly cum right then. Her lips are so soft and her head fits so nicely between my legs. I look down at her and watch her licking and sucking, and I stroke her beautiful hair.
"That feels so good," I moan. "Just...fuck that feels good!"
My encouragement makes her suck harder and I can feel my orgasm building fast and strong. Nicole twists her finger inside me, stroking my g-spot and making me wild.
"Oh fuck!" I yell when she slides her finger from my pussy to my ass. She pushes the tip of her finger in and starts sucking my clit harder and harder. Each time my body twitches, I push myself deeper onto her finger, until her full finger is inside me. Even though she only moves it slightly in my ass, it's enough to send me over the edge.
And then my body comes alive and my orgasm is coursing through every millimeter of my body. I can feel the hair on my airs stand on end as my body bucks and twitches against Nicole's mouth, while her tongue flicks and licks my clit. She keeps sucking me, forcing me to cum powerfully.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," I cry out. My body tries to pull away from Nicole's mouth. The force of my orgasm is surprising me and I'm feeling tender and raw already--and that's just my body. I haven't forgotten that Milo is watching all of this and that knowledge makes this even more intense.
As my orgasm ebbs, Nicole's mouth because more gentle and she slides her finger out of my ass.
"What are you thinking?" Russell asks Milo. Through all this, Milo has barely said a word.
As Nicole stands up and moves next to me on the couch, leaning herself against my body and idly playing with my breasts and kissing my shoulder, I look over at Milo.
"I... That's one of the most fucking amazing things I've ever seen." He finally says. There is a mixture of desire and amazement in his eyes, one that I haven't seen in a while.
The sound of Russell's laugh fills the room.
"Man, you ain't seen nothin' yet."
Russell walks over to me, his mahogany dick in his hand and stands right in front of me.
“Suck me off,” he demands, simply and commandingly. It’s not a tone of voice you disagree with.
Nicole rubs my back and kisses my neck as I wrap a hand around Russell’s dick and push it into my mouth. I take as much of him as I can immediately, which doesn’t even seem to be half of his massive cock. I bounce my head up and down, trying to work more of him into my mouth.
"That's right, work it all in," Russell says, his hand pushing my head down on his cock. I'm doing my best to fight my gag reflex, which is so hard because he's so big — it feels like he’s feeling every millimeter of space in my mouth!
I pull my head back, to take a breath.
"Got any tips?" I ask Nicole, smiling and wiping my mouth.
"You seem to be doing just fine," she says, stroking my hair. "It's hot watching you blow Russell."
I lean over and give her a kiss, the taste of her mingling with the taste of Russell.
Returning my attention to Russell, I circle my tongue around the tip of his cock. It twitches and bounces, but I catch it with my mouth and starting bobbing my head. Taking more, then a little more, then even more... Russell is hard as a rock and it's difficult to take so much of him in my mouth. So I wrap my hand around him and work the base of his cock with my hand and work the head of his cock with my mouth.
"Fuck, she's good, Milo. You never told me Charlene hear could..." Russell pauses as he groans. His cock is thick and veiny, and I love the feel of it. It's so different from Milo and it's a novelty to be able to explore a new cock again!
"You want me to keep going?" I ask, looking up at Russell and quickly flicking my tongue over the tip of his cock, licking up droplets of pre-cum. "I want to feel you inside me."
"And I want to see you make Nic here cum," Russell says, his cock bouncing in front of my face.
"Me, too," I say, looking over at Nicole and running my hand up her leg. "Is there someplace more comfortable?" I ask.
Nicole stands and offers her hand out to me. I take it and she tugs on it, gesturing for me to stand.
"Let me show you our guest room," she smiles.
Our arms wrapped around each other's waist, she leads me through the house.
The guest room is amazing. It's large and has a king-size, four-poster bed, and it's covered in pillows. This bed is made for fucking.
"Lay down on the bed," I tell Nicole.
Once she's settled on the bed, I grab one of the pillows and say "up," then slide it under her ass.
I crawl up on the bed and straddle Nicole, grinding my pussy against hers. She smiles up at me and starts playing with her breasts.
"Allow me," I say, then lean down and start kissing them each in turn, avoiding the nipples.
"Stop teasing!" Nicole says, and it almost sounds like begging. I sit up a little and smile at her, then start rolling her nipples in my fingers, more gently than the pinching she did with me. Her back arches up and presses into my hands, her body clearly wanting more pressure.
I lean back over her and take one of her nipples in my mouth, and gently slide the tip of my tongue back and forth across her nipple, slowly.
"Oh Jesus," she says and I sit back on her, to stop her from moving around so much. "I want more!"
I lift my hips slightly and push one of my hands down between us, then curl my hand between her legs. I run my fingers up and down her pussy, sliding my fingers through her juices, and I feel her opening her legs wider — her body asking for more.
Lightly, I play with her clit while I suck one of her nipples. Nicole is gushing wet and my fingers slip and slide across and over her pussy. She's moving her hips against my hand and I alternate between playing with her pussy and playing with my own. I'm definitely ready for Russell to fuck me. My pussy is drenched again and I can feel it throbbing as much as I can feel Nicole's pussy throbbing against my fingers.
I press three fingers inside Nicole's pussy and she grinds down on them hard. Nicole clearly knows how to reach her own orgasm and she's not waiting for me.
"Now, now," I say, removing my sopping fingers from her pussy. "I want you to cum with my face in your luscious pussy, just like I did with you."
"Then stop teasing me!" She cries out. "I can't take how gentle you're being with me!"
I don't say anything in response, but I maneuver myself down so that I’m staring at her pussy.
Her pussy is beautiful and pink, very dainty and nearly bald. The only hair she has is a tiny little landing strip, though you can barely see it because her hair is so light.
I lick her pale landing strip and lower my mouth onto her pussy, licking her lips and circling my tongue around her clit, but carefully not touching it.
Looking up, I see Russell and Milo watching us. Milo still has a look of lust and incredulity on his face. I catch Russell's eye and wiggle my ass in invitation. I start licking and sucking at Nicole's clit, and she starts moaning loudly. She is definitely not quiet during sex!
I feel the heat from Russell's body before I actually feel his body, and all of my nerve endings light up. I want his cock deep in my pussy — and I don't care that's going to hurt, because no cock that big is an easy fit. I know it's going to feel like I'm being ripped open...and I can't wait!
Nicole's thin, soft thighs start clenching and contracting and I can feel that her orgasm is close. She's alternating between clutching at the sheets and pinching her nipples hard. Her eyes are closed and her head is thrown back, but I can see her biting her lip.
There's a sharp slap on my ass and then Russell impales me on his thick cock, pushing what feels like the entire length deep in my pussy. My pussy quivers and clenches around his cock.
"Don't stop!" Nicole pleads.
I move my hips against Russell, trying to get him to move. His cock is tight inside my pussy and I need some relief!
"The more you suck on my wife and make her cum, the more I will fuck you."
Nodding, I lower my head back to Nicole's delicious pussy and I start sucking and finger-fucking her, and she starts screaming. When Russell starts sliding in and out of me, I moan into Nicole's pussy. I'd give anything to stop for a moment just so I can relish how he feels thrusting in and out my wet pussy, but I don't want him to stop, so I don't stop sucking and licking Nicole's pussy.
When Nicole's pussy starts to clench and her hips start wiggling uncontrollably, I can tell she's on the verge of cumming, so I start sucking her clit hard and working her g-spot even more.
"Oh Jesus, fuck, oh Jesus," Nicole screams, pinching her nipples and pressing her pussy onto my face hard. She grabs my head and rides my tongue, as I keep sucking her clit as it throbs and pulses in my mouth.
"Good girl, Charlene," Russell grunts as he begins pounding my pussy so hard his balls are slapping against me. I grind my hips against him as much as I can. It still hurts when he pounds into my pussy, but he's also hitting my g-spot and it feels amazing.
When Nicole finishes riding out her orgasm, she opens her eyes and smiles at me, then scoots down so that she is below me. Russell's now rhythmically battering in and out of my pussy, hard and unrelenting. I can feel that I'm stretching out and it feels better and better the faster and more he fucks me.
Nicole looks up at me with her big green eyes and says, "Russ' cock is fucking amazing, isn't it?"
"It.." I lose my breath when Russell picks up the pace even more and I can feel another orgasm building inside me. I lower my head and start kissing Nicole and she reaches down and starts playing with my clit, and it drives me wild.
Before I realize what's happening, my second orgasm comes tearing through my body and I'm bucking and wiggling against Nicole's fingers and Russell's cock. I see a blinding flash of light and then there is only a feeling of pleasure and tingling sensation running through every atom of my body. My body feels electric enough to light up an entire city.
"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck," I repeat, as each shock of my orgasm opens up something deeper and deeper inside me. When I open my eyes and see Milo staring at me, his mouth open and an erection obviously pressing against his pants, it's like I start having a deeper, emotional orgasm. I push my pussy down on Russell's big black cock and I can feel myself cum all over him in a wet rush that leaves me panting and sweaty and weak.
"Holy fuck," I say, slowly working my hips over his cock. I know Russell's not finished yet and I want him to feel as good as Nicole and I feel. Russell slaps my ass and I relish the sharp sting of his hand marking my ass.
My pussy feels raw and tender, but I keep working myself over Russell's huge cock.
"Keep working it Charlene," Russell says, smacking my ass again, "keep working it on my dick. You have a fine, tight pussy. Milo, you are one lucky man, to get to enjoy this pussy all the time!"
I can hear Milo grunt in response.
"Hey baby," Nicole says. "What do you want? Do you want to keep fucking Nicole?"
I'm grunting now, from the force that Russell is pounding into my pussy. My breasts are swaying and my nipples are tight and hard from the friction of rubbing on Nicole's chest.
"Play with my boobs," I gasp to Nicole, and she does. She starts pinching my nipples tightly again and it feels like yet another layer inside me unwinds and opens up.
"Both of you, on your knees in front of me. I'm gonna cum all over your pretty faces."
When Russell pulls out of my pussy, it feels empty, like something vital is missing. My pussy throbs hard.
I fall onto the bed beside Nicole. As if sensing that my muscles are very weak, she helps me sit up and scoot to the edge of the bed.
We get on our knees, in front of Russell. His cock looks even more huge from this angle. I can't believe it all fit inside me!
Nicole reaches out and cups his balls, and then starts sucking on the tip of Russell's cock.
"That's right. Suck me, Nic. Suck it hard."
"Let me," I say, then lean in and start sucking his cock, too. Nicole and I take turns, occasionally pausing to kiss each other.
I open my mouth as wide as I can and Russell pushes my head down on his cock, this time forcing his entire cock into my mouth. My eyes water and I start to gag, but I try to wiggle my tongue against his cock.
"Suck it hard," Russell demands and I do my best. He releases my head and Nicole opens her mouth wide and takes all of him in in one smooth move. It's impressive. She plays with his tight balls with one hand and grabs his ass with her other, holding herself close on his cock.
Russell starts grunting and twitching, and he throws his head back and groans loud and deep.
Nicole takes her mouth of his cock and holds it, working it with her hand as he shakes and hot thick spurts of his cum hit Nicole's and my face and boobs. She opens her mouth and she pumps his cock to get more cum, and it coats her tongue. Nicole turns to me and kisses me, Russell's cum on her tongue and mixing with both of our spit. We kiss each other back and forth, slurping Russell's cum between our mouths.
"Stop," Russell says, and we stop kissing. I can feel cum and spit leaking out of my mouth and over my chin, and dripping onto my breasts. When I start to raise my hand to wipe it away, Russell says, "no, wait."
He walks out of the room briefly and returns with his cell phone.
"To remember this. And for Milo to remember what a dirty wifey Charlene is."
Russell quickly takes a picture, then taps his smartphone screen and sends it to Milo.
Throwing his phone onto the bed behind Nicole and I, Russell turns to Milo and says, "aren't you a kinky little voyeur? Sitting there and barely saying anything while me and my wife fucked your wife. You surprise me, man. I had no idea you had this in you."
Milo looks at Russell, but doesn't say anything. I can tell by the look on his face he's almost in a state of shock. I really hope he's okay with this, since he said he was. It's not clear what he was expecting, but this might have been more than what he envisioned. I can't wait to be alone with him, so we can talk about this and what we've shared.
“Let’s get cleaned up,” Nicole says, standing up and holding out a hand to me. I feel a little steadier, but my muscles are still weak.
She takes me into the bathroom and we lightly wash our faces and chests. After we’ve dried off, she grips me in a tight hug.
“Thank you so much for doing this! We’ve been attracted to you for so long, but we were scared to mention this, in case it frightened you off…”
“Nicole,” I say gently, “you know about my past, I’ve told you what I was like before I married Milo.”
“I know,” Nicole sighs, “but people change when they marry. You never know. And we really like the two of you – we didn’t want to mess that up.”
I smile. “Yeah, I understand.”
We go out and join our husbands. Russell has put a pair of shorts on, but is bare-chested while he talks to Milo. I can’t hear what they’re saying, but I see them both smile and do that handshake-slash-one-armed-hug thing men do.
Russell is moving and talking like he’s the king of the world and he’s just conquered new territory. It’s not entirely untrue… Milo looks dazed, though happy. He catches me watching him and his faces lights up like Times Square at night. Millions of megawatts of electricity and bright energy.
We walk towards each other and fall into each other’s arms and kiss passionately. There’s something new between us, a deeper kind of connection.
“Whoa, you two,” Nicole laughs happily. “Get a room!”
“Sorry,” I say and I can feel myself blush from my chest to my hairline. Fucking her and her husband, in front of my husband? No problem. Kissing my husband in front of her and her husband? I blush like a virgin schoolgirl caught experiencing her first, chaste kiss.
We all chit chat for a couple of minutes, though there is a touch of awkwardness in the air. Milo still hasn’t said much of anything, but I can tell he’s happy and definitely not upset. Milo and I can’t stop touching each other. I’m so turned on right now and I can tell he is, too. He’s standing behind me now, his arms wrapped around me and holding me tight against him, and I can feel his hard on pressing into my ass. And he is hard — harder than even Russell was, and that’s saying something! We are definitely fucking when we get home, regardless of how tender my pussy is after Nicole and Russell.
“Look,” I say, smiling at Nicole and Russell. “I need to get this one home and take him to bed.”
“Man, Milo,” Russell says, shaking his head and whistling. “You have one hot mama for a wife. You are a lucky, blessed man.”
Milo kisses my neck and says, “Yes. Yes I am.”
Once we’re in our car, we drive a few blocks in silence. My body is still tingling and my mind is racing. Is this something Milo wants to do again? How is it going to be the next time we see Nicole and Russell? Does Milo want to sleep with another woman? Do I want to watch that? Yes, I think I would like to watch Russell with another woman.
I’m so lost in my thoughts, I don’t even notice that Milo has pulled to the side of the freeway until he touches my arm and says my name.
“Sorry,” I say. “It’s just…”
“Yeah.”
I undo my seatbelt and turn in my seat so that I’m fully facing Milo.
“That was incredible,” I say, reaching out and touching his arm. “Thank you.”
“Thank you, too,” he says. “That was an incredible gift for me, too, you know. I wasn’t sure you would be up for that. But…wow. That just blew my mind!”
“I know, right?!” I say. He’s rubbing my hand with his and desire is coursing through my body again.
One second we’re sitting there, and the next we are drawn to each other like super-strength magnets and we’re kissing and touching each other with an intensity we haven’t experienced in a long time. Without even saying it, we tumble into the back seat and I’m thankful that we don’t have a small car.
I hike my dress up and straddle his lap and grasp his face in mine, kissing him passionately and grinding against his raging hard on. Milo starts kissing my neck and sucking my ear, making me moan loudly. I can’t get my body close enough to him.
I reach down and start pulling his shirt over his head. I do it so roughly that buttons pop off and the shirt starts to tear.
“Oh…” I say, pausing for a second.
“Fuck the shirt. I’ll buy a new one,” Milo says quickly, then reaches for the neckline of my dress, so he can untie it.
I laugh when I hear and feel the seam of my dress rip, too.
“Fuck the dress. I’ll buy a new one,” I say, and Milo smiles up at me with a smile so bright and happy, it could light up the world. He rips the dress some more and groans when my breasts are naked in front of him. He grabs one in one hand and latches his mouth onto the other, massaging my nipple with just the perfect pressure and flickering of his tongue.
“Pants off,” I gasp. I’m falling down towards another orgasm already. I still have the sweat and spit and cum of Russell and Nicole on my body, and Milo doesn’t care. He’s so turned on, he’s tasting them and he doesn’t care – and that is turning me on more than even sleeping with Nicole and Russell did.
I stop grinding against Milo long enough for him to slide his pants and boxers down to his knees and then I reach down and grab his steel-hard cock and slide myself down onto him.
“Oh fuck, Char,” Milo whimpers. There is a sound of deep desire and vulnerability in his voice. I kiss him deeply and start bucking my hips against him, riding him hard and fast. Years of experience of knowing how our bodies mesh together and how to hit all the right spots in both of us quickly has us both panting and crying out in minutes.
“Oh Char!” Milo moans into me. I wrap my arms around his neck and he grabs my ass tightly and spreads my ass cheeks apart, so he can plunge into me deeper. I hold him so tightly I’m worried about crushing his throat. I still can’t get my body as close to him as I want to. If I could, I’d crawl into his skin and fuck him from inside his body.
Milo sucks my neck again, in the spot he knows I love so much and my orgasm starts rising shockingly fast. My clit is throbbing so powerfully that I know my orgasm is going to be hard and painful.
“I love you, Char,” Milo says breathlessly, and that sends me over the edge.
“I love you, too,” I cry out.
“Oh fuck I’m cumming already. Cum with me! Cum with me!” Milo yells, holding my ass tighter.
“Me, too,” I moan and my body takes over, twitching and bucking over his vibrating cock. Milo is pushing up into me, hitting my clit at the same time he’s hitting my g-spot and then there is nothing but a blinding white light flashing in front of my eyes as I’m cumming and cumming and cumming.
“Ride it out, baby,” Milo is saying tenderly, “ride it out. Cum on me. I’m yours, now and forever.”
I whimper as the end of my orgasm pulls through my body. I haven’t cum this hard or intensely since our honeymoon. Milo holds me gently and kisses my collarbone lightly.
“Oh, baby,” Milo says and looks up into my face. “Are you okay?”
It isn’t until he reaches up and delicately wipes my cheek that I realize that I’m crying.
“I’m fine,” I say and smile at him. “It’s just… Tonight has been so intense. Just…everything.” I don’t know what words to use to explain how much and deeply I’m feeling everything right now. Nicole and Russell. Milo. Us.
Milo knows that I love him. Even though I’ve never told him, I’ve missed the element of discovery that comes from sleeping with new people. I would truly and honestly be happy to sleep with him exclusively for the rest of my life, but at the same time, tonight with Nicole and Russell has been an incredible, moving gift.
“I know.” Milo says, raising his face so he can kiss my tears away. His tenderness and the intimacy of this moment nearly does me in emotionally.
“Thank you so much, Milo. Nicole and Russell…they were amazing. But not as amazing as we are.”
“Thanks for that, Char,” Milo says, and I can see happiness and pride flash across his eyes.
“You will always be the one for me,” I say seriously. “Nothing will ever come between us.”
“Nothing?” Milo asks, playfully.
I smile slightly at that. “Well, how would you feel about bringing a woman home?”
“For me? Or for us?”
“Either.” I say and kiss him again. “This doesn’t have to be a one-way thing, you know.”
Milo smiles. “I’ll consider it. Honestly, watching you tonight was so thrilling. You’re all I need, but I wouldn’t mind watching you with others occasionally. Like a special treat thing?”
I know exactly what he means and my heart swells with so much love for him right now, I almost feel like crying from joy.
“Absolutely,” I say emotionally. “As long as we’re both happy, I’m totally game.”
“Me, too,” Milo says and hugs me tightly against his body. I wrap my arms around him and return his hug fiercely.
“Now let’s get home and see if we can sneak in without anyone seeing the state of our clothes,” Milo says and we both start giggling like teenagers.
We crawl back into the front of the car and try to arrange our clothes over our bodies so that we’re not half-naked for anyone to see. The whole way home, we hold hands and make out like teenagers whenever we hit a red light.
I never thought I could love him more than I already did, but I feel like I’m falling in love with my husband again, in a new and deeper way than I ever imagined. Our marriage is amazing and I feel unbelievably lucky to have found and fallen in love with Milo.
As we pull into our driveway, I lean over and kiss him long and slow.
“I love you, Milo.”
~~~




UNTAMED DESIRE

“I would totally fuck him!” I exclaimed, waving and spilling part of my drink. I was practically drooling over a hunk of a man at the bar. He wasn’t tall, but I’ve never liked my men tall. I like them my height and strong. The guy at the bar had ebony skin and muscle definition you could see from a mile away. He was laughing with some friends and, he just looked happy with himself and the world – two things I’m not right now.
“Whoa, tiger!” Lizzie said, taking my glass from my hand.
“More like whoa, cougar!” Priscilla said, before breaking out in loud laughter.
The guy at the bar was clearly in his twenties and it’s been over a decade since I was.
“Here we go,” Priya said, rolling her eyes. It always felt like Priya was the sensible one among us. Sometimes I felt sensible, but tonight? Tonight I didn’t want to feel sensible. I just…I just wanted to feel something again. It seemed like I hadn’t felt anything new, anything fun, or anything at all in months. It feels like middle age has snuck up on me…and it’s worse than I expected. Life feels dull. I feel dull. My marriage feels dull. I miss feeling things. How did my life get so dull??
“Is everything okay with you and Tim?” Lizzie asked me, once the laughter died down. Even though we’re in a crowded and noisy bar, people were watching us.
“Yes… No.” I’d only had a couple of glasses of wine! How could my mind be so muddled?! “I don’t know.” I miss pleasure. I miss laughing because I’m happy, and not just because I’m drunk or laughing at the expense of others.
“Uh oh.” Priscilla said, sucking down her drink and flagging the waiter. “And bring some water, too.”
But before the waiter brought a new round of drinks, I tipped my head back and drained my wine, and then boldly sashayed over to the guy at the bar and his friends. I wanted male attention and I was going to get it!
I’d gone over to the guy at the bar and his friends, and started flirting with all of them, especially the young guy, who I think said his name was Cassius.
“Like the boxer?” I’d asked.
Cass, as his friends called him, was impressed. “Not many women know the name. I’m impressed,” he’d said, then stepped closer and draped his arm over my shoulder. The gesture had felt possessive and intimate, and that was all it took for me to feel sexy and desirable for the first time in way, way too long. Unfortunately, I was also beyond being a little bit drunk. I threw myself at him badly, and in hindsight, very embarrassingly. Cass had been gracious about it, but when he saw my wedding ring, he withdrew as politely as he could, located my friends (who were obvious, because they were all staring at me in an obvious way) and took me back to them. Of course, leave it to me to throw myself at a gentleman, someone with ethics.
Still, those minutes with Cassius and his friends tapped something dormant in me. He had flirted back with me, before spotting my wedding ring, calling me pretty and sexy. It was obvious he found me desirable, despite my middle-aged body and my softer curves.
“Sweetie,” Priscilla says gently, after watching me walk back towards the table, tears in my eyes. She stands up and walks me to the bathroom, then locks the door so we can be alone.
Once she’s locked the door and we’re alone, I start bawling. Hot, messy tears stream down my face. I’m ugly crying and I don’t care that I’m going to look like a mess once we rejoin our friends.
Priscilla waits for me to calm down, and then gives me a damp paper towel so I can clean up my face.
“Marianne. What’s going on? Is everything okay with Tim? You weren’t clear earlier – you just took off and threw yourself at the guy.”
I take several deep breaths and try to calm myself down enough so that I can talk. When Julie took off earlier with a hot young stud of her own, I was so jealous. I miss that freedom and all the opportunities for discovery that happen when you’re young and single and not tied down. I miss going to a bar and going home with a stranger! Yes, I like being married and I love my family, but when did it get so dull and predictable?
“It’s gone.” I say simply. “The magic is gone.”
“Oh, sweetie,” Priscilla says, coming over and giving me a huge hug, which just sets me off into another stream of tears and sobbing. She rubs my back until I calm down again.
“Has he done something? Is he having an affair?”
I snort a laugh. “Hah. If only. At least then, I might think he was at least still interested in women.”
“What?” Priscilla exclaims.
“No, no. He hasn’t had some quote Life Change unquote and realized he’s gay. Not at all. It’s just,” I pause. It’s hard to say this. It’s like saying it out loud is admitting it and making it real, not just something I’ve been able to keep private. But I trust Priscilla with my life, with the lives of my children. It’s impossible for me to be dishonest with her, though I feel like I’ve already been dishonest by not sharing this with her.
“We haven’t had sex in over a year. It’s like he’s not interested. We just go about our lives. Are the children okay? Is the house maintained? It’s like we’re… like we’re advanced roommates. I haven’t even seen him naked in months. It’s all, ‘change clothes in the bathroom or when the other person isn’t in the room.’ It’s so fucking demoralizing.”
“God, that’s terrible. Have you tried talking to him about it?”
“Kinda. A couple of times. But he just shrugs it off or ‘suddenly’ becomes distracted by something that must be done right now.”
“Have you tried initiating sex? I know you’ve always preferred for him to do that.” Priscilla says, handing me some toilet paper so that I can blow my nose again.
“Yeah. But it never goes anywhere. Sometimes he’ll look at me like I’m doing something… cute or amusing, but definitely not doing something sexy. I feel like a failure at being able to seduce my own husband.” I sigh, feeling a fresh wave of tears coming on, but I bite my lip and steel myself. I don’t want to keep crying.
“Can he… you know…. Can he still get it up?” Priscilla asks cautiously.
I pause a moment and consider. “Um. I think so. I mean, it could explain things, though I thought we were close enough that he would have been able to talk to me about something like that. But no, I don’t know. It’s not like we’ve tried to have sex and something like that happened. You know,” I say, splashing some water on my face and wiping away the rest of my makeup, since it’s all smeared and splotchy now. “You know, we used to have a great sex life. I can’t remember the number of times I used to come into the office, blushing for being tired and being too tender to walk straight or sit for too long.”
That earns a small laugh and a bigger smile from Priscilla. For over a decade, we’ve worked in the same office, moving up through the ranks of admin assistants to management. She’s known me since before Tim and I were married, and she was one of my bridesmaids.
“Yeah, I remember those days, too. You were so happy then.”
I sigh, allowing myself a small smile at the memories of those days. “I don’t know what happened, when things changed. Was it having kids?”
Priscilla shrugs. For all of her wonderfulness, she’s never settled into a serious, long-term relationship and gotten married. She says she hasn’t found the right guy, though I question whether or not she’s really interested in marriage. She’s always been incredibly independent and I think the idea of opening herself up that deeply to another person and relying on someone in the way you have to in a marriage, that that terrifies her.
“Doesn’t everything calm down, especially after you have kids?” She asks, leaning against the wall by the sinks.
“Of course. But where we’re at? That’s not normal. I know other couples that still have amazing sex lives – even after having kids.”
“Look, we better get back out there. I’m surprised no one has broken down the door to get in here. Also, Priya is going to kill us,” I say, reaching in my purse for my makeup bag. I can at least try to fix my makeup and look presentable, even if my puffy pink eyes are a dead giveaway that I’ve been bawling.
Priscilla comes over to me and gives me a long, almost suffocating hug. “You know I have your back, right? Whatever you decide, whatever you need, I’m here for you.”
“Don’t make me cry again,” I joke and smile at her reflection in the mirror. But the truth is, the love I’m feeling from her is almost enough to make me start crying again. Even though she’s one of my closest friends and I love her to infinity, it doesn’t seem like we have deep, intimate conversations as much anymore. Though maybe that’s what’s happening with my marriage – we’ve lost some of that intimacy, or at least we’ve forgotten to maintain it, and we just focus on more superficial aspects of life.
“Jeez,” Priya says, putting down her phone and looking put out. “Could you have been any longer?”
I can’t see the look Priscilla gives Priya, but Priya immediately backs down and holds up her hands. “Sorry,” she says, and looks away.
“Where’s Lizzie,” I ask and look around.
Priya nods towards the bar. Priscilla and I turn, and there is Lizzie. She’s talking to a hunky guy, touching his arm, playing with her blonde hair, and pushing out her chest. The guy is a goner already. Lizzie is younger than the rest of us, still in her late twenties, and she views bars like a candy store and always chooses the tastiest looking morsel to take home with her.
“That woman is a force of nature,” I say, admiring her and feeling a wave of jealousy crash over me. I wish my body was as firm and young as hers, and that I hadn’t yet realized how tough marriage is and how easy it is for a marriage to turn stale.
“You alright, Marianne?” Priya asks. “You two were gone a while.”
“Eh. I suppose I will be. Everything is just tough right now,” I say.
“Do you want another drink?” Priya asks. “Or, they finally brought a couple of glasses of water.”
“Water’s good,” I say, reaching for the glass and downing half of it at once. Even though I had a couple of cocktails earlier, the buzz has definitely worn off and my mouth already feels a bit dry and murky.
A new conversation never gets off the ground after Priscilla and I return. Priya is a newer friend to us and sometimes it’s a bit awkward when things like this happen. Instead of trying to force a conversation about anything, we all sit back and watch Lizzie.
“It’s amazing to watch her,” Priya says.
“It is,” I agree. “Oh, look, she’s going in for the kill,” I say and laugh. It feels good to laugh.
Lizzie stands up and pushes the guy’s legs apart, then steps in and looks up at him. This is a signature more of hers, faking a submissive posture. It also makes the guy look down at her and also gives him an excellent view of her ample cleavage, which has seduced many men before. We see the guy look down at her cleavage, then reach out and pull her closer and whisper something in her ear. She giggles in response and touches his face.
“Annnd, she scores,” Priscilla says. “Did she leave anything here?” She asks and looks around.
“No,” Priya responds.
“Alrighty then. You two ready? I’m certainly ready to call it a night,” I say, tipping my glass back and sucking on an ice cube. As much as things are…uncertain…with Tim right now, I do want to get home. He’s still my husband and we still share a home and a family. Certainly we can work through everything.
Right?
“Nice night with the girls?” Tim asks as I come in, not really looking up from the book he’s reading.
“Yeah,” I say.
“The kids go to sleep okay?”
“Yeah, we had pizza and watched a movie. They’re easy to please,” he says, still looking at his book.
“Oh, that’s good,” I say, going over and giving him a peck on the cheek. Tim looks up surprised. His eyes widen when he sees my eyes.
“You okay? What happened?”
I wave my hand dismissively. “Just allergies.”
“Oh, okay,” he says, readily accepting my white lie.
“I’m going up to bed.”
“I’ll be up in a bit,” he says, but he’s already re-immersed himself in the book he’s reading, so I know he won’t be up before I’m asleep.
“Goodnight,” I say, then turn towards the stairs to our bedroom.
“Night,” he says, already distracted by his book.
I had more interaction with roommates when I was in college. I sigh and go up and get ready for bed.
In bed, I toss and turn. I thought I’d go right to sleep, but I’m still keyed up from the night. I think I’ve calmed down from my conversation from Priscilla, but what I really can’t get out of my mind is Cassius. Cass.
His voice was like a rough purr and I remember being transfixed by his tongue and mouth as he talked. Even then, I imagined what his broad lips would feel like kissing my neck, his lips and teeth around my nipples and tugging hard, his hands caressing my stomach and reaching down to part my legs, before kissing his way down to…you know, down to my pussy. It makes me blush just to even think that word!
Before I even really realize what I’m doing, I’ve pushed my hand into my panties and I’m plunging them into my wetness. My god! I haven’t been this wet in over a year! I start drawing circles over my clit and it makes me gasp. Little electric bolts are shooting through me, reminding me, giving me a taste, of the memory of sexual pleasure. But I can’t seem to make myself come, even though I should be able to do it quickly. I used to be able to make myself come quickly! Frustrated, I glance at the lower drawer of my bedside table, then at the door to the bedroom.
I’ve never masturbated in front of Tim, especially with my vibrator, but he’s reading his book, and he rarely comes to bed early when he’s deep in a book. I wish he was deep in me, instead, I think, opening the bottom drawer on my nightstand and reaching to the back for the little bullet vibrator I keep back there. Actually, I correct myself, letting myself slip into a fantasy, I wish it was that handsome black man I talked to!
Please let the batteries be charged!
I slide the bullet into my pussy and turn it on, letting it buzz against my g-spot. I gasp and bite my lip, as it expertly ignites my desire and starts rushing me towards an orgasm. My body feels like it’s expanding, unfurling after being dormant for so long. Pinching my nipple, I slide my other hand back into my panties and adjust the vibrator so that it’s working on my clit.
“Oh my god,” I mutter and bite my lip again. It’s taking everything in me to not groan loud enough for the neighbors to hear me!
I imagine that my vibrator is really Cassius’ mouth and tongue, flicking and licking and sucking at my clit. Right now, I would give anything to have him in my bed and his head between my legs. My orgasm crashes through my nerve endings, fast and hard and powerful. I grind on to the vibrator, making it pull more of an orgasm from me. I haven’t felt this in so long, that I want to make it last as long as I can.
Turning the dial to off, I smile as I reach for a tissue so I can wrap the vibrator up and shove it back in the nightstand drawer. I’ll clean it tomorrow. Now? Now I just want to curl up into a ball and enjoy the glow and happiness I feel, and drift off to sleep.
In the morning, my mood is so good, I’m practically whistling as I fix breakfast for my family.
“What’s gotten in to mom?” I hear my oldest, Jonas ask.
I don’t hear anything from Cindy, but I know she’s shrugging. She’s at the age that she pretends not to care about the rest of us, and sulks a lot. Tim is worried, but I know she’s just going through a phase. When it counts, she comes and talks to me, so I feel confident she’s on the right track and just being a normal tween girl.
“Can’t I just be in a good mood?” I ask, smiling. I slide pancakes onto everyone’s plates, then sit down and start eating ravenously.
I look up and Tim’s looking at me, the question written in his eyes. I haven’t felt this happy in ages and it’s obvious to my family. But there’s no way I can tell them – especially Tim – what is making me so happy. I love Tim, but I’m sure he would be upset to know how unhappy I’ve been and even more unhappy to learn that I threw myself at another man last night. Whether or not I would have actually done anything with Cassius? I honestly don’t know. But…how I wanted to!
Lingering over a second cup of coffee, I flip through a magazine. Tim has his book next to him, though I catch him sneaking glances up at me. After the kids have escaped the kitchen and are off hiding in their rooms, Tim closes his book and moves to the chair next to me.
“It’s nice to see you like this,” he says, rubbing his hand along my arm.
It’s like a five-alarm fire starts in my body. He hasn’t touched me like this in ages and this is the touch he always used to use to signal he wanted to have sex. It was one of our private signals and something he would do in public sometimes, just to see me turn flustered and turned on.
“I feel good,” I say, turning to him and reaching out and touching him, too. God, how long has it been since we touched each other, just for the kindness or pleasure of it?
“Do you…” he asks and glances towards upstairs.
“Yes!” I say, giggling. The idea of being with Tim, with Tim showing interest in me and initiating sex? It’s heady!
We head upstairs, Tim walking behind me and grabbing my ass. I look over my shoulder back at him, covering my mouth and giggling.
Oh my god. Is this really happening? I can’t believe it!
In our bedroom, we tear each other’s clothes off. Seeing Tim excited makes me excited. He kisses me and roughly plays with my breasts, then pushes me down onto the bed. Seeing him take charge like this already has me super wet and eager for him.
I see his cock bounce between his legs, already hard. I spread my legs and he lowers himself, and slides into my quickly. Tim thrusts into me rapidly, even though I try and slow him down a little. I want to savor this! But he closes his eyes and keeps going at the same pace. Each thrust is accompanied by a grunt. His cock feels good inside me, but it’s taking me longer to really get going as much as Tim already is.
“Slow down, baby,” I whisper, but Tim doesn’t seem to hear me. Suddenly, he slams into me hard and groans, then slumps down on top of me.
He’s just come, but he is completely unaware that I wasn’t even close. My body coils into itself and I feel my blood start to boil.
“That was great, Marianne,” Time says, rolling off of me and heading to the bathroom. “Just going to take a quick shower.”
All of the happiness and reconnection I had started feeling is now gone. Again. He walks to the bathroom with a light step, and then I roll over and hold a pillow to my stomach.
I guess you can’t have everything? I know I’m justifying what just happened, but I don’t want to admit that my husband just used me like I used the vibrator last night – simply a convenient and willing tool to help achieve an orgasm.
This is so sad. I don’t know how to fix this. But I can’t keep living in this kind of marriage.
“Oh my god, Priscilla,” I hiss into the phone. I’m sitting on the back deck, enjoying the warm Fall sunshine. It’s also the only private space available to me right now. The kids have friends over and Tim is up in our bedroom, reading that damn book of his. Again. If he gave me half, even a quarter, the attention he gave that damn book! I try to stop myself or I’ll start crying again.
I tell Priscilla about the little sexcapade of the morning.
“Oh, sweetie. That’s…I don’t know what to say. That’s just terrible.” I can hear her sigh in frustration. She likes Tim, generally speaking, though she’s at least as frustrated as I am over his neglect of me.
“I should have just gone home with a guy, like Lizzie did. God knows a random fuck would be better than what I had this morning,” I say rapidly. “I felt so used – and not in a good way! He was totally unaware of me and totally unconcerned about whether or not I was even enjoying myself! It felt like I could have just laid there, stock still, and he wouldn’t have cared or noticed.”
“You two really need to talk,” Priscilla says.
“I know,” I say, heaving a sigh of despair. I know she’s right. “But I have no idea what to say or how to say it. It seems like anything I say would be an attack on him. And I don’t want to fight. I just want everything to be loving again.”
“Well, Marianne, maybe it has to start with a fight.”
“But…” I object. That doesn’t sound right.
“Hear me out,” she says, cutting me off. “You two have to talk. Not all talks are easy, you know that. If he gets mad, so what? It’s not like you’re not mad yourself. Let yourself express your feelings and don’t hide behind ‘being nice’ and not wanting to upset him. Think about yourself. You deserve better than this.”
I sniff, unable to stop my eyes from leaking tears.
“Oh, sweetie. I didn’t mean to make you cry,” Priscilla says. “I’m sorry.”
“No, no,” I say, wiping my nose with the back of my hand. “You’re right. I’m scared to talk to him. But I’m so unhappy right now… I’m scared of facing everything when we do talk. Does that sound crazy?”
Priscilla pauses a moment before answering. “A little, but I know what you mean. I know you don’t like starting hard conversations, Marianne, but I think you need to start this one. You need to know what’s going on, and why other things aren’t going on. Your marriage is worth that.”
“Yeah, you’re right. I’ll talk to him this evening, when the kids are out.”
“Good. I’m glad.”
We chit chat for a little while longer and she makes me promise to call her tomorrow, to let her know how things play out tonight.
We end our call and I continue to sit on the deck, trying to figure out how to phrase things to Tim, to try and minimize it sounding like a full-on attack.
I’m so lost in the sounds of the neighborhood, a distant dog barking, the sounds of cars going up and down the streets, the sounds of kids’ voices laughing and playing outside, that I don’t notice Tim come out and stand next to me.
“Oh, hey,” I say, plastering a smile on my face. Then I take a closer look at him and realize something is very, very wrong.
“Oh, hey, and a smile,” he says, his voice dripping with acid.
“What?” I ask, feeling very confused. I have no idea what’s happening.
“Here’s a little tip. Before confessing to your girlfriend that you wanted to fuck a stranger and that sex with your husband this morning was lame, you might make sure the window to the room your husband is in is closed.” He points up to our bedroom window and I can see how it’s open fully. He was obviously airing the room out.
Oh shit.
“Tim… I… I’m sorry. It’s not like it sounded.” I say in a rush. Even I can hear the lie in my voice.
“Oh, I think it sounds exactly how it sounded!” His face is turning blotchy red and I can see him clenching and unclenching his fists. He’s really, really angry.
“I’m sorry,” I say, quietly, standing up and walking over to him. He glowers at me and roughly pushes away my hand.
I’m actually a little scared of Tim right now. We’ve fought, and I’ve seen him angry before, but I’ve never seen him like this. Right now, he looks capable of violence. I hold up my hands and back away from him.
“What do you think it’s like, for me to hear that? Huh?” He takes a step towards me, and I stumble as I step back even further.
“I…”
“No. You don’t get to speak. This is about you, disrespecting me, and…”
At that point, something I didn’t know was tight snaps in me.
“Excuse me?” I yell at him and take a step forward. His eyes widen in surprise and I see his fists unclench. I’m not the most docile wife, but I rarely challenge him, especially when we have a disagreement – and this is way beyond disagreement.
“You want to talk about disrespect?” I continue. “Then let’s talk about this morning. You didn’t even have the fucking decency to look at me while you were fucking me. I wasn’t even close to coming. Did you ask? No. Did you do anything to help me get there? No. And when was the last time you touched me, made me feel special, made me feel something other than an obedient roommate? You were happier reading that book, instead of being with me. And my god, a blind man could have seen that I’d been crying, but you readily accepted that it was allergies. It’s like you can’t even bear to be around me, much less interact with me on anything other than a superficial level.”
“Oh, so this is my fault?” He challenges, though by the way his shoulders are slumped, I can see that my words have hit a target and resonated with him.
“It’s both of our faults, but yes it’s your fault, too. I’ve tried to start conversations with you, but you never respond. And what am I supposed to do? Bully or shame you into having a conversation with me? You’ve made it long clear that you would rather pay attention to one of your books than to me, your wife.”
“But if you wanted sex, you could have asked for it,” Tim says, his voice faltering a little bit.
“I have asked. For Christ’s sake, I’ve tried to touch you or invite you to bed or to flirt with you, but you never respond. Maybe your sex drive disappeared recently, but mine sure hasn’t,” I say, my voice rising. Part of me is aware that I should lower my voice, but another part of me is beyond caring. “And man, the guy I saw last night, he was fucking hot. He was young. He looked at me like I was sexy. Desirable. I haven’t felt that way in over a year and most certainly not from you. So yes, I came home masturbated and fantasized about the man from the bar.”
Watching the fight go out of Tim is like watching a balloon deflate. But airing out this tip of my anger and frustration has done nothing but make me angrier and wanting to lash out. Tim says something, but I can’t hear him.
“What?” I challenge. Of course, I assume he’s saying something nasty under his breath.
“Well maybe you should,” he says in a small voice.
“Maybe I should what?”
“Go. Sleep with another man. Since I’m clearly not enough for you.”
I pause, stunned. I have no idea what to say to this. Is this where our marriage is? That my husband is telling me to go out and cheat on him? Is he really ready to let me go so quickly? Does he care so little that he doesn’t even want to fight for me? Doesn’t he understand the difference between having a fantasy and wanting to make a fantasy a reality? I feel like he doesn’t know me, know who I am, anymore.
“Are you really ready to throw everything away? Everything we’ve built? Are you just ready to back down because we’re having a hard time?”
Tim’s mouth hangs open as he looks at me. He’s always been the dominant part of our relationship and it’s not like me to fight back or challenge him. Though it’s clearly time we challenged each other or else I really think our marriage will well and truly fall apart. And for all his, and our, faults, I’m not ready to be a single woman again – I thought I was past that. Even the idea of dating again makes me shudder and cringe!
“But… You said you wanted to sleep with another man,” Tim challenges, a little bit of fire back in his voice.
“What I want, Tim, is to be noticed, to be wanted, to feel sexy. When did we lose the magic?” I’m already starting to feel deflated. Maybe this isn’t worth fighting for, not if he really thinks that I’m not worth fighting for.
Tim lowers his head and slumps down. “I don’t know. Does it make a difference if I saw I’m sorry?”
Well, at least it’s a baby step in the right direction.
“It helps,” I say, my voice softer. “Look, this is totally off the top of my head, but tell me what you think, okay? If you think it’s a terrible idea, I’ll never mention it again and we can figure out, together, how to work through this, okay?”
The look on Tim’s face nearly breaks my heart even more than it has been lately. But, it’s worth a shot, right? It may not be a good idea, but at least it’s an idea, so I take the plunge.
“Maybe I should sleep with someone else,” I say quickly. “Hold on, hold on,” I say, going to Tim as he starts to cry. “Hear me out.”
Tim nods his head, but doesn’t look up at me.
“So here’s the thing. What I’m thinking is that you and I go out, and I pick up a man. Then, we bring him, I don’t know, here… maybe a hotel? And then you watch me with him.”
“People do that kind of thing?” Tim asks, finally looking up at me.
“I’ve heard about it, yes,” I say. I have no idea if this is the solution to our marriage, but I think there’s at least a slight chance that it would bring us closer together, to see Tim see another man find me attractive and fuck me until I scream and moan in pleasure. At the very least, I’ll have some unassisted sexual release. I feel guilty at that last result, but fuck it, I need and deserve some sexual release. And if Tim is okay with all of this, then it’s not cheating, right?
“I’m not sure what to say,” Tim says. He’s standing up a little straighter, but I can tell he’s considering it.
My god, how he’s gone from furious to submissive within the span of minutes. I don’t know whether his fury was a momentary lash out or not, though I sure hope it was. He’s never been a meek man, but I suppose being confronted by an unhappy wife would make most men get defensive like that.
I wait as Tim walks around the room slowly, obviously trying to wrap his head around this idea. Being quiet is, I realize, probably the better option. Part of me is scared that if I say something to interrupt whatever he’s thinking about, then this option is lost – and I’m discovering that I really, really want this to happen. Flirting with Cassius unleashed emotions and desires that I hadn’t realized were buried so deeply inside of me. I’d forgotten how powerful raw desire is, and I’ve missed it. I want that back in my life.
Finally, Tim turns and faces me. “Sure, I think I’m okay with this. We can do it here, if you want. Maybe that would be more comfortable for you?”
I smile for two reasons: one, this is the first time in a long time that he’s thought about my comfort and happiness, and two, he’s on board with my idea!
“Thank you so much, Tim!” I say. I go over to him and give him a big hug. He hugs me back, but I can tell he’s still a little uncertain about this. “This will be good, you’ll see. I think it will provide the jumpstart our marriage needs.”
“I’m sorry I yelled at you, Marianne. I do want you to be happy.”
“Thank you,” I say, meaning it deeply. Acknowledging something is the first part in remedying a problem, right?
It’s been a week since our fight and agreement, and tonight’s the night! Priscilla and I went out earlier for a mini- spa day, and I’m feeling more gorgeous than I have in a long time. As much as I would kill for a glass of wine as I apply my makeup and finish getting dressed, I want to make sure I’m not drunk by the time I choose a man and bring him back here.
My senses are tingling and adrenaline is pumping in my body already – it feels like I could run a marathon right now.
When I finally emerge from the bedroom and meet Tim in the living room, he looks up from his book and he whistles at me.
“Wow, Marianne. You really look amazing.” He looks me up and down a couple of times, with an appreciative look that I haven’t seen in ages. He hasn’t complimented me like this in ages, either, though I also haven’t had a chance to dress up like this in ages, so I don’t know if that’s a factor. But should I have to dress up to get attention from my husband?
“The kids off for the night?” Tim nods at my question. Obviously, we’re not bringing someone here when the kids are here. It’s risky enough to bring someone here and take the chance that one of the neighbors will see us, but it’s easier to explain inviting a friend over for an evening than it is to explain to the kids why sounds of sex are coming from mom and dad’s bedroom… while their guest is in there with them.
“Good. You ready?” I ask. I’m practically jumping up and down from nerves and excitement.
“Yeah. You want to get going?”
“Definitely,” I say and smile.
We drive to a sports bar over by the university. We’re unlikely to run into anyone we know and I figure it will be easier, there, to find a young guy who is game for what we want to do tonight.
“You sure you’re okay with this?” I ask as we wait for a light to change, then hold my breath as I wait for his answer.
“Yeah, I am,” he says as he continues driving. “The more I think about it, the more I think it’s going to be really sexy.”
“Really?” I ask, feeling more excited.
“Definitely. It’s going to be weird, certainly, but I have to admit that the idea turns me on, especially wondering how you’re going to be with someone new.”
“I’m really happy to hear that!” I exclaim. “I’m looking forward to tonight, too. I admit I’m a little nervous, but I think it’s going to be fun and good for us.”
Tim smiles as he parks the car.
“Then let’s do it.”
You don’t have to ask me twice!
Tim is finishing a plate of wings and I’ve barely touched the burger I ordered. I realize I overdressed a little. Tim is wearing his normal khakis and a nice polo shirt, but I’m wearing a snug black dress that shows off all my curves. I look way more sophisticated than most of the girls drinking beers and pink cocktails with their friends.
On the other hand, I’ve lost count of the number of men who have openly stared at me since we came in and sat down.
“So, what do you think of the guys here,” Tim asks as he tries to clean the sauce from the wings off his fingers.
I almost blush. It feels weird to be on the prowl… with my husband!
“There are some, ummm… Yes, there are some guys here I’m interested in. Definitely.”
“Who are you thinking about?”
“Well, I like that guy over there,” I say nodding my head towards a guy in a green shirt.
Tim looks and it takes him a moment to realize who I’m talking about. “Oh. He’s…”
I guess Tim wasn’t expecting me to choose a black man…
“Is that a problem?” I ask, irritation surging through me.
“I… No. I just didn’t expect that.” Tim says quickly.
“Good. Because I’m going to go talk to him,” I say. I realize I’m being bold and perhaps a little argumentative. As I walk over to the guy with the green shirt, I put a smile on my face, though internally I’m wondering about my marriage. Did I really almost pick a fight? Would I still choose this guy if Tim had a problem with me sleeping with a black man? I quickly realize that even though I have Tim’s permission, I would still be doing this. I need to be fucked thoroughly and I want to be fucked by a black man – and nothing is going to stop me.
The man in the green shirt is at the bar, talking to a friend. The bar is crowded, but I squeeze between in between the crowd and tap the man in the green shirt’s shoulder.
“Hi there,” I say. When he turns to look at me, I gasp. He’s way more handsome up close and he literally takes my breath away. His skin is deeply dark and he has hazel-green eyes, and I am completely mesmerized by his face. He is easily one of the most gorgeous and striking men I have ever seen up close and in person.
He gives me a slow, lazy smile, and my pussy clenches when he looks me in the eye and says, “Yes? Is there something I can help you with?”
“I, um…” I am so flustered! I can barely move my tongue to form words.
The guy in the green shirt turns to his friend and chuckles, “Look, Joe, she’s speechless. I don’t know the last time I had that effect on a woman – especially such a beautiful woman.”
His friend smiles and shakes his head. “I’ll catch up with you later, Orlando. Looks like you’re going to have your hands full for a while,” he says, giving me an appreciative look and a wink.
I can’t help but blush and look away. What the hell am I doing? I may not know, but I know I want to be brave and to find out.
“As he said, my name is Orlando,” he says, turning to face me and giving me his complete attention. “And who might you be?”
“Marianne. I’m Marianne.”
“Marianne. That’s a nice name,” Orlando says, moving a half-step closer to me. “So tell me about yourself, Marianne. What do you do?”
“Oh, I just work in an office,” I say, flustered. “It’s nothing special.”
“I’m sure that’s not true,” Orlando says smoothly. Goosebumps rise up on my arm as he trails his fingers lightly on my bare skin. “My, you sure are sensitive.”
“I, um. Yes.”
“Are you normally such a chatterbox or is this just for me?” He smiles warmly at me and continues touching my arm.
I giggle at his silly joke. “Actually, I normally am a chatterbox,” I say, finally finding my voice. “It’s just, well, I’ve never done this before and I don’t know exactly how to talk to you.”
“Stop. You’ve never talked to a man before?” Orlando teases.
“No, silly,” I say, laughing and relaxing a little. “I’ve never gone to a bar with the express purpose of talking to a man and trying to pick him up.”
Orlando’s mouth opens and he laughs with abandon. “Oh, Marianne. How can that possibly be true? Or have you always been so beautiful, that men just fall at your feet?”
“Oh stop,” I say, swatting his arm and blushing furiously. “I just got married early, is all. It was all very conventional.”
Orlando glances at my left hand and sees my ring.
“Ah, Marianne. You’re really beautiful, but I don’t sleep with married women. I’m not judging you, but, I just have lines about who I get involved with.”
“Oh!” I exclaim. “Can I explain?”
Orlando sighs and looks like he’d like to get back to his friend.
“I suppose,” he says.
“Look. I know this is probably going to sound weird, but…it’s not quite what you think. See, it’s like this,” I say, then explain quickly about how things have been off with Tim and I, and how I want to sleep with another man while Tim watches. “And you’re so handsome, I couldn’t help but want it to be you.”
Orlando looks at me, with a new glint in his eyes. “Interesting. This would just be me and you?”
“Absolutely!”
“Why the hell not?” Orlando says. “I’ll show your husband exactly how to make love to a woman as beautiful and sexy as you.”
“Really?!” I realize that I hadn’t expected him to agree so easily! “Well, he’s just over there. Did you drive? We can all go together. Or you can follow us.” I’m speaking so fast that even I can hear that I’m not enunciating everything clearly.
Orlando chuckles. “Calm down, Marianne. I do have my own car, yes. I swear, I’ve never had a woman so… eager and enthusiastic to take me home and use me.”
“I find that hard to believe, a man as handsome and charming as you,” I tease. I bet he has his pick of women everywhere.
We walk over to where Tim is sitting and I introduce them. Tim looks at Orlando a bit warily, but doesn’t say anything negative or suddenly cancel the plans.
We agree that I will ride with Orlando. In the car with Orlando, we chit chat a little. He’s a law student and planning to sit the bar exam within the next six months.
Back at the house, Tim is waiting for us in the driveway. Orlando walks with his hand on my lower back. I love this gesture, though it feels like it would be scandalous if any of our neighbors happened to look out of their windows right now. Part of me hopes that someone does see this small yet intimate gesture. It would sure liven up the neighborhood gossip, that’s for sure.
“Would you, uh… would you like a drink?” Tim asks.
“What I would like,” Orlando says slowly, “is to kiss your wife. Marianne?” He asks, holding his out invitation to me.
I feel suddenly shy, but I glance quickly at Tim, then extend my arm and let Orlando take my hand. He pulls me close to him, then lowers his mouth to mine and kisses me softly, gently. Just the tip of his tongue tickles my lips, then he circles his tongue on my upper lip. I moan into his kiss and he slides his hand down my waist, then lifts my dress and pushes his hand into my panties, his fingers immediately spreading me and finding my clit. He starts tracing my clit in time with the way he’s licking my lip, and all of the sudden I’m gushing wet, just imagining his head between my legs, tongue working my clit. It’s been years since Tim ate me out and it’s something I’ve always, always loved, and have severely missed!
“Please,” I moan, grinding my pussy down onto his fingers. He’s barely started touching me and I feel like I could come hard and fast, just from the little he’s doing. God, I am so horny and it’s been an obscene amount of time since Tim really worked to please me like this, to take his time and seduce me – even just foreplay!
“I can’t wait to taste your sweet pussy, Marianne,” Orlando says. It feels like torture when his fingers away from my clit and out of my panties. I want more!
“Should I taste you now?” He asks, poising one of his fingers directly in front of his mouth. I can see it glistening with my wetness. “Or should you taste yourself? When was the last time you tasted yourself?”
I open my mouth and Orlando presses his finger inside. I lick and suck at his finger, tasting myself. I flick my tongue on his finger, a tease of how I want to lick and suck his cock, and he smiles at me, understanding that I am mimicking him. Orlando removes his finger from my mouth and I reach out and pull his head to me.
“Let me share with you how I taste,” I pant. I’m so turned on, that my heart is racing and my body is throbbing with desire.
My parted lips meet Orlando’s and he plunges his tongue into me and takes command of my mouth. I can barely keep up with how deeply and thoroughly he is kissing me. It feels like Orlando is devouring me and I love it.
“Mmm, yes. I believe we are going to have a good time.” Orlando says, running his hand from my neck and down to my chest. His hand cups my breast and before I fully realize what I’m doing, I’m pressing myself into his hand, desperate to feel his hands on my bare skin and to touch me the way Tim hasn’t lately and to satisfy me the way Tim cannot.
Orlando raises his hands to my shoulders, pulls the straps of my dress down to my elbows, then lifts my breasts from my dress. I kinda like how I’m bound and unable to move!
“My god, your tits are amazing!” Orlando exclaims, running his dark hands over my pale skin. He pinches my nipples and they are so sensitive, that I cry out a little.
“I’ll be gentle with you,” he says, lowering his mouth to my breasts and sucking, gently at first, and then more forcefully.
My panties are dripping wet and I’m impatient to get fucked by Orlando. I’ve waited so long to be properly fucked! And with the way Orlando is looking at me, he obviously knows how to fuck a woman that will satisfy her.
“I want you,” I moan, trying to press my hips against him, but he’s standing just far enough away from me right now that I can’t.
“You sure are eager,” Orlando chuckles. He’s playing with my nipples again and I swear I’m going to scream. Just when I don’t think I can take anymore teasing, he finishes sliding my dress down my body, so that I’m standing in front of him in just a black lace thong and my heels.
“Follow me,” I say, grabbing his hand and leading him towards our bedroom. When we’re in the bedroom, I ask, “how do you want me?”
Orlando removes his shirt and then his pants, and I gasp as I see him. I don’t think he has an ounce of fat on him! His body is rock hard with muscles and his body is obviously incredibly strong and powerful. I can’t wait to feel that power pounding into my pussy!
“On your knees,” Orlando demands.
I lower myself onto the floor and look up at Orlando. He towers over me like an obsidian skyscraper and looks almost menacing. My body trembles as I look up at him. I don’t know if I’ll be able to take all of him…
“Are you a dirty little slut, Marianne?” Orlando asks as he twists my hair around his hand and pushes my head towards his cock.
I nod my head, my eyes transfixed on the massive bulge in his pants – I don’t think I’ve ever seen a cock this enormous! I mean, yeah, I’ve watched a little porn before, but I never quite believed a man could be so big!
“Say it.”
“I’m a dirty little slut.”
“That’s what I thought.”
I yelp a little when he pulls my hair so that my head is tilted up and I’m looking at him.
“Take off my pants and suck my dick.”
I fumble with the button and zipper of his pants and I slide them down Orlando’s lean legs. Holy fuck! My pussy twinges when I see how much bigger his cock is than what I thought. This is going to hurt…
I wrap my hands around the base of his enormous cock and open my mouth wide, to start sucking the tip of Orlando and to try to get used to how big he is.
Orlando’s cock is rock hard and I move my mouth down it a little further each time I try, though I definitely have to catch my breath occasionally.
“Faster now,” he says, grabbing my hair again and guiding my head up and down his cock faster, and pushing my head further and further down his cock.
I gag as I take more of him in my mouth – Orlando is so much bigger than Tim! Tim is easy to fit in my mouth…but Orlando? I feel like I should have been warned and allowed time to try and stretch out my mouth and relax my jaw!
“How do you like this, Tim?” Orlando asks as he roughly holds my head still and starts fucking my mouth.
With Orlando’s cock filling my hands and my mouth, I glance over and see him watching us. Tim’s eyes are wide and he’s pushed his pants and boxers down his thighs and he’s playing with himself. He’s harder than I’ve seen him be in months and months!
“Stop looking at your husband!” Orlando pushes my mouth even farther down his enormous black cock. I really have no idea how it’s fitting in my mouth! I love the feel of him twitching in my mouth, how hard and salty he tastes.
My mouth is slick with spit and Orlando’s pre-cum, and it’s intoxicating. I start moving my head and mouth faster and faster, and I can feel Orlando’s balls starting to tighten and his thighs start to quiver a little.
Without warning, he pulls his dick from my mouth. I gasp and pant for air, and I realize I already miss having him in my mouth! I reach out and caress Orlando, and play with the springy hairs on his dark, muscular legs.
I stand up when he tells me to, and he turns me so that I’m facing Tim. Orlando’s cock is slick with my spit and presses against my ass, and I can’t help rubbing my body against him. He pushes his knee between my legs so that my feet are about a foot apart. I can’t help but feel incredibly exposed, standing in front of Tim like this.
“Does your husband touch you like this?” Orlando asks, roughly massaging my breast with one of his hands, and then sliding his other hand into the folds of my wet pussy.
“Oh, god.” I feel like I’m about to come, just from him touching me. Orlando is tickling my clit with his fingers and it’s driving me crazy. When he starts sucking my neck, I start groaning loudly and grinding my ass against his hard cock even more.
Orlando lightly plays with my clit and it feels like flames are licking over my body. I lean my head back towards him and he kisses my deeply, his tongue invading and taking control of my mouth. If he didn’t have his hands wrapped around me, there’s no way I could stand up right now. My body is vibrating with desire and need.
“Please don’t make me wait,” I beg. I’m desperate to feel his cock pressing against my pussy, but he’s still holding me so tight that he’s still pressed against my ass. It’s been so long since I was fucked well, that just the proximity of Orlando and his big cock is unleashing emotions and desires that I’ve ever forgotten existed, if I ever had them like this before.
“I need to feel you inside me,” I plead, continuing my grinding and trying to get his cock between my legs.
“What do you think, Tim? Should I fuck your wife like she’s asking? Are you ready to see me do what you can’t do?”
Tim’s cheeks are flushed and I can see sweat shining on his forehead as nods his head furiously.
Orlando turns me around and pushes me down onto the bed. He moves behind me, his hands grabbing my hips and raising them into the air. Orlando pulls my thong down to my knees and it feels like I’m bound.
“Damn, you have a fine ass.”
I squirm and scream when he kisses my ass, then licks the length of my pussy and sucks my clit hard. An unexpected orgasm rips through my body and he holds me tight, licking and sucking until my pussy stops clenching.
“You really do need to be fucked,” I hear him murmur behind me.
Orlando massages my ass, and then I whimper as I feel the tip of his huge cock probing at my pussy. I’m so desperate to feel him inside of me! I push back and I moan as I feel him start to push inside of me. Orlando holds my hips still as he dips in and out of me, slowly. Even though I’ve just cum, I’m nowhere near satisfied.
“That’s too slow,” I groan, trying to push against his cock. But Orlando holds tight to my hips and won’t let me quicken the tempo.
“Baby girl, I’m just trying to be gentle. I don’t want to hurt you.”
“Stop being gentle. I want you to fuck me hard!”
Orlando stops moving for a moment and the air feels electric with suspense. Then in the blink of an eye, he’s thrusting into me – thrusting deeper than any man has ever before – and it takes my breath away. I grab tightly to the sheets to try and keep from moving, because Orlando is slamming into me so hard my breasts are moving back and forth hard and each thrust moves me along the bed.
“Oh, god. Yes! Like that!” I scream, wiggling my hips around his cock. “Fill me up with your big black cock!” I scream, wanting more and more of him inside of me. Every time he pounds into my pussy, he rubs against my g-spot and it makes every nerve ending in my body light up like someone flipped the switch in a dark room. Another orgasm is building inside of me and I can already tell it’s going to be stronger than the last one.
I can hear Orlando behind me, grunting and panting as he works himself deeper and deeper into my pussy. I wish there was a mirror so I could see what he looks like behind me. I’m jealous that Tim gets to see what Orlando looks like as he fucks me, but that I can’t.
Orlando’s balls start slapping against me and I can barely keep from falling face-down on the bed. His cock is tight in my pussy and every thrust Orlando makes fuels a fire that’s inside of me. I want to keep feeling him forever and ever.
Orlando drives his cock deep into my pussy and doesn’t pull out. He’s so big it hurts a little, but I don’t care! After so long of not feeling anything in my pussy or my body feeling anything remotely like how I feel right now, I will take as much as Orlando can give me…and then I will ask for more.
“Work your hips for me, slutty wife,” Orlando demands.
I bounce my hips over his cock as much as I can manage, trying to rub my g-spot hard and fast. I yelp when he slaps my ass and it makes me wiggle faster.
“That’s right, work your white pussy on my big black dick. Show me how much you need to be fucked.”
Tim has never been one for dirty talk, and Orlando talking like this just unleashes something in me. I feel like I could do anything tonight, though I don’t even know what to ask for.
“I want to watch you fuck me,” I finally say, sweat dripping from my breasts and onto the bed. This is such a better workout than going to the gym!
Orlando finally pulls out of me and it immediately feels like something is missing. He turns me over and then stands up by the edge of the bed.
“Move towards me.”
I scoot towards him, all my senses tingling and pulsing. I haven’t felt like this maybe ever, and it feels absolutely mind-blowingly amazing.
I push my thong from my legs and onto the floor, and then let my legs fall on either side of Orlando and I look up at him. He looks like an African god, standing above me, with his dark skin and incredibly muscular body.
“So eager, slutty wife,” Orlando says, a smile playing on his lips. He grabs the top of my legs and pulls me forward, then holds my legs against his chest as he plows into me again.
“Oh my god,” I moan. Orlando is holding my legs tight against his chest and he’s sucking one of my toes, while he slams his cock into me fast and harder than before. It all feels so good, I can’t even see straight.
My breasts are bouncing all over the place and I grab them with my hands and start playing with them. My nipples are so hard they hurt, but I pinch them and play with them.
“Play with your clit.”
I reach down and start rubbing my clit and it starts to send me over the edge.
“I’m about to cum!” I yell out, my body writhing as waves of pleasure start rolling through my body. Orlando is holding me tight but I’m bouncing so much that I’m scared I’ll slip off his big dick. I’m not ready to be done yet!
Orlando holds me tight and grunts as he keeps slamming into my pussy. My orgasm releases and I gush over him as my body shakes from the force of my orgasm. I feel weak as a kitten.
My body is electrified and super sensitive. I can tell Orlando is close – his eyes are half-closed and his breathing is rapid.
“Fill me up, Orlando,” I urge him, moving my hips against him even though my pussy is super tender right now.
“Oh, fuck!” Orlando yells, thrusting into me hard and deep, then collapsing on top of me. His sweaty body is heavy on top of mine and I can feel his heart racing as he cock twitches inside my pussy. I relish the weight of Orlando’s body atop of mine. Normally, Tim just withdraws and goes for a shower. But Orlando? He’s lying on top of me like he’s claimed me. I like feeling like I’m owned.
When Orlando finally does roll off of me, he cock slides out of me with a wet pop. Already, I miss him thrusting and pumping into me, and I wonder if this is something we can do again. Even though my body is tired and tender, I want more from Orlando.
I watch Orlando get dressed and I relish the last glimpses of his hard, dark body. Dressed, he comes over to me on the bed and gives me a long, probing kiss, then leans down and forcefully sucks one of my nipples. Gasping, I look up at him. If he wasn’t dressed, I’d think he wanted to have sex again. I want to have sex again.
“And that’s how you do it,” Orlando says, then strides out of our bedroom.
After that night out with the girls, I never expected my whole marriage and world to change. It felt amazing when a young, hot guy flirted with me. It totally made me feel sexy and I haven’t felt sexy in a long, long time – especially after having a couple of kids and the body that goes along with that. This guy seemed like he was totally into me, *because* of my age and body. I felt so alive! It was even more amazing what Tim agreed to do, to try and help our marriage. And my god, did it help our marriage! Tim has been more passionate and he tries harder, though I still think about Orlando.
“Mommmm. Earth to mom!” My daughter says, waving her hand in front of me.
“Sorry, honey. What is it?” I smile at her, forgiving her for being a bratty tween.
“Can I go to Marsha’s tomorrow night?”
“Of course.”
Her eyes widen in surprise. I remember that tomorrow is Sunday night and we normally insist the kids stay at home and get ready for the school week. It won’t be the worst thing in the world, I think.
“Wow. You two should have date night more often!” She says.
I look at Tim and smile, and see his cheeks color ever so slightly.
“We had a nice time,” I say blandly, trying to ignore the twitching in my pussy and the fact I can still feel where Orlando drilled into me, over and over.
“We should definitely do that again…soon,” Tim says, giving me a big, hopeful smile.
“Ewwww,” both kids drawl, making faces. They’re old enough to be aware of the opposite sex, but also old enough to think their parents are dinosaurs and should never touch each other ever.
“I would love to,” I say, beaming a smile at Tim. I immediately start fantasizing about who we might bring home next time…
~~~




HER SECRET PLEASURE

I have a secret.
I should tell my husband, but I’m scared about how he would react. Everyone says that your marriage should be strong enough to withstand anything. But some secrets, they go so deep, that putting words to them is one of the most vulnerable things that you can do. And while I love my husband more than anything, and while I consider him my best friend in the whole world, I don’t know if he would be okay if he knew my secret.
“You sure seem to like Petra, Bonnie,” my husband says.
My cheeks instantly flame with a blush and being caught out about how much I like Petra. She just has this way about her that I can hardly describe. It’s like the way she approaches life and the way she moves her body, it’s like she’s so confident about who she is and what she does, that nothing bad phases her.
“Yeah, I do like her. She’s fun to be around and I’m comfortable with her. She’s not like some women where everything is a competition. You know I don’t like to be around people like that.”
“Yes, I do. That doesn’t explain why you’re blushing, though.”
“Oh, it’s just warm in here. And I’ve had all that wine. Why would I be blushing?” I say quickly, trying to steer Alex away from this line of questioning.
Alex looks at me intensely, and then laughs a little bit. “If you say so.”
“What are you two whispering and laughing about in here, without me?” Petra says as she returns to the dining room, with a towering chocolate cake in her hands.
“Holy shit! Did you make that?” My eyes nearly fall out of my head as I stare at the cake. It’s better than cakes that I’ve seen in fancy bakeries in a nice part of town.
“Oh, it’s nothing much. I was just watching a cooking show and he gave me some ideas. You two are my guinea pigs for the recipe that I came up with.”
I lick my lips as I look at the cake. It looks and smells absolutely amazing – three tiers of chocolate cake, with raspberries on the edges of each layer. It looks absolutely divine.
“Clearly I’ll be putting in extra time at the gym tomorrow,” Alex says, patting his flat stomach.
“I just want to treat my two favorite people,” Petra says, smiling as she cuts each of us a large slice.
My eyes roll back in my head as I taste the cake. It’s thick and rich, and perfectly sweet. It’s decadent and delicious.
“You are so amazing,” I gush, savoring the taste of the cake. “You are so talented!”
“Oh, it’s not much of anything,” she says. The thing is, I know she’s not being falsely modest. She’s one of those rare women who just seem to have life work in their favor. She’s a strikingly beautiful redhead, smart, and successful. Plus, she’s just nice and supportive, which is good because otherwise she’s the kind of woman you’d hate because she won the lottery of looks and talent. “Besides,” she continues, her voice softening as she looks at me, “I wanted to do something special for you.”
My insides liquify as I meet her eyes.
The thing is, I’ve always loved women. Alex knows a little, in that he knows that I’ve slept with women, though I’ve never told him that I was in love with a girl in college. At the time, I was scared about what that meant, because my parents were strict and old fashioned. I hadn’t been able to explore my sexuality as much as I would’ve liked, as much as the core of my being insisted. So being with a girl is something that I only ever did occasionally and almost always in secret.
I’ve always known that I’m attracted to both men and women. But with women, it’s something more special, more deep. Being with a woman has never been something that I’ve done casually.
But Alex doesn’t really know this. It’s just not something that I’ve talked about, mostly because neither of us have ever gone into too much detail about the relationships we had before we met.
The rest of the evening goes by in a sexy blur. I get a little drunk on wine and get a little drunk on Petra. She’s clearly flirting with me, but I’m not fully certain if she’s flirting just for fun or if she’s flirting because she’s interested in me. I know that she is also bisexual, but she obviously knows that Alex and I are married.
And Alex and I don’t have an open marriage.
“You and Petra were or something sexy tonight. The electricity and tension between you was fucking hot.”
I smile a little at Alex, my senses tingling as I remember the evening with Petra. There definitely was something there, but I’m not sure what. I feel a little bit guilty about how turned on I am by Petra, but that’s not something I’m going to admit to Alex, even though he obviously picked up on the vibe that Petra and I shared.
“Oh, she was just teasing me. It didn’t mean anything.”
Alex turns to me, in the backseat of our Uber, and leans over and whispers into my ear. “Bonnie, you are lying. I bet if I slipped my fingers into your panties right now, your pussy would be soaking wet.”
I clench my thighs together because the fact is, my panties are soaked through. I’m surprised that Alex can’t smell how turned on I am, because I can.
“Okay, maybe a little. She is pretty hot.”
“Do you want to fuck her?” Alex kisses the side of my neck and it’s like another bolt of desire slamming into my pussy. My body is surging with desire and I need to get fucked hard.
“That’s an unexpected question.”
“Not really,” Alex says, sliding his fingers between my thighs and trying to get me to spread my legs a little bit. “It’s so obvious that you two are both hot for each other. I don’t know why you try to deny it. I’d love to see the two of you go at it. I know that you also like women and I’d love to see how you are with another woman.”
My body shivers with desire. I can’t deny that I want to sleep with Petra, but it’s so wrong. Alex and I are married, and that’s not what married couples do.
“I think you’ve had a little bit too much to drink, Alex. Or have you forgotten that we’re married and that we made vows to be faithful to one another?”
“I’m not drunk at all, Bonnie. I am faithful to you and I know you are to me. But I think that we can define what that means. I’m faithful to both of us being satisfied in all aspects of our lives, including our sex lives. You’re obviously attracted to Petra and it’s obvious that she’s attracted to you, and I want to watch the both of you together, so I don’t think that’s a violation of our marriage vows.”
I look at Alex, and it’s hard to grasp all of what he’s saying. It’s one thing to joke about me sleeping with Petra, but he seems to be really serious about this. It would be like a dream come true, but I’m not sure about what it would mean to our marriage.
“I think that’s a little creative, don’t you?”
Our Uber drops us off and we don’t say anything further until we’re up in our condo. My emotions are all over the place, alternating between excited and anxiety. The idea of sleeping with Petra is definitely seductive, but I can’t help but wonder what this would be to our marriage. What Alex want to sleep with somebody else? It feels hypocritical of me, because I’m down to fuck Petra, but I wouldn’t want to share Alex with anybody else. Maybe if we had a threesome with another woman, but I wouldn’t share him if I wasn’t involved.
“We can be as creative in our marriage as we want to be, Bonnie. No one has to know what we’re doing unless we tell them. I know your parents are on the conservative side, but there’s no reason they have to know anything about what we do behind closed doors. The only people that need to know are the people involved.”
“I suppose that’s right,” I say, still trying to wrap my head around how adamant Alex is about me sleeping with Petra.
“Let’s go to bed,” Alex says, urging me down the hall and to our bedroom. “I have a deep need to fuck my wife tonight.”
I smile at Alex as we walk to our bedroom. We quickly shed our clothes and jump into bed.
“I want to see Petra touch you like this,” he says, dipping his fingers in my wet pussy and roughly fingering my clit. It feels so good and I grind down onto his fingers. I wrap my fingers around his cock and discover that he’s hard as fucking steel.
Alex gets on top and slides his thick cock into me, then pumps slowly. It feels amazing, but he’s drawing this out, knowing full well how turned on I am and how powerfully I need to come.
“I also want to see her eat your beautiful cunt, your juices sliding down her chin and onto her titties.” Alex plunges deep inside of me, but doesn’t pull out. I wiggle my hips and try to work his cock, but he has me pinned to the bed and I can’t get the release I so desperately need! “And I want to see you eat her pussy. I want to jack off while I watch you get Petra off. Will you do it?”
“Will you fuck me hard if I say yes?” I ask, breathless and crazy with desire. My pussy is clenching and dripping wet, fantasizing about fucking Petra while my husband watches, and I’m so turned on by having sex with my husband. I’m overwhelmed with desire and a base need to fuck and have an orgasm that makes me scream and leaves me weak.
“I will do whatever you want, my beautiful wife,” Alex teases, circling his hips just slightly, and pushing me nearly over the edge.
“Then yes, I’ll do it. I’ve wanted to fuck her since we met her,” I admit, my emotions rising as I admit this to my husband. It’s so strange and taboo to admit that I want to fuck another person, and it’s overwhelming that Alex wants me to do this, too.
“Good girl,” Alex says, then pounds my pussy fast and hard. I can’t even catch my breath because my nerve endings go on overdrive and I thrash underneath his gorgeous body, my orgasm rising in me and making me squirm and scream as Alex finally gives me the release my body and soul so desperately need.
“Oh, fuck! I’m coming! I’m coming!” I scream, wrapping my legs around Alex’s waist as he plunges deeper and deeper into me, fast and hard and unrelenting.
“Come for me, baby. Come on my dick!”
I scream his name and my orgasm explodes through my body. It leaves me whimpering and shaking, and then Alex grunts and comes deep inside my pussy, before collapsing on top of me and panting.
“I can’t wait to watch you and Petra fuck. I’m already hard again, just thinking about it!”
“Hey, Petra! Would you like to come over for dinner, on Saturday night?” I’m glad we’re talking on the phone, because I’m blushing like a schoolgirl who’s talking to her crush for the first time, and I’m scared Petra is going to say no.
“I would love to! Tell me what you’d like me to bring? Would you like me to bring dessert?”
My blush deepens. What I’d really like is to have Petra for dessert, but I could never say that!
“No, just bring yourself. I’ll take care of everything else.”
It’s Saturday night and I’ve been more nervous than I was on my first date with Alex. It seems so strange that he’s okay with me sleeping with Petra, though I guess most guys thinks girl-on-girl action is hot.
“Bonnie, darling. You must relax!” Petra laughs and refills my wine glass. “You’ve been so tense all evening and I have no idea why. That meal was delicious. You are a very gracious and talented hostess, and I’m honored that you invited to share your talents with me.”
“Oh, t-thank you,” I stutter, barely able to meet her eyes before I grab my wine and take a deep drink. The warmth of the red wine hits me fast and I’m thankful at the relaxation that it starts to give me.
“Why are you so nervous?” Petra asks, putting down her wine glass. She looks genuinely confused.
“It’s just…” I start talking before I can stop myself. I’ve had just enough wine to loosen me up and Alex has been giving me significant looks all night. “It’s just… I’m incredibly attracted to you. I know it’s weird because I’m married, but I can’t help myself! You’re gorgeous and amazing!”
I gulp the rest of my wine, convinced that the night is about to end in embarrassment and I’ll never see Petra again. Sure, Alex says she’s attracted to me. But is she really? I can’t help feel like he and I are both projecting our fantasies onto this amazing woman.
“Oh, darling,” Petra says, coming over and sitting next to me on the couch. “Don’t be shy or embarrassed. I’m attracted to you, too. If you weren’t married, I’d have tried my best to seduce you the day we met! You’re incredibly compelling and pretty.”
“Really?” I ask, looking up at her. This seems too good to be true!
Petra chuckles and puts her hand on my leg.
“Yes, really. To both seducing you and you being pretty.”
Blood rushes down to my pussy and I ache to know what Petra tastes like. It’s been so long since I’ve been with a woman, and I’d give anything to be with Petra.
“You can seduce her,” Alex says, a big smile on my face.
Petra cocks her head and looks at Alex, and then back at me.
“You have that kind of marriage?” She seems surprised, and I certainly can’t blame her. Alex and I are a pretty normal couple – you’d never look at us and say “hey, they look like the kind of couple that is okay with the wife having sex with another woman.”
“Well,” I say, taking a deep breath, “we haven’t done anything with anyone else, but Alex and I were talking. I’m actually bisexual – and I’m deeply attracted to you. We talked about it and he’s okay if I sleep with you.”
“This is wonderful news,” Petra says, the tone of her voice changing. She lifts her hand and gently brushes my hair back from my face, then leans her head toward mine and softly kisses my neck.
Goosebumps spring up all over my body as she intensifies her kiss on my neck, lightly sucking and nipping at me with her teeth. I’m teetering on the edge of losing myself with her.
I moan as she moves one of her hands across my stomach and up to my breasts, then caresses each of them in turn.
“Oh, God. Yes, please,” I moan, pushing my chest into her hand. My mouth is watering from the desire to kiss her and I feel like I’m going to implode if I don’t kiss her soon. “Kiss me, Petra.”
I turn my head toward Petra and my stomach flip-flops when I see the seductive smile on her lips. She bites her lower lip, then sighs with pleasure when I lean my face in and kiss her.
Her lips are soft and taste like wine. I part my lips and press my tongue to her lips, urging them open so that I can explore her mouth and taste her tongue. Overwhelming urges are taking over my body and my blood is pounding in my head.
The room starts to spin when her tongue meets mine. We tease each other and she sucks at my tongue, and it makes my pussy twinge and even wetter than it was. It feels like she’s kissing me like she’d go down on me, and the anticipation is driving me wild!
“I need to feel your bare skin,” I moan, closing my eyes and losing myself in pleasure as Petra licks and sucks on my earlobe.
“Lead me to your bedroom,” she whispers in my ear.
The lights in the house suddenly feel too bright and glaring. I lead Petra down the hall and to our bedroom, my fingers woven through hers, as if I was holding hands with a high school crush.
“Here we are,” I say, a new wave of nervousness invading my senses.
It’s been so long since I had sex with a woman! Being with a woman has always been something incredibly special and meaningful. This is going to change my relationship with Petra, utterly and completely. I hope our friendship survives – I’d hate to lose her!
I turn on the lights, though I keep them dim. There is plenty of light so that we can see each other, but the light is softer and less harsh then the overheads in the living room.
“Mmm, that’s nice,” Petra says, leading me closer to my bed. She kisses me again, her lips and mouth more demanding now, sucking harder and probing deeper into my mouth. I let her take the lead, relishing how I can just let her be dominant.
“Holy shit, that’s hot,” Alex says as Petra slips my dress from my shoulders, then starts kissing and licking at my body.
My nipples clench and become rock hard when she starts sucking on them. I run my fingers through her red hair, pulling it gently away from her head so that I can watch her as she sucks and plays with my boobs.
Flames lick at my skin when she lowers a hand below my stomach and I feel her fingers slide through my wet folds and start teasing my clit and my pussy. My body starts taking over, bearing down on her fingers, trying to increase the pressure of her touch.
“Not yet, dear Bonnie,” Petra teases. “Show me what toys you have.”
“Toys?” I stutter.
“Bonnie, darling. Don’t tell me you don’t have toys, even if you just use them when you’re alone.”
I mean, I do have toys, and sometimes Alex and I use them, but I feel bashful about them with Petra.
“Um, just over here,” I say, leading her to my side of the bed and my nightstand. I open the second drawer down. There are a couple of silver bullet vibrators, a butt plug, and a thick vibrator, as well as a small bottle of lube.
“That’s a start,” Petra says, giving me a smile. “Now, you get on the bed while I choose. I’d have brought some of my favorites, if I realized you were going to be my dessert.”
I crawl onto the bed, positioning myself in the middle and propping some pillows behind me. It feels comforting to be in my own bed, but disconcerting that I’m about to share it with Petra and while my husband watches!
Petra moves next to me on the bed, then reaches over and pulls my head to her. I eagerly kiss her lips, feeling dizzy with lust as she kisses me forcefully. Her skin feels hot and smooth and wonderful under my hands, and we both gasp with pleasure when I find her clit and flick it and tease it with my fingers. A musky scent from her pussy fills the room as I finger her faster and faster, and her breathing becomes jagged and heavy.
“Just how many times are you going to make me come tonight, sexy Bonnie? You are so eager…”
“I love women so much.” I gasp at how good it feels to admit this and also because Petra is plunging her fingers deep into my hungry pussy. They’re tight inside of me and she’s stroking my g-spot in such a perfect way, it hurts how fast my orgasm is rising inside of me.
“Maybe you shouldn’t have married a man,” Petra whispers into my ear, shoving her fingers deep inside of me and roughly thumbing my clit.
“I love men, too,” I moan, my body arching into hers.
“Pity,” she whispers back. “You’re the kind of woman that makes a woman like me settle down.”
“Oh my God,” I moan, a sharp orgasm ricocheting through me. My body convulses like I’ve been electrocuted. “Sit on my face. I want to make you come, too.”
My fingers slide out of Petra and already I miss the feel of her warm pussy wrapped around my fingers. She straddles me and my breath is literally taken away by how beautiful and majestic she is above me. Her breasts sway above me and I sit up and start sucking on them.
Petra runs her hands through my hair, pressing my head closer to her body.
“Look at you go,” she says, her voice breathy and uneven. “So, so eager…”
I lean back on the bed and look up into Petra’s eyes. There is an electric current running between us and the world could end and I wouldn’t noticed or even care. This, right here, with Petra, is amazing and I’m going to enjoy every moment of it!
Petra smiles down at me as she scoots up my body and toward my mouth. She lightly presses her wet pussy against my body, marking me as she goes. Finally, her pussy is above my mouth and I lose myself in her hot scent.
I lick up at her, grabbing her ass and holding her in just the position I want her to be in. My tongue slides through her slick folds and I rub my face in her pussy, loving the feel of her wetness all over my face. I lick and suck at her clit, feeling it get bigger the more I suck it.
I suck harder the more I feel Petra quiver and shake above me. Her back arches and I get a delicious view of her tits and I wish I could be playing with them again, too!
Petra’s legs clamp the side of my head and her jagged breathing and moans tell me she’s close to her own orgasm. I grab her ass tightly, kneading her hot skin as I suck her and lick her and finally feel her pussy shuddering and contracting as she comes all over my tongue and my mouth.
“Oh shit that is amazing,” Petra screams, bucking against my face. I keep my hands on her ass, not letting her go. I slow down my tongue, relishing her reaction as I keep slowly licking at her slick slit and her clit. “That’s almost too much…”
“We’re only getting started,” I pant. Looking up at her is so fucking hot! I really do love men, too, but there is just something about a woman’s body and her reactions that are such a turn-on to me. Remembering that Alex is in the room, I look over at him. His hand is stroking his dick and there is a look of awe and love on his face, and it makes me feel proud.
“Let me fuck you,” Petra says, slowly catching her breath. She’s laying beside me now, my skin burning with lust as she massages my breasts and lowers her mouth to my nipple and sucks hard. I cry out when her fingers slide into my pussy again, her thumb flicking and teasing at my clit.
My body sinks into pleasure the more she touches and sucks me, and I can’t refuse this gorgeous woman anything. I would give her anything she asked.
“Please,” I respond, my voice trembling somewhere between a whine and a whimper. I need this so much. Being with Petra is making me wonder how I’ve made it so long without sleeping with a woman. The dynamic is so much different, so much more intimate from the very beginning.
Petra gets up and goes to the bedside table with the toy drawer and I watch as she considers a few of them.
“These will be good for now,” she says, getting back into bed with me. She’s holding a butt plug, some lube, and a bullet vibrator. “A little something for you and a little something for me.”
My skin contracts in anticipation as she grabs some pillows and places them under my ass.
“You have such a beautiful shaved pussy,” Petra says, moving her body so that she’s in between my legs. “There’s nothing hidden.”
I blush and squirm as she kisses the tops of my thighs, then licks the skin around my pussy.
“You are such a tease,” I groan, pushing my pussy up, but she moves her head again.
“You bet your sweet ass,” she says, her fingers quickly running through my slick pussy juices, then sliding further back and probing at my back entrance. “I’m going to take my time. And I’m going to make you come so hard that you scream and cry.”
“Oh my…” I lose the ability to say anything when I feel her fingers pushing into my ass. I clamp down on them, but she pushes them a little further in.
“Oh, this is going to be fun,” she says, sliding her fingers out of me. I hear the pop of a lid, and then she’s sliding cold, slick lube on the bottom of my ass and pushing a little into my ass.
“Oh, fuck,” I say, automatically pushing down on her fingers. She probes deeper into my ass, twisting and turning her fingers and making my body feel like liquid heat.
I always have to bribe Alex to play with my ass, which makes Petra’s enthusiasm about assplay even more of a turn on and special treat for me!
“I think you’re ready. Tight, but ready.” Petra’s voice is like a purr and it turns me on even more.
Petra rubs the buttplug along my ass, I bite my lip and push down, eager for Petra to push it up my ass. When she does, I yelp a squeak, because it’s so tight in my ass!
“Oh, yes,” I say, my ass clenching tightly at its plastic invader.
Petra plunges her fingers inside of my pussy, instantly stroking my g-spot and making me writhe on the bed. My pussy is so much tighter, because of the butt plug, that her fingers feel like a massive dick.
“Are you going to put the vibrator up my pussy, too?” My voice is almost a whine. My senses are nearly overload, but I want them to be overloaded.
“Tut tut,” Petra chides, though I can see a smile on her lips. “The vibrator is for me, my beautiful Bonnie. Now lie back and enjoy yourself.”
The vibrator buzzes and then I hear Petra sign and groan as she pushes the vibrator into her pussy.
And then Petra is licking my soaking wet pussy, her fingers back inside of me and working my g-spot. My ass pulsates and throbs around the butt plug, and there is so much tension building up inside my ass and my pussy, that I hear myself whimpering as I moan and grab onto the sheets for something to hold onto.
Petra wraps her lips around my clit and sucks so hard that it makes me scream, then licks and flicks her tongue on my clit and starts sending me into another universe because it feels so good and the pressure in my ass is making everything feel more intense.
“Come on my tongue, baby. Come on my tongue.” Petra’s voice is uneven and I can feel her groaning into my pussy as my vibrator works inside her pussy. I wish I could control the vibrator in her pussy, and watch her pussy as she comes again!
Petra licks and sucks even harder, her fingers pounding my g-spot even faster and rougher, and then my orgasm is crashing through my body and I’m screaming as my body bucks and shakes violently. Petra keeps on sucking my clit and working my body, extending my orgasm to the point that it’s nearly painful. She holds my hips down as she keep working her fingers inside of me and sucks my pussy.
“Oh my God!” I scream. It’s like a million firecrackers going off in my pussy as my orgasm breaks hard and my body contracts and expands in pleasure.
Petra’s tongue softens a little and she laps at the juices flowing out of my pussy. Her fingers move to my ass and tickle me, and it’s a delicious tease. My ass is so packed and tight! Petra tugs at the butt plug and my ass instinctively clenches it harder. There’s a wet pop as she pulls it out of me, and then she sucks again, fast, on my clit, and my orgasm crests again and my pussy vibrates as even more pleasure rips through my body.
“Watch me as I come,” Petra says, moving up toward me.
I roll off the pillows and turn my body to face her. I reach down and take control of the vibrator, pushing it fast and hard in and out of her, watching her face contort as her own orgasm takes hold and takes over her body.
“Please,” she moans, “Put it deep and turn it all the way up!”
I do as she asks and it’s fucking hot to watch her as she loses control of her body. Her hips bear down on the buzzing vibrator, but I hold it hard and rough, not letting her get away. I rub my thumb over her swollen clit, and then it’s Petra screaming. She grabs onto me and stares deep into my eyes, her body wildly shaking this time.
When I feel her orgasm gush over my hand, I pull the vibrator from her pussy and toss it aside. I gently slide my fingers through her pussy lips, gently stroking her as her pussy clenches and gushes more of her orgasm.
Petra turns to me, breathless and slightly wild, then kisses my eyes.
“See, I told you I’d make you scream and cry.” She’s smiling, with a look of tenderness that is like a knife deep in my heart.
I reach up and touch my face, not having even been aware that I was crying.
“That was so amazing,” I say, kissing Petra slowly.
“I hope we can do this more.” Petra runs her hand over my sensitive skin and I push my body into her soft touch. My pussy is so sensitive, but I still want more.
“I don’t want this to be a one-time thing, either,” I say, giving her a kiss. I look over at Alex and his mouth is just hanging open. “Alex?”
It takes him a moment, but he quickly and eagerly shakes his head in assent. He pumps his rigid dick fast, then comes in a hot spurt.
“You can do this as often as you like, especially if I can watch!”
“What do you think, Petra?”
“I think that sounds delicious and inviting. I would be honored to sleep with you again. Just say when.”
“Oh, and Bonnie?” Alex asks, his voice still jagged. “Do you have any other secrets I should know about?”
~~




HALLOWEEN HOTWIFE

“Hey, gorgeous,” my husband says, coming over to where I’m sitting on the couch and wrapping his arm around my shoulders.
That catches my attention. Neil usually doesn’t call me gorgeous unless he wants something… And it’s usually a big something.
“Hey, babe. What’s up?”
I snuggle into his body, relishing his warmth. The weather has just started turning cool outside and it’s that weird time of year when you’re never quite warm, but it’s not cool enough to wear a sweater.
“So, uh, I have a proposition. You know how he talked about you sleeping with somebody else?”
“Sure,” I say, trying to mask the nerves that flutter through me. We’ve talked about swinging, but I thought it was just one of those things that you talk about, but never actually do.
“Well, I’ve heard about this club and are having a special thing on Halloween. We could go and explore, maybe have some new fun.”
Neil drops his hand from my shoulder to my breast, fingering my nipple through my t-shirt. I arch my back and press my breast into his hand. His touch feels so good and I’m really horny.
“Are you really sure about this?”
“Yeah, Crystal, I am.  It sounds like a fabulous party. Everyone will be in costumes and it’s a sex club, so anything goes. I know you’ve been hesitant about even talking about this, but this seems like a really great way to do this. Plus, I’m hard just thinking about you fucking another guy.”
Neil makes me happier every year that were married. I feel really lucky that I have a good marriage and the Neil loves me as much as he does. I know he only wants to make me happy, and he really does, but I wonder what it would do to our relationship if he shared me. I’m not totally against sleeping with somebody else, but I don’t want to do anything to put our relationship and our marriage in peril.
“I really think this will bring us closer together, Crystal.”
I move my body so that I’m straddling his lap, then pull my t-shirt over my head and quickly undo my bra. With his tongue latched onto my nipple and making me squirm, I decide to take a chance.
“Yes, Neil. Let do it.”
“Welcome to Covet. And any clothes?”
A gorgeous and curvy brunette gives us a warm smile when we enter the club. I smile back at her and hand her my overcoat.
“And I’ll take that dress of yours, too.”
“Oh, so the invitation was serious? Lingerie only?” I say, a nervous giggle escaping my lips.
“Very serious,” the brunette says, giving me a wink. “Men in tuxedos, women in lingerie. If you prefer, you can go to the vestibule just over there,” she nods with her head to a little door across the hall, “if you prefer to undress in private.”
I look at Neil and he just shrugs. There isn’t much to my dress, so I just pull it over my head, and then hand it to the brunette.
The coat check girl smiles warmly at us and gives Neil the coat check tag. “You two have a wonderful time tonight. Oh! And before I forget, you need to choose a mask.” She gestures toward a selection of masks to her right.
A warm tingle starts in my body as I choose a red mask that covers my eyes and has brightly colored feathers coming off of the top of it. Neil chooses a mask like the Lone Ranger used to wear.
“Are you ready for this?” Neil’s voice is giddy and he squeezes my hand as we walk down a long, narrow hall.
“I’m a little nervous,” I say, adjusting my mask over my eyes so that I can see clearly. “But I am really excited. Do I look okay?”
I’m fairly confident about my body and I work out at the gym three or four times a week, but it feels weird to be walking into a club wearing nothing but a pair of high heels and skimpy lingerie.
“You look fucking fantastic.” Neil pushes me against the wall, and gives me a deep kiss that lights a fire inside of me.
As we reach the end of the hallway, the sounds of music and laughter start getting louder. There’s a heavy red curtain separating us from the party. I look at Neil and smile, and then I reach out and pull the curtain aside so that we can walk through.
“Holy shit!” Neil exclaims as he looks around the crowded room.
There must be twenty couples in here and everybody is laughing and obviously having a good time. All of the women are wearing lingerie and walking into the room feels like walking into a Victoria’s Secret runway show. And all of the men in tuxedos are so sexy. It’s wall-to-wall gorgeous women and sexy men. Looking around the room, everything immediately seems real. We’re really going to do this! I’m really going to do this. Anticipation builds inside of me and I’m getting hornier the more that I look around the room. Who will I fuck tonight?
“Tonight is going to be a blast!” I smile at Neil and thank my lucky stars that I have such an amazing husband.
Seeing the other women standing around in their lingerie makes me feel more comfortable.
“I’ll go get us some drinks, Crystal,” Neil says, looking in the direction of the bar. “Do you want to go mingle and meet some people?”
A shiver of anticipation runs through me. I look around at all of the people in the room, and it feels like looking at a big box of jewels. I don’t know where to start.
“Definitely I want to go meet some people.” I give Neil a quick kiss and swat his bottom as he turns to walk to the bar.
I look around the room and my attention is instantly grabbed by a gorgeous blonde woman. She’s wearing a stunning corset that barely contains her magnificent cleavage.
“Hey, do you mind if I join you?” Even though I’m so excited for tonight, I’m still nervous. We’ve never done something like this before, so it feels like walking into a room where everybody knows each other and is experienced.
“Of course! I don’t think I’ve seen you one of these events before. I’m Marianne.” She leans over and gives me a light kiss on the cheek.
“Is it that obvious?” I laugh. “This is our first party at Covet. It looks like it’s going to be amazing.”
“Amazing is definitely the right word to describe this place. Covet is very special.”
Each time I look around the room and see all of this sexy people, I start to feel super giddy. Like anything and everything is possible.
“It sure seems that way.” I feel nervous for a second, because it seems to really awkward question to ask. “So, um… How does this all work? I know that sounds hopelessly naïve, but it’s…”
Marianne laughs, but it’s more of a laugh if unity than being made fun of. She sweeps her long blonde hair away from her cheek, and then leans down close to me.
“Well, Crystal, there really aren’t any rules, except consents. You can go and talk to any man or woman here, and proposition them. Or you can go walk through the halls by the private rooms, and peak in and see what tickles your fancy. You can join in with couples that you see, you can bring someone back to the rooms, or sometimes it might be a dark room and you just have to walk in and see what’s is waiting for you. Or who is waiting for you. If anything is ever uncomfortable, you can always say no and then move on to the next room.”
“This is so much to take in. This is the first time that my husband and me have done something like this. It’s all so sexy and stimulating, I don’t know where to start.” My body is thrumming with desire, but it’s so hard to choose.
“Well is this a special night for him, for you, or for the both of you?”
“For me, mostly. I think. Neil and I have talked about swinging for a while now, but it’s always just been sexy talk, you know? I think he wants to watch me with somebody more than he wants to be with somebody else.”
Marianne smiles and nods. “It was like that for me and my husband, too. The only real advice I have is to just pick someone and to pick something new, and then just go with it and try it. You can always come back to Covet for more.”
“Hey, babe,” Neil says, handing me a vodka tonic.
“Marianne, this is Neil. Neil, Marianne.” I smile as I introduce my husband to a woman that I would never have imagined introducing my husband to, before tonight. “We were just talking about how this all works and that this is our first time here.”
“You two are in for a delicious and memorable time.”
Neil grins so broadly, you can nearly see the fillings in his molars. His cheeks are flushed and his eyes are bright, and to me it’s obvious how excited he is.
“It sure seems that way.”
Someone across the room catches Marianne’s attention and waves to her.
“It was wonderful to meet you two, but I’m sorry I have to go. I’ve just been summoned and it’s time for me to go explore the private rooms. I know you’ll have an excellent time and I look forward to seeing you again.”
Marianne leans forward and gives me a light kiss on the lips. It’s so unexpected, but wildly sexy and it makes my body burn with more lust and desire.
“She seems kind of amazing.” Neil says. I watch him as he watches her saunter across the room and join a tall man in a particularly sharp tuxedo.
“That she does.” I take a long drink of my cocktail and turn to Neil. “Is this all for me tonight or are you going to join in, too?”
Neil considers my question for a moment. “I think tonight is all for you. It’s going to be hot as hell to see you with somebody else.”
“Is that going to be enough for you?”
“Oh, yeah. I don’t think you realize how excited I am to watch another man fuck you. And I can’t wait to hear from you what it’s like.”
With some flutters again, I take another sip of my cocktail. I welcome the warmth and relaxation the vodka brings, but I don’t want to drink too much.
“Okay. That sounds good. I’m a little bit intimidated to walk up to somebody here in this room and proposition them, so what I was thinking is that we could go through the halls and I can find a room that looks appealing to me.” I give Neil a quick rundown of how the private rooms work and he grins and nods.
“That sounds fucking fantastic. Just say when and we can go exploring.”
Even though I know I shouldn’t, I guzzle the rest of my vodka tonic. I close my eyes as I swallow and smile as I feel the relaxation from the vodka start to hit my body. I feel sexy and powerful, and still a bit nervous. But I am so ready for this experience, that I can’t even put it into words.
We walk through the crowd of people and a new thrill tingles through my body. There are so many different kinds of people here — tall man and short men, people who are younger or older, women who are super fit, or a few women who are super curvy. Nobody is ashamed of how they look or why they are here — everyone’s just here to have a really good time.
“Which hall do we choose?” Neil asks.
We’re right at the beginning of two halls that angle off in different directions. There is fake smoke coming out of some of the rooms, so it’s really difficult to see what is down the hallways. But even from where we’re standing, we can hear the sounds of laughter and people talking. As I look from one hall to the next, trying to guess what these rooms might contain, a sexual moan slices through the air and it hits me right in my pussy. An insatiable curiosity comes over me wanting to know why that woman is moaning and wanting to see what is making her moan.
“Let’s go down this hall,” I say, nodding towards the hall that we heard the bone come from.
“Lead the way, my gorgeous wife,” Neil says, cupping my ass as I walk in front of him.
The first room we come to is, disappointingly, empty. There is a large bed against one wall, with thick wooden posts at each corner of the bed. There are iron rings attached to each of the posts and I can see a selection of scarves and leather strips hanging from each of them.
Outside of the second room, another couple is standing and groping each other as they watch the people inside the room. When they step aside so that we can see into the room better, we see three women having rough sex. A tall woman with dark skin and raven black hair is wearing a strap on, and she is ass fucking a blonde woman who is eating the pussy of another woman. The woman in the middle is being held down and is completely submissive to the other two women.
“What do you think, Crystal?” Neil whispers into my ear as he cups one of my breasts and squeezes.
The dark-haired woman looks at me and cocks her head as if to say ‘you’re welcome to join us.’ I smile at her and shake my head.
“Hmm. Maybe another time, but not tonight.”
“Do you really mean that? You would sleep with a woman?” Neil’s eyes are wide open with surprise.
“Sure. I mean, why not? I’ve never really thought about women, not sexually, but I wouldn’t mind trying that.”
“That would be so fucking sexy.”
“Let’s see what’s in the next room.” I grab Neil’s hand and lead him into the smoke. The smoke isn’t that heavy, but we can’t see very clearly. As we make our way to the next room, I’m pretty sure that this is the room that we heard the sexual moaning from. Whomever is in there is having a really good time and they are definitely a screamer.
“Oh… Wow.”
We are both absolutely speechless.
“I had no…idea that people did anything like this.” Neil protectively grabs his cock through his tux pants.
Inside this room, there is a man lying on a table, with his legs and arms bound with heavy leather. There is a ballgag stuffed in his mouth, but it isn’t muffling the sounds of his moans and screams. A statuesque woman in a patent leather leave-no-curve-to-the-imagination catsuit is standing over him and dripping hot candle wax onto his bare skin.
Each time the hot wax hits his skin, he cries out. And then he moans and is nodding for more. Once again, the woman drips hot wax on the man’s rigid cock, and he moans and writhes in pleasure.
“That’s a hard no.” I grab Neil’s hands and pull him away from the door and deeper into the smoky hallway.
There are fewer people down this way, but it’s unclear if it’s because of how spooky it is or if people just haven’t gotten this far yet. In all my eagerness to experience tonight, I realize that maybe we’re among the first people to be exploring the rooms in these hallways.
Neil stops walking and presses me against the wall.
“Have I told you how sexy it is that you are doing this tonight?” Neil holds my hands above my head and presses his mouth to mine and kisses me deeply. I suck at his tongue and my body and emotions reacting massively to him.
Damn, I really need to get fucked. And soon.
I start losing myself in Neil’s kiss and I grind my hips against his cock.
“This isn’t really what we’re here for,” I gasp, reluctantly pulling myself away from him.
“We could…”
“Maybe you’re here for me and you should come into this room,” a deep voice says from the smoky room, interrupting Neil.
“Who are you? What is happening in this room?” I ask, my curiosity piqued. I can’t see who was talking, but he has the most amazing and sexy baritone voice.
The smoke swirls heavy around Neil and me. I move my hand around, vainly trying to clear the smoke so that I can see the man behind the voice, but the smoke is so thick. He remains a perfect stranger – just a voice in the smoke.
“I am the master of this room. What happens in this room is spontaneous. What happens in this room is whatever you allowed to happen. Would you like to enter?” I’m drawn to the heavy purr of the man’s voice. His voice sounds like the promise of mind-blowing sex.
I start to glance toward Neil, but realize that I can’t really see his face through the smoke. I settle for giving his hand a quick squeeze, then I walk through the doorway to the room and toward the sound of the man with the sexy voice.
“Yes, I would like to join you. Where are you?” I walk tentatively into the room, not wanting to run into someone or something. It’s a bit weird not to be able to see anything, but it’s also thrilling.
“Stay where you are, and we will come to you.”
We?
I try to wave away the smoke, again, but I can’t. A large hand touches my upper arm and I turn in that direction. The little I can see, I’m standing before an incredibly tall and incredibly muscular black man.
I always used to be curious about what it would be like to fuck a black man, but the opportunity never came up. Excitement runs through me as I realize I’m going to get to experience a fantasy I made myself forget about when I got married.
The man runs his fingers along my skin and every nerve ending in my body goes on full alert. My pussy is throbbing and I know my panties are already soaked. I’m so ready to get fucked!
“Are you ready to cavort with two men?” His lips brush my ear and my desire explodes when he sucks on my ear.
“I…yes.” Neil is out there somewhere, but I can’t see him. I know he wanted to watch me, but it looks like he’s going to have to settle for listening to me. Somehow, it almost seems sexier and more of a tease, that he would have to listen to me and imagine what was happening and what it will look like when I fuck these two anonymous men.
I have no idea what I’m doing. I’m still wearing my mask, but I can’t even really see anything in here. I assume the men are wearing masks, too, but I stop caring when I feel a second set of hands on my body. My arms tingle with goosebumps and I can tell that tonight is going to be special.
The man that I think is the one that I spoke with, is running his hands up and down the front of my body, lingering on my breasts and teasing the area around my hungry pussy. The other man is kissing the back of my neck, roughly, and his hands are both on my ass and he is grinding into me. I can already tell that his cock must be enormous.
The first man starts trailing kisses from my neck down to my boobs. My nipples are standing at attention and he nips at them with his teeth through the lace of my bra. I make a high-pitched sound as he bites and licks at my nipples. One of them pushes the straps of my bra halfway down my arms and a pair of strong, large hands pulls my breasts out of my bra.
With the straps of my bra around my arms, my arms are down to my side and I can’t really move them. I want to touch these men, but I can’t reach my hands out to do anything more than lightly tickle their skin. And I really want to touch them and explore their bodies with my hands.
The man in front of me, or at least I think it’s him, slides my panties down my legs and gently lifts my feet up so that I’m naked from the waist down, except for my heels. I feel his tongue and lips move from my breasts and across my stomach, and then he’s licking and biting me and teasing me and the area around my pussy.
“Oh, please,” I whimper, my voice bordering on begging. Slowly, he runs his fingers from my ankles and up my legs, massaging my skin with strong, confident fingers.
As my body screams to be fucked, and fucked hard and long, I lose any inhibition that I felt before now. You know how they always say that women live out their slutty fantasies on Halloween? Well I’m going to live out a fantasy that I’ve tried to ignore for years!
The man behind me grinds his thick cock against my ass, and sucks and bites at my neck as his hands roughly fondle my breasts and pinch my nipples. The man in front of me starts finger fucking me as he licks and sucks at my clit, eating me out like I’ve never had my pussy eaten before.
My breathing gets faster and more jagged the closer that my orgasm comes. My body is already tingling and folding in on itself the way that it does when I’m about to come. If I didn’t have a man on either side of me, I swear I would fall over.
“Oh my God!” I scream as I come over the one man’s face. He grabs onto my hips and holds me against his mouth and his tongue, while my body bucks and gushes. He slows the motion of his tongue, but he keeps his mouth on my pussy as it twitches.
“Now you’re going to suck both of our cocks, you slutty whore.”
I bite my lip and I can’t wait to have suck them off. I totally want to embrace my slutty side and keep on having anonymous sex.
“Where do you want me?” I gasp as one of them starts fingering my clit again and my body starts responding, wanting more, wanting to come again.
“This way,” one of them says, pushing me further into the room. I still can’t see anything because of all of the smoke, but that just makes this more exciting and amazing. It is so hot to be told what to do and to not see the men that I’m fucking.
I slide my arms out of my bra and throw it to the side. I have no idea how I’m going to find my panties and my bra once we’re finished. But at this point, I could walk through the club in front of everyone, naked, and I wouldn’t give a damn.
I turn to face the man that was pushing me to where I’m standing now. I run my hands around his hard, muscled body, and I reach up to his head and pull his head down to mine so that I can kiss him. It’s obviously the first man I talked to, because I can taste my pussy juices on his mouth. I lick and suck, loving how I taste on his tongue.
I move my hands further down his body and I start sliding down to my knees. Both of the men lace their fingers through my hair and do a tug-of-war over whose cock I’m going to suck first.
One of them presses a massive, thick cock against my lips and I immediately open my mouth and take as much of it in as I can in one go. My mouth has been watering just thinking about their cocks, and my mouth eagerly slides on his cock.
My hair is pulled and I moan a little as the first cock slides out of my mouth, but it is quickly replaced with an even larger, harder cock. I choke on this one as I try and suck and lick at it. His cock tastes really amazing and I bob my head up and down, trying to take more and more of him into my small mouth.
“Fuck, man! This little slut sure knows how to suck!” The man thrusts his cock further into my mouth and I can feel the head of his cock bumping against the back of my throat. I choke because my mouth is so full, but I really love it.
My hair is pulled yet again and I gulp for air for the moments that I don’t have a cock in my mouth. I open my mouth wide, hungry for more cock. I’m quickly rewarded, is the other guy forces his cock even deeper into my mouth. I lick and suck at his salty shaft, tasting his pre-come mixed with my spit.
I love being on my knees in front of these men. I love being dominated like this, by two men who I can’t even see. It is so thrilling and completely foreign to me, but this is the hottest sex I’ve probably ever had. I’m so glad that Neil talked me into this.
“I wanna fuck that little pink cunt of hers,” one of them says.
This time, with a pull of my hair, they’re pulling me up to my feet. I drag my hand across my mouth, smearing their pre-come and my spit across my face. I rub the wetness down to my tits, wanting their juices all over my body.
One of them pushes me forward again, and I stop when my shins hit what I assume is a bed. I still can’t see anything because of the smoke, but I hear the bed squeak and I assume that somebody has just climbed on top of it.
“Climb up and slide your wet pussy down my anaconda.” I hear one of the men command.
I put my hands out in front of me and try to feel my way around on the bed and over his body. My hands land on his legs and I’m stunned and how thick and muscular they are. They feel as big as tree trunks. As my hands slide up his legs, they finally reached his cock which is standing straight up toward the ceiling. I wrap my hands around it and I wonder how I’m going to get something so large inside of me. I am so not going to be walking straight for days after this.
“Don’t be shy now,” his voice teases. The bed creeks and I realize that he is set up when he pulls me forward and were chest to chest. “Now let’s ease that sweet little pussy of yours down onto me. I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before.”
That’s already happening tonight, I think to myself.
“I’m so ready for you to fuck me,” I say, surprised at how bold I’m being. I normally don’t do much dirty talk with Neil, but for tonight, I might as well try a little bit.
“And what do you want me to do, little slut?” The amusement in his voice is obvious and I can tell he must be smiling. I have no idea what Neil must think.
“I want you to stuff my wet pussy with your big cock,” I giggle, glad that no one can see my face right now because it’s burning and I know I’m blushing hard. “I want you to fuck me so hard that I scream.”
“We’re going to fuck you in ways he your husband never could,” the other man says. “I’m going to tap your sweet ass.” He slaps my ass and I flinch a little. I kind of assumed that I would be fucking them individually, and now I wonder if they’re both gonna fuck me at the same time. I shiver because Neil has never fucked my ass.
“Stop talking and get on my dick.” Two hands reach forward and grab my hips and all of the sudden his cock is bumping at my pussy and sliding through my juices. I scream a little as he pushes into me, but he just chuckles. “Girl, that’s only the tip. Just you wait until I’m balls deep in your cunt.”
I take a deep breath and wiggle my hips, trying to ease myself down his cock. Part of me is glad I can’t see it, because I think if I saw it I would run from the room. He’s so much bigger and thicker than anything that I think I’ve ever seen before. My pussy clutches at his cock and little, sharp sounds coming out of my mouth as he starts thrusting up into my pussy, and going deeper and harder. My hands hold onto his shoulders and the top of his super muscular arms, as I try to balance myself.
“You like that, little slut?” He asks, moving one of his hands up so that it’s on my breast. He roughly rolls my nipple in his fingers, pinching it painfully.
I wince and scream as I take him even deeper into my pussy. It feels like there’s not enough space for him, but I know that there is more of him. It’s going to be hard to try and take all of him, but I’m sure going to try!
“Yes,” I moan, wiggling my hips and arching my back. I push down and he thrusts up, and all of a sudden I am sitting on top of him and I can feel his balls against my ass. I can’t believe it but I have just taken all of his dick in my pussy! “Fuck me hard! Fuck me until I’m raw!”
The man doesn’t say anything, but he grabs my lower back and pulls me down so that we’re chest to chest and then he just starts pounding his cock up into my pussy like a jackhammer. It hurts and I scream more, but I feel myself stretching out and making more room for him, and it’s starting to feel good. My pussy is sliding around on his dick and I love how he keeps pounding up into me faster and harder. It feels so good, I feel like I’m about to pass out.
The bed shifts and suddenly I’m aware that the other man is behind me, and his cock is probing against my ass. He is hard as a rock and he’s huge. It was hard to get the first guy’s cock in my pussy and I have no idea how he’s going to get his cock in my ass. I know it’s going to hurt so much.
While the first guy keeps on pumping up into me, his arms still holding me tight against his chest, the other guy runs his hands over my ass, pulling my cheeks aside. Something cold and slick it hits my ass, and then his fingers are massaging it into me and he sticks one of his fingers up my ass.
“Fuck. My man, her ass is so tight. I’m going to have a mighty fine time breaking her ass in.”
I buck and try and slow my hips as he keeps probing my ass with his finger. It feels kinda good, but it also feels kinda weird.
The guy below me slows down his pace and I really get into riding his big cock. I start bouncing on him, loving how he’s going so deep in how he hits my g-spot in a way that even Neil hasn’t before. In the middle of all of this, the second guy grabs my hips and then starts pushing his dick up my ass, while I still have the other guy’s dick in my pussy.
My mouth falls open and the only thing that comes out is something like a scream and a moan, I can’t even tell what it is but that there is noise in this room and I’m pretty sure it’s coming from me. The guys start rhythmically fucking me so that when my hips come up from the guy by below me the guy who’s ass-fucking me plunges deeper. My ass clenches at his dick, trying to prevent it from going deeper because he’s so big. But then the guy below me and pulls me down onto his dick, all the way down and the guy behind me and starts fucking me harder and faster.
“Oh… Oh… Holy shit! I’ve never been filled up like this before,” my voice screams. With both of them inside of me like this, it’s like my pussy is even tighter and it feels like the guy beneath me is even more massive than he is. My body lights up with lust and sexual electricity as they both plunge into me over and over again, claiming my pussy and my ass as their own.
With both of them pounding into me, I let myself go and be the slut I never thought I could be. I grind my pussy under one cock and my ass onto the other, and I lose myself in the electrical sensations that are zinging through every nerve ending of my body. My orgasm starts building and I know it’s going to be like a massive explosion throughout my entire body.
“Aw, man, look at her go!” The man behind me slaps my ass as he drills deeper into it. He tries to hold my hips still, but I’m bucking and wiggling around, because I’m starting to come.
“I’m coming! I’m coming!” I scream, pushing my pussy deep onto the first guy’s dick and loving the way that he fills me up so completely and feels so big in my tight little pussy.
I feel like I blackout a little bit because I come so hard and the two men are still pounding into me faster and faster. They’re both grunting and I can feel how sweaty their bodies are against mine, and then they’re both yelling and their balls are slapping against me as they unload inside of me. I’m totally sandwiched between them while their dicks twitch inside of me, as they come deep inside of me.
We all lie there for a minute, gasping and panting as their sweaty bodies stick to mine. We roll over and they both slide out of me, and as much as it hurts to have them both inside of me at the same time, it feels like there is something seriously missing when their cocks have disappeared from my pussy and my ass.
Without a word, I feel the bed shift and all I can hear is the sound of footsteps walking across the room and a door closing. I lay on the bed, trying to catch my breath and wrap my mind around what just happened. I can feel their cum sliding out of my pussy and my ass, and making a puddle on the bed underneath me.
“Um, Crystal? Are you okay?”
Neil’s voice startles me, but it also comforts me.
“I’m amazing, Neil. And we’re buying a lifetime membership for this club.”
~~~




YACHT CLUB

“Your husband Reggie is a good man, Erin. You should be proud. He’s on a track for great things at the company.” Mr. Blake slaps my husband on the back and I reach under the table and squeeze Reggie’s leg.
See, we need Mr. Blake on our side. Money is tight right now and there’s a rumor that one of the managers in his division will be getting a promotion or something. If Reggie could get that job, it would be so amazing! More money and more interesting work for him. Plus, we’ve kinda sorta been talking about starting a family, and we definitely need more money to be able to do something like that! Kids certainly aren’t cheap!
“Why thank you, Mr. Blake.” I say, a proud smile spreading across my face. Reggie has been working so hard and I’m enormously proud of him.
“Please, call me Miles. No need to be so formal.”
Miles gives me a wink and a smile that make my insides tense in a delicious way. I can’t deny it – Mr. Blake…I mean Miles…is a very sexy man. I know there’s no way I’d be able to get any work done if I was working with a black man that looked like a high-fashion model! His face is broad and smooth, and he his eyes are a hazel-y color that are incredibly striking. We’ve had dinner with him a couple of times and it’s always left me wet with desire by the end of the evening.
“Well, thank you, Miles,” I say, giving him my best smile. Of course I can’t say that I’m imagining what it would be like to have his dark body above mine. It’s not that I’m unhappy with my husband, but Miles has this magnetic sex appeal that just makes my heart race and my cunt quiver every time I see him! I’ve fantasized about fucking him more than once – though I’d never tell my husband that!
“Of course, Erin, of course. I’m more than happy to reward hard, good work. We all need mentors in our life and I’m more than happy to do that for young employees that show an excellent work ethic and the smarts needed to really move up in the company. Reggie has both.”
“Oh, Mr… Miles,” Reggie says, his cheeks coloring slightly. “Thank you. I appreciate your confidence.”
“You’ve earned it. Now let’s talk something other than business. Tell me about how you two are settling in in this fine city.”
I smile and say how much I love Portland. We moved here specifically for Reggie’s job and we honestly do love the city.
The rest of the meal goes well and it’s easy to feel like we’re having dinner with a friend, not Reggie’s boss.
“I really like you two,” Miles says, reaching for the check and waving away Reggie’s hand. “No, this is on me. It’s been a pleasure to share a meal with you.”
“Thank you. You’ll have to come to dinner sometime.” It feels very 1950s to say that, but I’m realizing that I do actually enjoy Miles’s company. And obviously having him in my house would be a bonus, too. Not that anything would happen, of course, but that doesn’t mean I can’t dream, right?
“That’s unnecessary, but I wouldn’t say no.” Miles smiles, then pauses and looks from Reggie to me, and then back to Reggie. “Look. I’m a member at the Sea Marine Yacht Club. I’m hosting an overnight yacht party next weekend. Would you two like to be my guests?”
Holy shit that sounds amazing! I’ve always loved sailing, but rarely have the chance to do so.
I glance at Reggie and try to contain my excitement. For years, I’ve told him that when either one of us really makes it, and I mean makes it to the point that we have real disposable income, that we’re buying a sailboat. I grew up sailing with a family we summered by, and I always loved it. Being on the water is as natural to me as breathing. But, neither my family nor Reggie and I have ever been able to afford a boat of our own.
So naturally I always jump on any opportunity to go sailing!
“That sounds wonderful, Miles,” Reggie says, reaching out and grabbing my hand.
I feel like I’m going to jump out of my skin! Plus, this has to be a good sign for Reggie, right? I mean, his boss wouldn’t be asking him to something like this, especially an overnight event, if he wasn’t looking at Reggie as someone with potential. Right?
We could really use the money that a promotion would mean, so I’m really hoping this invitation is the first step toward that for my husband. We really want to start a family, but we need to save up some money, first. I want to be a stay-at-home mom, and Reggie wants that, too; but doing that means giving up my income.
“Excellent!” Miles says, smiling and clapping his hands. “I’ll have my wife contact you, Erin, and give you the details. It’s low-key, but I know you’re going to want to know more than that.” Miles winks at me and it almost feels like he’s flirting with me.
Surely I’ve had a little too much wine! Of course he wouldn’t be flirting with me. He’s married. My husband is his employee. Right?
“Look, this one’s on me,” Miles says, signing the check with a flourish. “Reggie, I’ll see you bright and early on Monday; Erin, I’ll see you again next Friday. It’s going to be a wonderful to have you join the party.”
“Can you believe it?” Reggie asks when we’re getting ready for bed. “I’ve heard other guys in the office talk about these yacht parties, and some of them have been waiting years for an invitation. Years!”
Reggie’s voice has that high pitch it gets when he’s really excited, and I can’t help but smile back at how excited he is. I love it when he’s like this, full of hope and enthusiasm. That and his ambition are some of the things I most love about him. He’s a good man with a good heart, and I feel so lucky that he chose me for his wife!
“It does sound awesome, yes,” I say, slipping into his favorite negligee. I’m so happy that he’s on a promotion track, that I want to thank him in our favorite way! “Why do you think you got an invite, when the others haven’t?”
Reggie thinks for a moment, then crawls into bed. “I’m not sure. I did well on the Wheeler deal last month, but I hadn’t realized it was that noteworthy.”
“Well I’m glad you’re doing so well,” I say, turning around and facing him. Reggie looks up from his phone, just now realizing what I’ve put on.
“Oh, wow. You look incredible!”
Reggie fumbles with his phone, turning it off and shoving it in his nightstand. I take my time walking over to the bed, turning and moving around so that he can see glimpses of my nakedness beneath my lingerie.
“Are you coming to bed? Or are you just going to keep teasing and flashing me all night?”
There’s a hint of desperation in his voice, and it just makes me even hotter.
“Well, I suppose,” I say, giving heavy emphasis to the last word, “I can be convinced to come to bed. You have done so well, after all, that I suppose I should reward you for that.”
“Well don’t put yourself out, woman,” he teases, pulling back the covers and showing me how hard he already is. His cock is perfect and glorious, and I jump into bed.
He grabs me close and hugs me, his mouth finding mine and pulling me into a deep, passionate kiss. My hands run up and down his body and I moan as his fingers slide into my slick pussy.
“Fuck me,” I whisper, grinding my hips down. He moves on top of my and I wrap my legs around his waist, then lock my ankles together. I reach down and grab his hard cock, and guide him as he slides into me. We gasp and smile at each other, the familiarity of the perfection of our fucking taking over. We move the way each other likes, he sucks on my neck, I run my fingernails down his back. It’s a familiar fuck, but it’s our fuck and I love it.
“What’s that,” my husband asks as he enters the kitchen and goes to pour himself a cup of coffee.
I sigh and wrap my hands around my own cup of coffee. “It’s just the bills for this month,” I say. “We have enough to cover everything, but it’s going to be tight for the next couple of weeks. But I’ll just get some groceries and then we can eat at home instead of going out to eat. Is that okay?”
“Of course,” Reggie says. “Are you sure we have enough money until my next paycheck? I can figure out a way to cut back, if you need me to,” he says. His forehead is creased as he drinks his coffee.
This isn’t a new conversation between us and it’s always awkward. It seems like our careers are taking so long to take off and that it’s taking a long time for us to get settled into adult life. Neither of us ever expected it would take so long to become financially stable.
“No, I think we should be fine. If we just cut back a little bit we can make it okay. The car is going to be okay for another couple months though, right?” I cross my fingers hoping that Reggie will say yes. Our car has needed a tune-up for a couple of months now, but we’ve been putting it off because we haven’t had the extra cash to afford the maintenance.
“Yeah, it should be. As long as were careful I’m sure will be fine.”
“I promise to be good,” I say, smiling at Reggie. He gives me a slightly skeptical look back, clearly remembering the last time I sent that, and then went and bought a brand-new dress and heels for our date night.
“If you say so,” he laughs. More seriously, he says, reaching across the table and taking my hand in his. “It won’t always be like this, sweetie,” he says.
“I know,” I say, squeezing his hand back. “It’s just hard, you know.”
Reggie sighs, too, lowering his eyes to the table. I know he’s a little bit embarrassed about not making as much money as he wishes he did.
“Hey,” I say, my voice softer. “It’s okay. Really, I know things will get better. Everything will get better soon.”
Reggie looks up at me, his eyes big. “Thank you for being so patient with me. I don’t know why it’s taking so long.”
“But with this thing with your boss, this overnight yacht trip, that’s a really good sign, right? I mean, he wouldn’t have invited you if he didn’t think you’re promising and if he didn’t like you, right?”
Reggie brightens when I say this. “Yes, you do have a point there. He does seem to like me.”
I glance at the clock and see that it’s later than I realized. “You better get going sweetie. Especially since you’re in the good graces of the boss, you don’t want to jeopardize that, right?” I say, giving Reggie a smile and a wink.
The sound of Reggie’s laugh brightens my mood.
“Yeah, gotta go keep the boss happy. By boss, I mean you.”
“You sweet talker.” I stand up and go over to Reggie, rubbing my hands over his chest and then lean in and giving him a big kiss. “You get going. I’ll figure out this budget and how to get us through the next couple of weeks.”
“You’re the best, babe.”
Reggie bursts through the front door, startling me so much I nearly drop the glass of Merlot that I’m carrying.
“Oh, honey! You’ll never guess what happened today!”
I put my glass down on the coffee table and walk over to him and give him a big hug and a kiss.
“How about you take a moment to catch your breath, then tell me what has you so excited?” I smile and lean in and give him another kiss.
He shrugs out of his jacket and follows me back into the living room.
“Wine?”
“No. Erin, sit with me. This is really exciting news!”
Please let it be a promotion. Please let it be a raise.
“Well,” I say, looking at him and smiling again. “Don’t keep me waiting!”
“You know that contract I mentioned, the Blackthorne one?”
“You mean the three-million-dollar client?” My voice rises as I say each word. This is a big deal. A really big deal. This is the most coveted contract that all the associates have been vying for. It’s a career-making contract.
“That’s the one. It’s mine!”
“Oh my God! Babe, that’s incredible! I’m so proud of you!”
“Isn’t it amazing? I thought for sure that Omar was going to get the contract, but nope…Miles gave it to me! Omar was pissed, especially when Miles said that Omar would be my assistant.”
“Oh, wow.” This is almost as big of news as Reggie landing this contract. Omar has been an associate for three years longer than Reggie, so this is a big upset in the office hierarchy. “Will everything be okay between you two?”
“I hope so,” Reggie says, exhaling a deep breath and slumping back in the couch. “Everyone thought he’d be leading this contract, including him, so he took it pretty badly. Everything should work out okay, though. At least I hope so.”
“Me, too, babe. Me, too.” I move over and straddle his lap, then start slowly unbuttoning my blouse. “And what can I do to help you celebrate this wonderful achievement?”
Reggie’s hands move to my hips and his eyes move to my tits.
“More of exactly that,” he says, a different kind of excitement making his breath short and uneven. When I slip out of my blouse, he buries his face in my tits, biting my nipples through my bra as his fingers deftly unclasp my bra. “That’s better,” he says, sliding my bra off and wrapping his lips around one of my nipples.
“Oh,” I gasp, running my fingers through his hair and stroking it as his tongue strokes my hardening nipple. I wiggle on his lap, my pussy hot and wanting attention.
“Damn you have the most amazing boobies,” he says, grabbing them with his hands and massaging them, his thumbs running over my nipples.
“I think you’re the one that deserve some sucking.”
“I won’t say no to that,” Reggie grins, watching me as I stand up and get in front of him. He quickly undoes his belt and pants, lifting his butt and sliding them down to his knees and then ankles.
“Let me help you.” I kneel in front of him, taking off his shoes and pulling his pants and boxers off.
Reggie’s dick is hard as a rock and pointing straight up. Even after being together all these years, I still get a thrum of desire each time I see his cock hard. I’m always eager to please him, now just as much as when we were first dating and I wasn’t sure how much he might like me.
I bite my lip as I look up at him and he groans as I wrap my fingers around his cock and stroke him.
“Do you like that? I think I know something you might like more.”
“Woman. Stop teasing me. Use your lips and tongue the way I know you know how to do.”
I smile and stop moving my hand, but I grip his cock a little tighter. “Well if you insist…”
I lower my mouth to his cock and open my mouth wide. In one quick motion, I engulf his dick in my mouth, then suck hard.
“Oh, fuck yeah.” Reggie groans and I feel his body slump back in the couch.
I reach up and tweak one of his nipples, then keep sucking his cock as I bounce my head up and down on it, alternating fast bobs with slow lingering movements.
Reggie’s breath hitches and his hips twitch beneath me. Reaching down, I gently cup his balls in one of my hands and lightly massage them. They’re tight and small in my hands, and I know he’s going to come soon.
My tongue works over his dick as I suck harder and faster.
“Fuuuuck,” Reggie hollers as he comes. I pull my mouth off his dick and let him come all over my face and boobs, like I know he likes to do. He likes to feel like he’s marking his territory and I like feeling like he’s marked me. I rub his come over my skin and smile up at him, knowing that I am his, now and always.
“Well fancy running into you here. It’s Erin, right?”
It takes me a moment to place the voice, but when I turn around, I instantly recognize Annabella, Miles’ wife.
“Hi! How are you?” I ask, hoping my makeup and hair are still in place. It’s been a humid day and it feels like anything you put on your face just slides right off. Plus, my curly hair has been frizzing out recently.
“Just out doing some shopping before the trip this weekend.” She gives me a big smile and it throws me off guard. We’ve only met a couple of times, at holiday parties, but she’s always been polite but brisk with me in the past. Is this new friendliness a sign of Reggie moving up at Annabella’s husband’s company?
“Me, too,” I admit. “I know the invite said casual, but I haven’t figured out if that really means casual or if I need something new and nice.”
Annabella laughs, but it’s warm, not like she’s making fun of me. She looks at me with her blue eyes and smiles.
“It really does mean casual. You really just need a couple of bikinis and a dress to throw over that for dinner. Though, I do recommend bringing something nice for the party on Saturday night. We’ll be mooring with some other boats. Bring something sexy. These parties are always a ton of fun!” Annabella’s voice is warm and knowing, like she’s letting me in on a secret.
“Oh, okay,” I say. It feels a little unexpected that she’s suggesting I bring something ‘sexy,’ but I just shrug it off as girl talk.
Her brown hair flashes as she looks down at her fancy smartphone. “Oh! I’ve got to run. I’m getting my nails done in five minutes and it’s going to take me ten to get there! See you Saturday morning!”
“Bye!” I watch her speed-walk out of the store and admire her confidence and style. She’s definitely a trophy wife, though I can’t deny that part of me would love to be like her – my only job looking perfect and hosting parties and entertaining guests.
Turning back to the racks, I decide that everything I’m looking at is too sedate for this weekend. That skirt is much too long. I decide to trust Annabella’s recommendation and buy something sexy.
Might as well have fun and pretend like going out yachting is normal for us, right? I decide to dress the part and I head toward the trendier part of the store.
As we pull into the marina, the sky is bright and clear.
“This is going to be great!” Reggie has been amped up ever since the dinner with his boss. I certainly don’t blame him. If this goes the way we think and hope it will, that means we’ll be on our way to earning the income we need and want, that will be able to breathe and not only buy things if they’re on sale or absolutely necessary.
“It will be,” I say, giving Reggie a long kiss.
I’m excited for this weekend, too. Obviously, because Reggie is probably in line for a promotion, but also because it’s going to be nice to get away and enjoy ourselves. Going out on a yacht, or hell, even a tugboat, is entirely out of our budget. This is going to be like a posh mini-vacation. It can’t be all work and no play, right? Annabella said there was a rocking party slated for tonight, so we should get to have at least a little bit of fun and no work talk for a while.
“How much do you think one of these things costs?” Reggie asks when we’re walking down the dock.
“I’m not sure, but I don’t think we should be looking at prices for these just yet. Once you get the promotion,” I squeeze his arm as I say this, “we can start saving for things like this. It’ll be great when we can afford some luxuries!”
Reggie stops walking, then pulls me close to him. “I’m going to give you the world, babe.”
“I know you will. I have faith in you.”
We stand there a moment, just being in the moment together, in the middle of all this wealth. I really do believe in my husband and know that we will achieve our dreams.
“Ah, there you are! We’ve been waiting for you two!”
Miles’ voice booms as he comes up from behind us on the dock. He smiles and holds up a couple of plastic shopping bags with bottles.
“Needed to bring in more provisions for the party tonight. I’ll tell you now, you two can expect to have a hangover tomorrow morning! It’ll be worth it, though, I promise you.” Miles smiles broadly and bumps into me as he passes us. “Oh, my apologies,” he says, though his smile changes slightly and he doesn’t hide that he’s looking at my breasts.
It should seem weird, Miles checking me out like this, but the truth is that he’s really hot and I’m pleased he’s paying attention to me.
We follow Miles to an enormous yacht at the end of the pier.
Reggie’s voice is a shushed hiss. “Holy fuck.”
I glance at him, hoping that Miles didn’t hear him. Seeing the yacht has me realizing just how important and valuable this yacht party can be or us. I knew that Miles was very successful, but seeing just the outside of his yacht is something else. There’s no way you can have something like that and not be banking some serious, serious cash.
“George here will take your bags,” Miles says, walking up the gang plank. “George, they’re in stateroom 3.”
“Yes, sir.”
Miles directs us to one of the decks, where several people are laughing and drinking cocktails.
“Everyone,” Miles’ booming voice commands attention, and immediately everyone quiets. “This is Reggie and Erin. Some of you know Reggie from the office. Please welcome both of them!”
“Vodka tonic, please,” I tell the waiter who silently appeared at my side.
“I’m so glad you made it!” Annabella embraces me in a fierce hug, her perfume wafting around me in a spicy cloud.
“Me, too,” I say, feeling unexpectedly shy.
“Let me show you around, then introduce you to everyone. I’m absolutely sure you’re going to have a fabulous time! Miles has been talking about how eager he’s been for you to join us this weekend.”
“Really?” I glance over my shoulder and smile at Reggie as Annabella tugs me in a different direction.
“Absolutely! He sees a lot of potential in Reggie, and of course he likes you.”
A blush and pride bursts in me, followed quickly by hope. We have a lot riding on this weekend and, I can’t deny that I’m already imagining weekends like this where socializing with people like Miles and Annabella, and being able to afford whatever we want, is de rigeur. I want a life like this!
“Reggie. Erin.”
There’s a gravity to Miles’ voice and my stomach clenches. Is this not the networking event that we hoped it would be?
“Sir?” Reggie says, his tone formal and deferential.
“Reggie! My friend! No need to be worried!” Miles voice booms with laughter as he moves around the cabin, a trio of beer bottles in his hand. He sits down next to Annabella and she drapes her legs over her lap. It’s an intimate gesture that makes me feel a bit like a voyeur.
“Oh! You had me worried there for a moment!” Reggie is laughing, but I can hear the tinge of stress still in his voice. We knew there would be some business talk today, but Reggie said he thought it would be a group thing.
The day has gone by in a whirlwind. I’m slightly buzzed on the steady, slow stream of cocktails over the day, mixed with the sun. We’ve been sailing for a while now and I’m not even sure exactly where we are.
“I’m not going to pussyfoot around the matter. I want to bring you into the inner circle.”
My hearts pounds in my chest when I hear this. This is everything we’ve wanted and everything that Reggie’s been working toward!
“I’d be honored, sir.”
Miles laughs as he rubs Annabella’s legs. She’s reclining back, watching us. She looks relaxed, sure, and content.
“Call me Miles. Sir is what the staff on the boat call me. We’re friends.”
“Of course, Miles.” Reggie smiles, his chest puffed out a little. His excitement is contagious and I’m aching to hug him and kiss him and congratulate him.
“Now, we’re a close-knit bunch. A type of family. Wouldn’t you agree, babe?”
“For sure. We’re totally a family.” Annabella’s smile is bright and makes me feel like we’re best friends, even though we barely know each other.
“And as families do, we share. Everything. We share the work, we share the rewards, and,” he runs his hand up Annabella’s leg and she giggles when his fingers slide under the bottom of her minidress, “we share each other.”
Reggie shifts in his seat next to me, though I’m scared to look at him. I think this all sounds really hot and sexy, but…how does this work in our marriage? Thinking back to that dinner with Miles earlier in the week, I realize that he was flirting with me and that it wasn’t just we’d all had too much to drink.
My eyes move from Miles to his wife, and I look at them differently. What would it be like to kiss Annabella? I slept with a couple of women in college, but I always wrote it off as a party thing – get drunk, fuck the closest person to you who is attractive. I know I’m not a lesbian, but…maybe it would be fun to play with a woman again.
Or, there is Miles or any of the other hot men I’ve seen here. It’s like they all go to the same gym, because they’re all tall and muscular and you just know they have incredible stamina.
Jesus fuck. My pussy is wet just at the mere thought of this!
“It looks like your wife is daydreaming – very happily I might add.” Miles voice interrupts my fantasies, his voice rich and friendly. “Does this sound like an appealing arrangement to you?”
This time, I do glance at Reggie. His eyes are wide from surprise, but he doesn’t look mad or embarrassed. Maybe he’s okay with this? Or is he just masking his feelings really well?
“Well,” I smile at Annabella and Miles, then grab Miles’ hand and squeeze tightly. “I think this is something Reggie and I should talk over. Reggie?”
He nods quickly, gripping my hand so much it nearly hurts.
“We will leave you two to discuss this,” Miles says, lifting Annabella’s gorgeous legs off of his lap and then standing up. “We’ll be up on deck with the others. Come up when you’re ready and let us know if you’re joining the family or not.”
As soon as the door to the cabin closes and we’re alone, Reggie finally speaks.
“I didn’t know, honestly, babe.”
I reach out and stroke Reggie’s hair, loving the feel of its silkiness between my fingers.
“Hey, it’s not the end of the world, you know.”
Reggie tilts his head as he looks at me and his brown hair flops over one of his eyes. He pushes his hair back and continues giving me a long look, and I can see thoughts and emotions racing through his eyes.
“Look. I’d heard rumors about this kind of thing, but I thought they were just that – rumors. It’s so…totally not-kosher to be told something like that!”
I reach out to Reggie, but he gets up and starts pacing around the State Room.
Knowing this could go wrong in so many ways, I take a deep breath. “Do you want to try it?”
Reggie freezes mid-step, then turns to look at me.
“Did you just say what I think you said?” His tone of voice is brittle, but I’m not clear if he’s upset or surprised. I’m hoping it’s the latter, because the idea of fucking someone new really has me turned on!
“Reggie, babe. I love you, you know that. That hasn’t and it’s never going to change. Ever.” I walk over to him and give him a long kiss, though he doesn’t hold me when I do. “We can go if you want to.”
“But, my career… I thought this weekend was going to change everything! I don’t want to let you down!”
Reggie and I are back sitting on the couch, and his knee bounces like it’s motorized.
“Reggie, honey. I’ll do whatever it takes to cement your career. You know that, right?”
“Are you sure?”
“I’ll admit it’s unexpected and pretty unethical of them, but I’m open to it if you are.”
The look in Reggie’s eyes softens and he takes my hands in his. “You’d do this for me?”
“I’d do anything or you. For real.” I lean into him and give him another kiss. This time, he doesn’t hold back. His tongue thrusts into my mouth, urgent and hot and demanding. I suck his tongue, making him moan. “What do you think about watching me with someone else?” I rub my hand on his cock and feel how hard he is already. “What do you think about a threesome?”
“Oh fuck, that’d be hot.”
Smiling and even wetter than I was when Miles and Annabella were still here, I give Reggie another deep kiss.
“Then let’s go work on improving your career prospects!”
Fresh drinks in hand, Reggie and I start chatting with two couples. Annabella catches my eye and I smile shyly back at her. When she smiles back at me, it’s like a suckerpunch down in my pussy.
I really hope I get to play with Annabella tonight!
“I was just telling your husband here, Erin, about how my career took off after being invited to one of these parties. The networking is unparalleled! Miles has talked to you, right?”
This nameless blond guy looks like he’s just realized he’s said too much.
“Yeah, we have,” I say, turning to smile at Reggie.
“Absolutely. It sounds like a great opportunity and we’re definitely going to join the family.”
“You’re making the right decision. My career really took off after being invited to these parties and joining the family. The networking is, well, unparalleled!” The blonde guy says, winking at me and looking me over from head to toe.
Leaning over to Reggie, I kiss his neck and whisper in his ear, “I think this is going to be fun, don’t you?”
Reggie’s grip tightens around my waist and I can feel his erection pressing against me.
“I’m starting to think so, yes.”
I smile at Reggie, excited that he’s getting to be on board with this idea. He was pretty shocked back in that state room and I can understand why. This whole turn of events is certainly unexpected, but I really am going to go the distance to help Reggie with his career.
Looking around the deck, everyone is relaxed and happy new really good time. You can see that some people are a little bit tipsy and wobbly as they walk around the deck and some people are laughing loudly and others are touching each other in ways that you really don’t see very often at a company party with the boss.
My pussy twinges when Miles strikes a glass to get everybody’s attention. The crowd quiets down and I can’t stop staring at him and his wife.
“I would like to thank you all for coming to the party this weekend,” Miles says, garnering a fresh surge of laughter from the crowd. “We have some new faces this today and I want you all to give very warm welcome to Reggie and Erin. I’m sure you’ve seen them around today, and Erin is spectacular as she always is.”
Hearing myself called out makes me both really excited and a little bit nervous. Reggie gives me a big kiss and anyone who didn’t know who I was before, they sure know now.
Miles continues talking for a few minutes, about business and goals and sales quotas and the rewards that are up on offer for the people who make those goals. I squeeze Reggie’s hand tightly, knowing that it’s a matter of when not if he’s going to achieve those goals and to earn those awesome rewards.
“Now, everyone. Let’s get down to the real fun.” Miles smiles, his lips spreading so wide that you can see all of his teeth.
Miles raises his glass to the crowd and the vibe on deck immediately changes. Laughter roars through the crowd and it’s like a curtain has been raised. Reggie wraps his arm around my shoulders and I can feel the tension in his arm.
“You sure about this?” Reggie’s voice is a whisper in my ear and it tickles a little.
“I am,” I say, trying to hide just how excited I am about all of this. If you asked me a week ago if I wanted to go to a party with a bunch of swingers, I would have been shocked at the question. But now? Now I’m curious and eager to play with someone new!
Standing on the deck, I look around and wonder what to do. I have no idea how this works. Do I go to somebody and start talking with them? Or do I wait for someone to come and talk to me?
"Hey, honey," Reggie says, looking just as bewildered as I feel. "I'm going to get a fresh drink. Want anything?”
I look at him and smile. “Yeah, grab me a vodka tonic. Thanks,” I lean over and give him a kiss, smiling more when I feel his hand slide down my back and cup my ass.
“Tonight…”
“Is going to be great.” I lean into his hand as I finish his sentence.
With Reggie off for drinks, I take another look around. The crowd is playful, but it seems like everyone already knows each other.
“It’s Erin, right?”
I look to my left and see a gorgeous brunette woman at my side. Taking a sip of her drink, her dark eyes never leave mine.
“Yeah. I guess it’s obvious, isn’t it?”
Her laughter is rich and warm. “It is. You look a bit scared. Not as scared as your husband. Don’t worry though,” she says, resting her hand on my arm, “it’s a lot of fun. Miles is a good judge of people. People don’t end up here if he’s not certain they’re game for this. I’m taking it this is your first time at a swingers’ party?”
“It is, yes.” It doesn’t feel like this woman is coming on to me, though I definitely appreciate her singling me out to talk to and welcome. “I really don’t know where to start or what to do.”
The woman laughs again, louder and delightedly.
“Have you been married so long you’ve forgotten flirting and dating? That’s really all it is. Well,” she takes a long drink of her cocktail, “and the part about sleeping with someone you didn’t share wedding vows with. I mean, sometimes your partner is with you, but sometimes, and this is the thrilling part I like, is that chance to discover someone new, to discover how someone new will touch you and, if you’ll pardon my language, how they’ll fuck you. I love that unknown.”
Put that way, this party seemed much more manageable. "Thanks for that. I think it's just first time nerves you know. I don't know who to talk to. I don't know where to start, because it seems like everyone knows each other and already knows who they want to play with."
"You are right" the woman says. "Many people here do have their preferences. Some people like party with people they know already. Some people only like to party with somebody new. But" she says, "I know who you will be partying with tonight."
"Oh really?"
The brunette smiles at me and I can tell that she is amused.
"Hey, here you go," Reggie says, handing me a fresh drink. Take a long drink, so that I can steady my nerves.
"I'm Reggie," he says, extending his hand toward the woman.
"Margaret," she says, pulling him into an embrace and kissing him on the cheek. "I was just telling your wife that I know who you will be partying with tonight."
Reggie arches his eyebrow at Margaret. “Please, do tell.”
She probably can’t tell, but I can hear the tinge of tightness in his voice. He’s obviously still not quite comfortable with this. I hope what Margaret said about Miles knowing how to choose people was right. There’s no way he would be able to work for Miles if we abandoned tonight.
“Well,” Margaret smiles conspiratorially, “Miles and Annabella are always the first to party with a new couple. It’s a bit of an unspoken tradition.”
“Did I just hear my name?” Annabella says, joining our little group. Her smile is bright and infectious, and once I again I find myself in awe of her.
“I was just telling Reggie and Erin that they’ll probably be partying with you and Miles tonight.”
“Oh, that.” Annabella smiles, grabbing Margaret’s hand as she does so. “Margaret is right, you know. I was just coming to collect you two. Are you ready?”
A bolt of nerves clenches my stomach. I’m not entirely ready, but I’m certainly not going to run away. I’m more worried about Reggie.
“I’m ready,” I say, tossing back the rest of my cocktail and welcoming the warm buzz of the vodka. “How about you, honey?”
“Yeah, I’m ready.” Reggie’s voice sounds uncertain, but none of the rest of us say anything.
“Oh, goodie! Now if you’ll just come with me. I’ll see you in the morning, Margaret.”
“Have fun!”
We walk past Margaret and down a short hall to the master stateroom on the yacht. Inside, there is polished dark wood, silk-covered furniture, and a plush carpet that looks deep enough to sink into.
“I’ve been looking forward to this all day,” Miles says, coming over to me. He wraps his strong, dark arms around me, then pulls me against his body. His hot mouth claims mine in a deep, probing kiss. I struggle to keep up with his tongue. Flames of desire light up my body and my pussy is instantly wet and throbbing.
“Oh, Erin is so hot!” I barely hear Annabella’s voice over the sound of my moaning. Miles’ mouth moves down my neck and to my chest. He roughly pushes the top of my dress down and my breasts bounce up.
“Fuck, those are some great tits. You did well with Erin, Reggie.”
“Um, thanks?”
Miles’ laugh is loud and commanding. With his fingers sliding into my wet pussy, he says, “Reggie, my man. No need to be scared. You can join in. That is, you can join in fucking you wife as I fuck her. I’m off limits.”
“I…uh, yeah. I’m not like that. About men, I mean.” Reggie’s voice is breathless and his eyes are riveted on me as I wiggle on Miles’ fingers.
It’s definitely weird to be getting finger-fucked by my husband’s boss, and in front of his wife and my husband!
My body convulses as Miles strokes my g-spot. It’s like he knows exactly how to touch me, even though he’s never done it before!
My eyes track over to Annabella and I bite my lip as I look at her perfect body. I’ve never slept with a woman before, and I’m kinda curious about what that would be like. As if reading my mind, she smiles at me and shakes her head.
“Not this time. Miles is your master tonight. Maybe another time.”
“Aren’t you a horny whore? Take off your clothes.”
I whimper when Miles slides his fingers out of my throbbing pussy. I strip my dress and underwear off quickly, trying to ignore how weird it feels to be naked in a room with people not my husband.
“Fuck, Reggie. I don’t know why you’d share a wife like this!”
“I’ll do anything to help my husband’s career!” I exclaim, resisting the urge to cover my boobs and pussy with my hands.
“Then get down on your knees and suck my dick.”
My knees tremble as I slide down in front of him. His cock is pressing against his pants and it looks monstrously large.
And indeed it is.
“Holy shit.”
The black cock that springs from Miles’ pants is bigger than anything I’ve ever seen before! I swear to God it’s as big as my forearm…
I slide my mouth over the tip of his cock and choke as he fills up my mouth. My tongue flicks at him, tasting him and slicking him up so I can try and take him deeper in my mouth.
Miles holds my head and pushes deeper into my mouth. My throat clenches and I work to try and relax and take more of him in. Reggie’s career is on the line!
“That’s right,” Miles moans, his massive black cock twitching in my mouth. “Suck my big black dick. I know you’ve neve had anything like it, have you?”
I nod my head, trying to open my mouth wider so I can take more of him. His pre-cum is sliding down my throat and I’m hungry for more. My pussy is needy with desire and yearning for attention. I push my fingers between my legs and play with my clit.
Miles fucks my face, making me choke on his black dick.
A hand starts stroking my hair, pulling it away from my face. Annabella moves into the side of my vision and smiles at me, encouraging me to keep sucking her husband’s cock. Wanting to impress her, I swallow more of him and feel pride as he spasms and shoots his cum in my mouth and down my throat.
I cough as he pulls out of my mouth, my spit and his cum dribbling down my chin and onto my bare breasts.
“Not bad, Erin. Not bad.” Miles pulls me up to my feet, then slaps my ass hard. “Your turn, my man. Show me how you fuck your wife.”
Reggie comes over to me and he doesn’t even try to hide how hard he is. Grabbing my hand, he leads me over to the bed, then quickly strips out of his clothes.
His cock is purple and rigid – harder than a shaft of steel. He lays on the bed and I climb on top of him.
When Reggie’s cock bumps against my pussy, I cry out. I’m so ready to get fucked! All my senses tingle and fire up when I slide down his hard shaft, feeling him shift below me so that he’s in my perfect position.
My body rocks on top of Reggie, the familiarity of our sex is comforting, but knowing that we’re being watched makes everything more exciting!
“Fuck me, baby,” Reggie says, his voice breathless as he thrusts up into my slick pussy.
I start pumping on his cock, feeling my orgasm gather force inside of me. I’ve been waiting hours to come and I know it’s going to be powerful.
“Oh, fuck yeah. Work your ass. That’s what I like to see.”
Miles’ voice is commanding and deep, and I find myself working harder, trying to make sure that I can please him with my performance.
I close my eyes and lose myself in the rhythm of fucking Reggie, my hips grinding down on him, his fingers pinching my nipples.
Then the bed shifts and I realize Miles is behind me. Something cold slithers from the bottom of my back to my ass, then Miles smears it around my ass, then jams one of his fingers up my ass.
“Oh my God!”
Reggie and I have talked about anal, but we’ve never actually done it.
But it feels kinda good, though definitely weird, to have a finger up my ass.
“You ready?”
I look over my shoulder at Miles, but he pushes me down so I’m chest to chest with Reggie. Then all of a sudden he’s over my back and his cock is bumping against my ass, sliding through the lube he’s just poured on me.
Oh my fucking God! This is going to hurt!
Miles holds me down on Reggie’s cock, then powerfully pushes his cock into me, a little at a time. I’m wiggling around, trying to get free, but I’m impaled on two sides! Miles is so tight in my ass! I don’t even know if he can actually fit in there. I hope I can walk tomorrow!
With two cocks inside of me, I feel fuller than I ever have before. I move my hips and Reggie thrusts up into me, hitting my g-spot and making me moan. Miles holds my hips and grinds his black cock deeper into me, making me scream.
My ass stretches as he pushes deeper inside of me. He’s so huge!
Reggie calls out my name and pounds up into me, coming hard as I ride his dick. Miles pulls my back by my hips and I brace myself on the bed with my hands once Reggie isn’t below me anymore.
My ass clenches as Miles slowly plunges in and out of me.
This is all for Reggie. This is all for Reggie. I make this my mantra as Miles picks up the pace with pounding my ass. This is more than I signed up for, but I’m willing to do anything to help further Reggie’s career!
Miles pushes me down on the bed, holding me down as he grunts and slams into my ass, stretching me out and going deeper than I would have thought possible.
My breath is jagged and sounds I’ve never heard before are squeaking out of my mouth. I push my hips up and bounce on Miles’ cock.
“Oh yeah. Ride my cock you slut!” Miles yells, slapping my ass and pounding me so hard his balls slap against my pussy. “See what your wife will do for you, Reggie? You done got yourself a top-notch slut for a wife! Erin is a team player. And she is certainly taking one for you!”
Miles reaches around and his fingers find my swollen clit, then he starts rubbing it as he slams into me faster and harder.
“Oh my fucking God!” My orgasm crashes through my body and I scream even louder and come hard on Miles’ big black cock.
“That’s right!” Miles pants, burying his cock deep in my ass as I twitch and bounce as I come. “I’m your God, now.” This is the most powerful orgasm I’ve ever experienced!
He pulls out then plunges deep in my ass again, his body bucking and vibrating above me as he comes.
With no cock inside me, my body feels empty and yearning, even though I know I couldn’t take more stimulation right now. My body is dripping with sweat and I’m weak as a kitten. Cum slides out of my pussy and my ass, slicking over my skin and pooling beneath me. It’s a sign of just how much I’ve been used.
“Not bad, Erin, not bad.” Miles says, slipping on his shorts. To Reggie, he says, “Reggie, my man. Congratulations and welcome to the team. The Boise account is yours. You down with that?”
“Absolutely!”
The look on Reggie’s face is relief and gratitude.
“We’ll see you in the morning. And then we can talk about the Hills account, too.”
I pause and watch as Miles turns his attention back to me.
“You up for more negotiations, Erin?” The smile on his lips is wicked and seductive.
“Anything to help my husband,” I say, rolling over and spreading my legs in front of him. “You know that.”
“Reggie, I think we’re going to have a prosperous working relationship. With a wife like Erin, the sky’s the limit for you.”
~~~




CHRISTMAS BABY FEVER

“Hey, babe!”
My husband is oddly upbeat and…excited. I’m not sure what’s brought this on, but after the last few weeks of him moping, this is a welcome surprise. The doctor said that Eddie has a very low sperm count and that the odds of him making me pregnant are slim. Very slim. Basically, it’s either adoption or never having children.
I’ve been dreading date night tonight, but Eddie’s energy makes me smile.
“Hey, you,” I say, hugging Eddie and giving him a quick kiss. God, it feels good. It’s like when we first met, when every kiss was filled with passion and promise and hope, and my pussy ached with lust and I wanted to fuck Eddie until I was raw and sore. I’ve missed this so much!
“I’ve got some really great news! I think you’re going to be really happy!” Eddie is bouncing around like a kid hopped up on sugar and it makes me so happy to see him like this.
“I’m curious, now,” I say, holding him close and luxuriating in the feel of his body against mine.
“Get dressed up. I’m taking you out to Zaffini’s! I have a special gift for you, which I know you’re going to love, and I want to start celebrating early.”
Zaffini’s is my favorite Italian restaurant. It’s the kind of place with low light, starched tablecloths, and booths that make you feel like you’re closed off from the world. I give Eddie a big kiss, then head upstairs so that I can get ready.
As I sit in front of my vanity mirror and put on my makeup and make sure my long blonde hair has just the right amount of bounce and curl, I wonder what has Eddie so excited. The only thing I can come up with is that he got the promotion he’s been gunning for. Or maybe he’s booked a special vacation.
While I don’t know what surprise Eddie has in store for me, maybe it’s about his Christmas present for me, because my birthday was last month. Things have been rough between us, since that final visit with the fertility doctor, and even though Christmas is still months away, I’ve expected that we wouldn’t do much.
But, I have sex on the mind and I plan on fucking his brains out tonight. It’s been too long since we’ve just had sex to enjoy sex, and I need that intimacy and release. I make sure to put on my fancy lingerie, the black satin and lace set that Eddie worships, plus my garter belt and stockings.
I dab my favorite perfume on my hips and between my breasts, then slip into my favorite red dress and slide my feet into my tallest black heels. The mirror confirms that I look like a sex bomb, which is exactly the look I’m going for.
I’m looking forward to finding out what Eddie is giving me!
“That meal was amazing,” I gush. If we could eat here all the time, I’d be happy, fat, and broke. I smile at Eddie, who hasn’t been able to stop grinning all night. “Now, are you finally going to tell me about this gift? Did you get that promotion at work?”
“Well, no. Work is going well, and I’m still in line for that promotion. That’s not my surprise, though. Come here,” he says, motioning me to come over and sit close to him.
I scoot over and Eddie wraps his arm around my shoulders.
“Now,” he says, “here me out. This is going to be unexpected, and I know you’re going to think it sounds weird, but if you think about it, it’s going to make one of your dreams come true.”
“O-kay.” I trust my husband, because he knows me well, but it still feels like he’s about to say something really weird. Why else would he warn me like this?
“So, I know you – and me, too – were disappointed after we went to the doctor and found out it was impossible for us to have kids.”
My heart sinks a little and my mind immediately assumes that he’s going to suggest another doctor or some fertility treatment. Since the problem isn’t me being fertile, which the doctor assured me I most definitely am, the doctor said there wasn’t really an affordable or even remotely reliable fertility treatment that we could afford. And how in the hell is this about his Christmas gift for me?
“Babe, it’s okay. We talked about the possibility of adopting, but I thought we agreed to wait on that.”
“Well,” he says, his eyes bright, “this doesn’t have anything to do with me.”
“Excuse me?” Is trying to say that the problem is me? How could he be excited about that?! “Are you suggesting that I get a treatment, because you’re the one who can’t give me the baby I want?”
I don’t know why he thought this would be a special night. My heart plummets and I slump away from him in the booth.
“Oh, honey. No. There isn’t anything wrong with you. You’re perfect and you know I think so.  That hasn’t – and will never – change.”
“But then how are you talking about children? The doctor said it was near-impossible for us to conceive on our own.”
“Wellll, I have an idea. Just hear me out, okay, Tara?”
I’m not sure about this, but I nod and prepare myself for hearing something I’m not going to like. It wouldn’t be the first time Eddie had a harebrained idea about something.
“I know this is going to sound weird, but I heard about this service. It’s like artificial insemination…but with real people.”
“You want me to what?!”
Eddie holds up his hand and I quiet. My inside crumples a little. I wanted to have his baby, not another man’s. It’s why I vetoed going to a sperm bank or having a test-tube baby.
“Yes, I want you to have a baby. I know how important having a baby of your own is and how much you want to expand our family. You also know how much I’ve always wanted to see you with another man. Sooo,” he says, pausing for effect and looking deep into my eyes, “I had the idea of merging the two. And then I was poking around on the internet and saw that there is actually a service for this! It’s not cheap, but it’s far cheaper than in vitro or hormone treatments would be. What do you think?”
What do I think? I think that I don’t know my husband and that he doesn’t know me.
“Come on, honey. Say something.”
The longer it takes me to respond, the more that the look of excitement falls from Eddie’s face. It’s like he’s realizing that maybe suggesting I fuck a random stranger, just so I can get pregnant, is maybe not as exciting of an idea for me that he clearly thought it would be.
“What the actual fuck, Eddie?”
“Tara, honey. I’m trying to make you happy. I can’t give you a baby, so I’m trying to find another way for you to have the baby you want. I know that adoption is an option, but you’ve talked so much about experiencing pregnancy and wanting the baby to be yours.”
Eddie has a point. I don’t knock adoption at all, but when your clock is ticking and your body and mind are screaming for a child that develops in your body, adoption seems a pale option.
“That is true. But are you serious? You want to hire a man to knock me up? You’re ok with another man fathering my child? Would you feel like the father of the child?” The questions come from my mouth as rapidly as they hit my mind.
“Well, best-case scenario is that lightning strikes and I knock you up. But,” he takes my hand and sighs, “the doctor was pretty clear that my odds of making you pregnant are worse than being hit by lightning. I’ve thought a lot about hiring a guy for this. Really. Of course, I don’t want to share you. You’re mine, Tara, and you always will be.”
“I don’t know about this.” The idea of a baby is amazing, I can’t deny. But what will the cost be to our relationship? “How will this affect you and me? Are you saying you want to share me? How is sharing me a Christmas gift for me? Is this just because you want to watch someone else fuck me?”
“No,” Eddie shakes his head. “I don’t want to share you. I want you to be happy and I want you to have a baby of your own. I’ve thought about this a lot, believe me.”
“Clearly,” I say. The idea…it sounds ludicrous in one way, but so attractive in another. Sure, sometimes I wonder what it would be like to sleep with someone new. Sex with Eddie is great, if a bit mechanical recently, but it’s different than that zing of discovery you have when you fuck someone new.
“Now, this might also sound weird…”
I raise my eyebrow at Eddie. How much weirder can this get?
“I want to watch. I think I’ll be more okay with doing this, if I can watch while it happens.”
“Oh.” God. He really has spent a lot of time thinking about this.
But. I don’t know if it’s the buzz from the wine we’ve had at dinner, the craziness of the idea, or the pull of a baby of my own. Just talking like this has unleashed the baby lust I’ve had since I was a teenager. I’ve been working to accept that I won’t feel my belly expand as a new life grows inside of me, won’t give birth to a child that I helped create.
And now Eddie is telling me it’s still possible! Just, with a twist.
“How does this even work?”
Eddie smiles, sensing he’s on safer ground. He knows me well enough to know that if I haven’t said no to a suggestion at this point, then I’m considering it.
“It’s basically an escort agency. I found them online.”
Of course he found this online. I realize I don’t know my husband’s online surfing habits, and I’m further realizing that maybe I really don’t want to know how he ended up on such a site.
“And they do…pregnancies?”
“Yes, yes they do.” Eddie smiles and laughs a little, then goes on to explain the specifics. Mostly, we need to choose what they call a bull, then I need to start tracking when I’m ovulating. The service isn’t cheap, but it’s definitely cheaper than a fertility treatment and also adoption. It’s also way faster than adoption would be, too, because getting a newborn baby is tough.
“I’m not sure I fully like this idea,” I admit, “but I do find it intriguing. You know how important a baby is to me.”
Eddie takes my hand in his, then places our hands on my stomach.
“I do, Tara. I do.”
“Eddie!” I run downstairs, excitement coursing through me.
“Yeah, babe. What’s up?” Eddie glances at me, but drops his eyes back to the game on TV.
“Tonight! It’s tonight! I’m ovulating!”
Eddie’s head snaps up, his eyes riveted on me.
“Are you sure?” He sits up straight, his body leaning toward me.
“A thousand percent sure!” I hold up my wrist and the ovulation monitor I’ve been wearing. “Call the agency!”
I’m a messy bunch of nerves and excitement as the day goes on. Eddie has been super attentive and gone out of his way to make today special and all about me. It’s thrilling that I have a really good chance of getting pregnant tonight! I’m also nervous as hell about sleeping with someone new!
It did feel really weird, the day we went into the agency and picked out a man. But, he was smart and good looking, so that made it an easy decision.
Today, I’ve spent a lot of time getting ready. I’ve given myself a manicure and pedicure, and I’ve shaved and shampooed and done everything imaginable to present the best version of me. I know it’s not really necessary, since this is a business transaction, but I still want to look good. We haven’t met the man in person, but I want him to be attracted to me.
“You look really amazing,” Eddie says, making me jump. I look over my shoulder and see him in the doorway to our bedroom.
“You think so?” I stand up and look at myself in the full-length mirror. The reflection shows my wavy blonde hair, my careful makeup job, my strappy black dress, and my fuck-me red high heels. I smooth my hands over my body, turning and watching my reflection in the mirror.
“I wish I was fucking you tonight, babe.” Eddie says, coming over to me and wrapping his arms around me.
My nerves over tonight receding a little when I feel Eddie’s arms around me.
“We’re going to get pregnant tonight. I’m so happy you agreed to this, Tara. You’re going to make such a wonderful mother.” He takes my hands in his and puts our hands over my stomach. “You’re going to have a baby in here, by tomorrow morning.”
“I sure hope so! Thank you, babe.” I turn and kiss Eddie lightly, careful not to smudge my lipstick or makeup. “You’re really sure about this? I know you say you want to watch, but… That’s not going to be weird?”
“Oh, Tara. It’s going to be fucking hot.” He takes one of my hands and moves it behind me, placing my hand on his cock. He’s hard! “I’m fucking turned on just imagining how you’re going to be with him!”
Part of me doesn’t know what to say, but I want this baby so much. I was so hesitant when Eddie first mentioned this idea, but now? Now, I’m all in. I’m nervous, but my desire for a baby is strong – Eddie wasn’t wrong about that.
“We should go downstairs. He’ll be here soon,” Eddie says, turning me and guiding me to the door. “Do you want a drink? You feel tense?”
“I’d love one,” I say, following him into the living room. “But I shouldn’t, not when I’m trying to conceive.”
“Ah, right. Good point. Sit down,” he gestures to the couch. “I’ll massage your shoulders.”
Eddie expertly works the muscles in my neck and I feel myself start to relax. I move my head in a slow circle and it pops twice.
“Oh my God, that feels fantastic. Thanks, honey.”
“No prob—”
We both jump a little when the doorbell rings. This is really happening!
Eddie crosses the living room and opens the door. I hear him welcome a man with a deep voice. When he walks into the living room, I’m speechless.
This isn’t the man we selected.
From behind the man, Eddie looks at me and raises his hands as if to say is this ok?
“Hello, I’m Sonny.”
“Hi Sonny,” I say, extending my hand. Is this what I’m supposed to do? Do you shake the hand of the man you’ve hired to impregnate you – even when it’s not the man you expected to show up. “I’m sorry, but we were expecting someone named Matthew?”
“Yes, the agency is sorry about that. Matthew has been caught with the flu. They said you were ovulating and that it had to be tonight, so they called me. Is that a problem?”
Sonny seems alright. He’s certainly handsome and sexy, in his dark blue suit and crisp white shirt.
But I wasn’t expecting a black man.
“I don’t think so, no. Honey?” I look to Eddie. He shrugs and holds up his hands again.
“It’s your choice, Tara.”
A million thoughts race through my mind. In the end, my desire for a baby outweighs my hesitations, especially my hesitation about Sonny being a black man. We’ll figure out what to tell people, later, if I really end up pregnant.
“Yes, let’s do it.” I smile at Sonny.
“Excellent. The agency let me know you’ve prepaid, so we’re all good to go.”
“Okay. How does this work?”
Sonny’s laugh is rich and full. “This isn’t a dinner party. We don’t have to make small talk. I’m a sure thing and I’m ready to go. Shall we get down to it?”
I relax a little as Sonny talks. He has an easy way about him and I find myself liking him – which isn’t something I expected.
“Well, then let’s head to the bedroom.” I start walking back to the bedroom, my wet pussy throbbing with desire.
We step into the bedroom and I pause for an awkward moment. Eddie brought in an easy chair and put it in the corner, with a full view of the bed. He walks over to that chair now, his eyes bright and wide when I look at him.
“He’s observing?” Sonny looks over at Eddie, who is settling into the easy chair.
“That’s okay, right? The agency said it was okay.”
“Yeah, sure. Just wanted to make sure. There’s a different fee if it’s a threesome.”
“What? Oh, no!” My words come out in a rush. “This is just you and me. He only wants to watch.”
“Fine. Do you mind if I put on some music?”
“No, not at all.”
Sonny pulls his smartphone out of his pocket and taps it. In a few seconds, the sound of soulful R&B fills our bedroom, rich vocals mixed with an insistent bass line.
My body moves as I find the beat of the song.
“Yeah, that’s nice.” Sonny walks over to me. He places his hands on my hips and guides my hips as he starts dancing with me. Tentatively, I reach out and touch him. His body is thick and muscular.
Sonny pulls me close and lowers his head to mine, trailing a string of kisses down my hairline and to my neck. When he licks and kisses my neck, just below my ear, my body shivers in delight and a stronger bolt of desire hits my pussy.
This is the man who can give me a baby!
My nerve endings light up as his mouth moves over the bare skin of my neck and shoulders, and he slides my dress down to my feet and has me step out of it.
“Fuck,” he says, drawing out the word into several syllables. “You’re a fine-ass woman. Turn around and let me see. Slow.”
My cheeks warm a little at the compliment, and I do as he asks. When my ass is facing him, I wiggle it for him and I look over my shoulder and smile. He’s rubbing at his cock as he watches me.
“Strip.”
I let my body bounce to the beat of the music and I take my time as I strip my lingerie off. I want to savor tonight and something tells me that Sonny is not a man to rush making love to a woman.
“Fuck yeah,” Sonny says. “I like a woman that knows how to move her body.
A new song comes on, one with a faster, more insistent beat. I let myself go a little, closing my eyes and grinding my hips in time to the music. I feel like I’m becoming someone new, someone daring.
Still dancing, I look to Sonny and see him undressing himself.
Holy shit.
Sonny is built like a shithouse and I swear there can’t be an ounce of fat on his tall, chiseled body. He looks like one of those statues you seen in museums – an epitome of muscular male beauty.
Holy motherfucking fuck!
My body stills and my mouth falls open when I see his dick. I didn’t even know they could be that big, and he’s not even fully hard! I swear it looks as big as my forearm! It’s halfway down his thigh!
“Oh. My. God. You’re huge!”
“Yes, Tara. I am. And you’re going to take all of it.”
I quiver at the thought of his dick. It’s so big. Can I really take all of him?
Before I can overthink it, he crosses the room to me and pulls me against his body. Heat radiates off his body and the hairs on his chest tickle my sensitive skin. I lower my hand to stroke his shaft and I gasp again when I feel just how large he is. I can’t wrap my fingers around him, he’s so thick!
I think I’m going to need a day or two to recover, after tonight.
His dick grows as I stroke it and I can’t get over how huge he is!
“Don’t worry about me. Let’s get you ready,” he says, directing me over to the bed.
My stomach clenches with nerves and excitement as I sit on the bed, my knees apart.
“Just lie back and relax. I’m gonna take excellent care of you tonight.”
“Okay,” I say, scooting back on our king-size bed so that I’m in the middle.
“This way,” Sonny says, moving me so that I’m on my side and facing Eddie. “Your husband wants to watch, so we’re going to give him a full view.”
A quick look shows that Eddie is sitting in a chair in the corner, his hands on his knees as he leans forward. It’s like watching him when he watches one of his favorite sci-fi adventure movies. Only now the adventure will be watching another man fuck me.
Sonny stalks around the bed and I feel the bed shift as he gets on. His hot and muscular body presses against my back and a new set of emotions zing through me. This is so exciting but so unexpected from Eddie!
Sonny gives the back of my neck and shoulder a slow lick, then his lips are slowly and forcefully sucking at my skin and one of his large hands glides over my skin and down toward my slick snatch. The moment his fingers slip into my wetness, I feel guilty and like I’m betraying my husband.
“Eddie,” I gasp as Sonny’s fingers alternate between massaging my swollen clit and slipping into my tight pussy. “Are you s-s-sure?”
“Without a doubt!” There is no hesitation in his voice and he’s nodding his head.
With that, I let myself relax a little more and be carried away by the way Sonny is sucking at my skin and finger-fucking me. I grind my hips down and back, my body tingling as I feel his hard dick pressed up against my back.
I’m overwhelmed with emotions – my most private parts are being probed by a man not my husband, while my husband watches, and according to the bracelet monitor I’ve been wearing, I’m fertile as fuck right now and highly likely to get pregnant tonight.
The mere idea of a little baby in my arms, my baby, is enough alone to get me excited. Being a mommy is all I’ve ever wanted and not being able to get pregnant with Eddie has left me heartbroken and unfulfilled in ways that I can’t even articulate to him. I have a primal need to have a baby…
And tonight all my dreams are coming true!
Sonny’s hands move over me and I writhe my body under his touch. Sonny is the man that is going to give me what I want, and I’m desperate to get on with it and feel him filling me up and pumping his seed deep into my pussy.
“Ooooh. Shit.”
If Sonny wasn’t holding onto my hips, I’d be falling face-first into the comforter. His mouth is on my slick, hot pussy and his tongue is sending licks of fire out to every nerve ending in my body. The temperature in my body rises and my need to be fucked and given a baby is the only thought in my mind. I wiggle my hips and pussy lips on Sonny’s mouth, relishing how good he’s making me feel.
I gasp and circle my hips when Sonny’s mouth leaves my cunt. My orgasm wasn’t that far away and now I feel like I’m being denied!
“Are you ready?” Sonny’s voice is deep and husky behind me. His hands are gripping and massing my ass, and I’m trembling more and more as he touches me more and more.
I’m going to have a baby!
“I’ve been ready for—”
I lose my voice when I feel Sonny’s cock pressing at my tight pink pussy. He’s so huge, I instinctively clench against his probing cock. But Sonny tightens his grip on my hips and pushes, hard, and then I’m squealing a little as his long, thick cock starts pumping inside
My fingers tighten around the blanket on the bed, trying for support as Sonny’s big, black, muscular body works on top of me.
“How you doing down there,” he says, a hint of a chuckle in his voice. “You keepin’ up with me?”
“I…” Sonny thrusts in again, this time a little deeper. I can tell he’s holding back. “I want more. Fuck me and give me my baby!”
“Hold on.”
That’s all Sonny says, and then he’s pumping into my pussy, harder and faster and it feels so good and so overwhelming that I see stars in front of my eyes and wonder if I might pass out. I glance up at Eddie and he’s leaning so far forward he’s nearly off his chair. He’s pushed his pants down and his pale cock is harder than I’ve seen him in a long time, the head of his cock purple as he strokes himself fast and furiously.
“Oh my fucking God,” I moan as Sonny fucks me, his massive cock probing deeper and deeper with each thrust into me. Soon, I’m feeling his balls slapping against me, big and heavy.
My body takes over, grinding against him and trying to take even more of Sonny inside of me.
“More,” I gasp, my breathing hot and fast and jagged. “I want more. Give me my baby.”
Sonny slaps the side of my ass and laughs.
“Slow down and enjoy the ride, girl.” He stops thrusting, his cock deep inside of me. I feel my eyes roll back in my head from how good this feels. “I want you on top. I want to see you working my third leg. You’re going to work for this baby.”
I whimper when Sonny slides out of me and I feel him moving around on the bed. I need more. I need more of him and his beautiful black cock – the cock that’s going to give me a baby.
Sonny rolls on his back and I immediately move and then straddle him. I want and need his thick cock inside of me, filling me up with pleasure, and filling me up with his fertile seed. Nothing is going to stop me from getting my baby.
“Women like you make me love my job.” Sonny’s voice is deep and amused. He puts his hands on my hips and guides me as I reach down to grab his cock and guide it into my pussy.
“Fuck, you feel amazing,” I moan, grinding my hips down and taking all of Sonny deep inside my slick pussy. I circle my hips and Sonny thrusts up into my pussy, cramming his monster cock even deeper inside of me.
Sonny’s cock stretches me out and it hurts more than a little, but I’m feeling wild. He’s giving me what my husband can’t and now that I have this chance to get pregnant, I feel desperate and wild and needy. I need his cum and I need this baby.
“Give me my baby,” I scream, falling onto his chest so that his coarse chest hair tickles my nipples. “Fuck me deep and hard!”
A growl escapes from Sonny and he grabs my hips and starts pounding up into me, even harder than before. My eyes roll back in my head, partly from pleasure and partly because I don’t know how he’s fitting inside of me and it hurts. It’s a delicious pain and I’m relishing every moment of it.
I try to push myself up, but Sonny reaches up with his mouth and latches his mouth on one of my tits and scrapes my nipple with his teeth.
My body quakes with pleasure and my orgasm rises in me, riding each of my nerve endings and increasing the pleasure I’m feeling. Eventually I rise up and ride Sonny like a bull rider. I bounce up and down wildly on his black cock, my hands holding my tits and pinching my nipples tightly.
“Oh my God oh my God! I’m cumming!” I scream and my sweaty body jerks wildly, my pussy soaking Sonny beneath me.
“Give me your juice, baby,” Sonny demands, grabbing me again and holding me tightly and forcing his cock deep inside of me. He holds me down so that I can’t rise up. My pussy squeezes and grasps at his cock as my orgasm rips through my body.
My body stills for a moment and I try to catch my breath. When I look at Sonny, he’s grinning at me.
“Now that you’re taken care of, we’re going to take care of your baby. Get on your hands and knees and face your husband. You’re going to watch him and he’s going to watch me fuck you and pump you full of sperm.”
My muscles are weak as I slide off his body, but I do as he says and get in position.
Oh my God oh my God! My emotions are screaming in joy and excitement and anticipation. I’m going to have my baby!
I raise my head and desire and thankfulness surge up in my as I look at my husband. I smile at him and mouth I love you at him. He’s giving me the greatest gift I could ever want. I didn’t know how we were going to make our marriage work, but he’s found a way. He’s found the perfect way.
Sonny runs his fingers through my soaking pussy, stroking me fast and forcefully. His breath is jagged and I can feel waves of heat rolling off of his body.
“Here we go,” he grunts, then plows his cock into my pussy again.
This time, every thrust hits my g-spot and I squirm uncontrollably. My body is still so sensitive from cumming, but he’s pushing me back up and I know I’m going to come again.
My body shakes and vibrates with every thrust of Sonny’s cock. It feels like he’s going even deeper this time, filling me up more than I even imagined was possible. He’s like a fucking magician when it comes to fucking!
“How much you want this baby?” Sonny’s balls slap my ass and he grunts and moans as he rails into my pussy.
“M-more than anything!” I stutter, barely able to speak with how good he’s fucking me. My tits are so low they’re scraping against the bedspread and the friction is driving me even more insane than the feeling of his cock plunging deep inside my pussy.
Sonny pushes me down on the bed, then grabs my hair and pulls my head up, so that I can see Eddie clearly. I look into his eyes as Sonny is plunging deep in my pussy, and it’s the most intimate thing I’ve ever shared with him.
“I love you, Tara,” Eddie says as he jacks off and comes in front of me.
“I love you, too,” I gasp.
Sonny jackhammers into my pussy, his tight balls spanking me. A roar comes out of his mouth and he slams into me and grinds, pulling my hips up and staying deep, so deep inside of me.
“Come again on my third leg,” he demands. His fingers start working my clit again and it sends me up and over the edge, and then all I can hear is the scream ripping through me as Sonny expertly makes me come again. I wiggle and push my hips against him, and as my pussy grabs and sucks at his cock, I feel Sonny’s entire body shake and buck against me, and I know he’s filling me with his prodigious seed.
“Give me my baby!” I scream.
Sonny collapses on top of me, not pulling out. His cock dances around as he finishing coming, and I say a little prayer for each little sperm, praying beyond prayer that at least one of them makes it through. I don’t know what I’ll do if I don’t get pregnant!
Sonny slowly rolls off of me, and then I quickly roll on my back and draw my knees up to my chest.
“Eddie! Put a pillow under my ass!”
I don’t want to lose a single drop of Sonny. I’m not leaving anything to chance!
I watch Sonny stand up, then start to get dressed.
“Thank you so much.” There aren’t even words for how grateful I am.
“It was my pleasure. I’m sure you’ll have a happy and healthy baby.”
“Thank you so much, Eddie! This is the best Christmas present ever!”
“Anything for you, Tara. Anything. I love you.”
“Are you almost finished in there?” Eddie calls out, impatient to take a shower and get to work. He’s been working on a presentation for a big account all month, and it’s the last presentation he’s giving this year. The Christmas holidays start next week and if he nails his presentation, he has a really good shot at the promotion he wants. I would love for him to start the new year with a promotion. He so deserves it!
“Just a minute!” I say, trying to keep my voice light and bright.
These last three weeks have been the most nerve-wracking of my life. I’ve heard you can take a pregnancy test early after you suspect you are pregnant, but I’ve wanted to wait and try to be sure. When my period was a day late, I nervously went to the drugstore and bought a pregnancy test.
Now, it’s day three of my period being late. I’ve had late or missed periods because of nerves, but now I have to know.
I’ve been sitting here on the toilet for ten minutes, holding the test stick in my hand and unable to peek at it. I peed on it over 15 minutes ago and I know it has my results. I still fantasize about that night with Sonny. That was such an amazing gift from Eddie, both in terms of the fantastic fuck Sonny gave me, but also for the baby I hope is starting to form in my belly.
“Come on, Tara! You know today is a big day! I have to get ready. I can’t be late!”
Eddie’s voice is exasperated and I can hear him pacing heavily in our bedroom.
I take a deep breath and unwrap my fingers from around the test stick.
A plus sign.
I’m pregnant! Oh my God oh my God! I’m going to have a baby!
It’s not until Eddie bangs on the bathroom door and throws it open that I realize I’m screaming.
“Tara! What’s wrong?” Eddie rushes to me and looks at me, trying to see if I’m hurt.
“Nothing’s wrong! Everything is right! Everything is perfect!”
I wave the pregnancy test stick in front of him and I watch as it slowly dawns on him what the test stick is.
“Are you sure? Really sure?” Excitement is creeping into his voice, but he’s looking at the test stick like maybe he doesn’t trust it.
“Absolutely one-thousand-percent sure. My period is also late, so this just confirms everything.”
“Oh, Tara, my love! I’m so happy!” Eddie wraps me in a big hug, and kisses me deeply. He runs his hands over my body, before placing both of his hands over my stomach.
“This is the best Christmas present ever. We’re going to be a full family.”
EPILOGUE
I turn and look at my body in the large bathroom mirror, I caress my new baby bump and a huge smile spreads across my face. Every morning when I wake up, it’s still a surprise that I’m pregnant. That Eddie and I are going to have a child! At my last doctor’s appointment, she did an ultrasound and I found out that we’re having a baby boy. Eddie was over the moon at that news.
“You coming to bed soon, Tara?” Eddie calls out, his voice light and happy. “I want to stay up all night, celebrating my promotion!”
My heart surges yet again. Earlier in the year, I didn’t know how we were going to make it. Eddie heard about the promotion opportunity, but he knew he wasn’t the favorite for the promotion. Then when we heard he couldn’t have a baby, it felt like the year turned dark and that our marriage wouldn’t be able to survive.
But now, everything is beyond perfect.
“I’ll be right out!” I rub scented lotion over my stomach, then walk out to Eddie.
“Fuck. Tara. You are beyond beautiful!” Eddie’s mouth literally falls open as he stares at my naked body.
I turn so that he sees my body in profile, then I cup my hands below my stomach.
“I feel beautiful, Eddie. Thank you so much for convincing me about that service! I know I was reluctant, but you’ve made me the happiest woman in the world! And now,” I say, turning back toward him and walking over to our bed, “you’ve landed that promotion. How about we go down to the Bahamas for Christmas? We can afford it and it can be our last big vacation before the baby comes.”
“That sounds wonderful.” Eddie reaches out and tugs at my hand, urging me to get into bed with him.
I climb onto the bed, pushing Eddie down so that I can straddle him.
“And how does this feel?” I ask, reaching down and stroking his dick. He hardens instantly, his dick twitching and dancing in my hand. I position myself over his dick and slide down, my pussy happily clenching at his cock.
Eddie puts his hands on my belly, stroking my skin gently and firmly as I bounce up and down on his dick and circle my hips so that every bounce has him hitting my g-spot every time.
Eddie groans, moving his hands to my hips. “This feels wonderful.”
I let him guide the pace of my hips and I massage my heavier tits. We’ve both loved how big my tits have become, and I’ve loved how sensitive they’ve become. There’ve been nights were all he’s done is suck at my tits and he’s brought me to orgasm without even touching my pussy.
“I’m not going to last long,” I moan, grabbing his hands and lacing my fingers through Eddie’s. Ever since I’ve been pregnant, it seems like I come faster than a teenage boy.
“Me, neither,” Eddie says, bucking his hips under me and pulling me down so he can suck at my tits.
“Oh my God oh my God,” I moan, louder. With Eddie’s lips and tongue darting between my tits and nipples, my nerve endings light up brighter than our Christmas lights. My body moves with a primal instinct, my inflamed and soaking pussy working my husband’s dick fast and urgently.
“Come with me,” Eddie gasps, his eyes wild.
I lean further down, my sensitive nipples pressed against Eddie’s chest, and I kiss him deeply. Our tongues are hot and frantic as we suck at each other and push our pleasure over the edge.
My pussy gushes over Eddie’s dick as he pumps wildly beneath me.
“Fuck! I’m going to come!”
“Come on my bump!” I demand, sliding off his dick quickly. With one hand, I grab his dick. He’s slick with my pussy juices and I squeeze and pump his dick. He’s hard as steel and his head is gloriously purple. I plunge the fingers of my other hands between my swollen pussy lips and rub my engorged clit fast and hard.
“I’m coming!” I scream, bearing down on my fingers as my body lights up with flames of pleasure.
“Fuck!” Eddie yells, then his hot spunk splatters all over my stomach. I gently squeeze his dick more and he groans as he shoots more of his load on me.
Our bodies go limp and I collapse beside him in bed, and rub his cum all over my belly.
“Merry Christmas, Tara.”
“Merry Christmas, Eddie. I love you.”
“I love you. I love our son, too.”
I turn to Eddie and we kiss again, more slowly this time. Our hands glide over each other’s body and his fingers thrust into my slick snatch.
“Are you ready for more?”
I spread my legs and push my hips up to his fingers. “I’m ready for everything with you.”
~~~




HOTWIFE UNLOCKED

I love my husband. I just don’t love sex.
“I don’t feel like I’m satisfying enough for you,” Robert says, his voice sad. He’s slumped back on the couch and his words make me curl up into myself. I want to touch him, to comfort him, but I can’t. I need comforting, too.
“But you do,” I say, hating the plaintive sound to my voice. I know I’m trying to convince myself of this and it must be obvious. Is it bad to tell a little lie, to help your husband feel better?
The truth is, despite how much I love my husband, it does feel like something is missing in the bedroom. I’ve just assumed that I’m not that sexual and I’m convinced that I don’t need sex the way other people do. Robert thinks I’m fooling myself, but…surely a wild and frequent sex life isn’t necessary.
Sure, I’ve had good sex. I’ve had orgasms. I’ve just never seen what makes everyone go gaga over sex.
“When was the last time you came, really, when we had sex?” Robert rubs his hands over his face, not looking at me. There’s a brittle sound to his voice, like maybe he’s on the verge of tears.
“I… I don’t remember.” Even though I don’t want to say these words, they come out of my mouth and I’m more honest than I wish I was. I wish I could be a convincing liar, but Robert knows me too well and it’s not in my nature anyway.
“How can I be more satisfying to you? What do you fantasize about?”
My body betrays me with a blush. I know what I want, but it’s not something I’ve ever considered sharing with Robert. Certainly if he knew, it would wound him deeply. I don’t even like sex that much, but that doesn’t mean I don’t have fantasies.
“Come on, Lynn. For this marriage to work, we have to be honest with each other. I know this is hard,” he says, his voice almost breaking, “but please?”
Seeing his eyes film over with unshed tears does me in.
“Robert, honey.” I go over to him and try to wrap my arms around him. “I love you. Always and forever. That’s the most important thing, right?”
“It’s important, but we also need to be able to communicate. How am I ever going to feel like you love me if you can’t be open with me? If I can’t satisfy you in bed?”
“There’s more to us than sex.” Even I realize how hollow that sounds.
“But sex is important. Intimacy is important. If we can’t get through this, I don’t know if we can maintain a marriage.” Robert sighs and looks away from me.
I’m stunned. He would divorce me over not liking sex and not wanting to talk about sex? That’s just…. I don’t know. Robert has also been so nice, so dependable. It always seemed like he’d be mine until the end of time, that nothing could come between us. Have I misjudged the man I married?
“This is hard,” I finally say.
“You used to be so fun, so sexy. What happened? Was that all an act, Lynn?” Robert’s forehead creases and I can see the pain he’s holding inside.
“You’re breaking my heart, looking at me like that.”
“You’re breaking my heart by not telling me how I can make you happy.”
“I…” Silent tears stream down my cheeks. This is the hardest conversation I’ve ever had and I’m terrified of hurting Robert.
“Please, Lynn. Tell me.” Robert is crying now, too, as he turns to face me. He takes my hands in his and strokes them gently. “Please. For us. Do it for us.”
I look away from him, because as much as I love him, I can’t look him in the eye and say I want someone completely different from him in bed.
“I love you, Robert. You know that, right? I’ll never stop loving you.”
“Lynn, I love you, too. I don’t doubt your love.”
“Okay. This is really hard, so bear with me.” I take a deep breath, though I still can’t look him in the eye. “I love how gentle you are with me, but…my fantasies, when I fantasize and that isn’t that often,” I say, my voice coming out in a rush, “it’s by being taken by a man who’s big and rough. And sometimes I fantasize about a woman, too.”
I pull my hands from Robert, convinced he’s going to stop loving me or that he’s going to hate me for having said this. Maybe he thought I’d say I wanted to try a different position. I’m terrified to look at him. Is he going to ask for a divorce?
“I… I’m not sure what to say.”
“Oh, Robert. I love you, I really do. There’s no one else I’d rather be married to. I’m honestly fine if we don’t have sex much. Really I am.”
“But don’t you see, Lynn. I need sex. I need to feel like I’m satisfying my wife.”
I look at Robert and his eyes are dark, and I can feel my heart breaking into a million and ten pieces. Can we salvage our marriage?
“This might sound crazy, but I’ve just had an idea. It’s not worked out, so bear with me. Okay, Lynn?” He puts his hand on mine and squeezes gently.
“I guess. I’m game for anything that can keep us together. Life without you isn’t something I can even imagine, much less want to. You’re a part of my soul.”
“Okay, here goes.” He takes a deep breath, his eyes flickering with a glimmer of hope. “Maybe you just need to learn what you like, and then we can do that together. I know I’m not the most imaginative in the bedroom, but I’m willing to learn. I’m willing to do anything to make you happy.”
“Do you mean…watch pornos?” I shift uncomfortably. Watching pornos seems so…base and filthy. Though if I’m honest with myself, I suppose the fantasies I’ve had about rough sex probably look like some of the pornos out there.
“Well, that’s one option.” Robert takes a deep breath, then nervously runs a hand through his blond hair. “The other option, and please don’t question how much I love you, is that we go to a swinger’s club.”
“A what?” I have no idea what he’s talking about.
“A sex club. I heard some guys in the gym talking about a club that some of them go to. It’s called Covet. It sounds like a really fancy place and anything goes. They have special party nights there pretty regularly, in addition to just regular nights – like a bar, but with rooms where people can go…have sex.”
“I…” I’m stunned into silence. I mean, I’d always known sex clubs existed, but I thought they were a thing of the past, something that ended when the 70s ended.
“You could try sleeping with another man or you could try sleeping with another woman, too. Whatever you wanted.”
“But… what about you?”
“What about me? I’m not interested in having sex with another woman, ever. Though the idea of watching you with someone else is incredibly hot. I’d really love that.”
“Really? You don’t want to sleep with someone else, but you’re willing to let me do it? I’m not sure that makes sense.”
“Well, Lynn, it’s like this. Truth is, I don’t want to share you. The idea of another man – or woman – seeing you naked and touching you…it’s not something I like. But, if that’s how we get past you not being satisfied sexually, then so be it. I know that within you, there is a deeply sexual woman waiting to come out.”
“I’m not sure…” I take my hand from Robert and wring my hands. This sounds so…so not Robert. He’s not adventurous! That’s one of the things I like about him so much. I love that he’s steady and reliable. This is just…it’s so not like him! “You really think I’m a sexual woman?”
“Lynn, I do. We just need to find that woman. It does hurt that I haven’t been able to find that woman on my own, but I’m confident we can find her – we just need to find a new partner, or partners, who match these fantasies.”
“And you think we can do it at this…club. What did you say the name was?”
“Covet. It’s called Covet.”
It’s been a crazy week since Robert and I had that conversation and I was completely honest with him. It felt good to be honest, but I’m also a little scared at the solution we’ve come up with.
We’re going to Covet tonight and I don’t know what to expect. Sure, I expect I will end up having sex with a stranger. What I’m not sure about is how this will affect our marriage. Robert says he’s okay with sharing me, but I’m not convinced the reality of it – especially with him watching – is going to be what either of us imagine it might be.
I look in the mirror and my reflection doesn’t look like a nervous woman. On the contrary, I look like my friend Marsha. Though to be fair, she helped me go shopping for this dress and she showed me how to apply makeup that matched the sexiness of this dress. I don’t normally wear this much makeup, but I can’t deny that it makes me feel sexier. Dark, smoky eyes, bright red lips. I look like the kind of woman who loves sex and who knows exactly how to have mindblowing orgasms.
In other words, I look like someone who I totally am not.
“You look fucking fabulous,” Robert says from behind me. “Turn around and let me see.”
I move away from the mirror and do as he asks, feeling even more nervous as he looks at me. I look like a slut!
When I turn to face him, I’m surprised at how happy he looks.
“You like me dressed like this?”
“It’s different, no doubt about it,” Robert says, coming over to me and giving me a big hug. “I’m not sure I’d like you dressed like this all the time, but…yeah. You look really, really good.”
“But I look like a slut,” I say, turning back to the mirror and looking at myself again. My black dress is so short and tight that I’m not sure I could sit in a chair without flashing myself to anyone who cared to look, and the top is cut so low that my breasts are practically popping out.
“Maybe think of it this way, Lynn. To find your sexual side, let yourself be a slut. Say yes to the things you want, ask for things you would never ask for. We’re not going to know anyone at Covet, so you can do or say or be anyone you want. Be the sexual goddess that is hiding somewhere inside of you.”
I nod my head in agreement, but I’m still not sure.
On the way to the club, I keep trying to pull down the front of my skirt, because it keeps riding up over my hips and exposing me. I swear if a cop pulled us over, he’d think Robert had picked up a hooker.
“Are you sure this is it?” I ask as we walk up to a nondescript building. There are a lot of cars in the parking lot, but there isn’t a sign or light or anything. “This place doesn’t look like anything.”
“They’re discreet. It’s like those…whaddaya call them…speakeasies from back in the day. You have to know or you can’t go. This isn’t a shady place. I’ve looked it up and it’s totally legit.”
“Hm. Okay.”
I’m definitely going to need a drink when we get inside.
I gasp when we finally make it to the bar area. It’s crowded with people laughing and having a good time, and it looks like how you would expect a regular club to look. It doesn’t look seedy at all!
“Here you go,” Robert says, handing me a vodka tonic. I quickly drain it. “Can you get me another?”
“Sure thing.”
I see a sexy woman walking across the bar and I wave to her and smile. She waves back and walks over to me, a warm smile on her face.
“Hey,” I say, giving her a big smile and hoping my lipstick isn’t smearing on my teeth. “I know this is going to sound strange, but…”
“It’s your first time and you don’t know what to do?”
“That obvious, huh?” I laugh, my tension easing slightly.
“Yeah. You look just like I felt and looked my first time. I felt like I’d walked into a place that I liked, but didn’t feel right about liking, and that it was someplace I wanted to explore. Still, my husband and another lady had to really talk me into it.”
“But I’m guessing you liked it, since you’re here again, right?”
“Oh, honey. You have no idea. I love this place! I get to be whomever I want and I get to fuck whomever I want.”
“And your husband is okay with…this?” I ask, waving my hand in a vague gesture around the bar.
“Oh, absolutely. He also loves the sex we have after a night here. It charges everything up for us!”
“Wow. That’s…it sounds incredible.”
“It is. I’m April, by the way.”
“Lynn.”
“It is a true pleasure to meet you.”
“Likewise.”
“Now you get out there and find your fantasy. I know you’re going to have a wonderfully memorable time tonight. I’ll see you the next time!”
“Thanks,” I say, blushing when she leans over and gives me a lingering kiss on my cheek. It makes me wonder what it would be like to kiss her, but by the time I think to ask her, she’s off across the bar and walking into the arms of a stunningly gorgeous black man. He gives her a big hug, lifting her off her feet and spinning her around. When he puts her back on the ground, he kisses her so passionately and deeply that I practically blush just watching them. I watch the man slip his hand inside the top of her dress and cup her breast – and she just presses into him even more.
Wow. That’s the kind of raw desire I want to feel.
Just looking at April and that man, you just know that they’re going to have no-holds-barred sex. I feel my pussy throb, just watching them. It’s exciting and scary. I don’t know what it’s like to let down my guard that much or what it’s like to just give myself over to someone like that. I thought I’d given myself to Robert, but when I watch how April is with that black man, I realize that I haven’t given much of myself to Robert at all.
“What are you looking at?” Robert says, handing me a fresh cocktail. His eyes follow mine. “Oh, that’s…”
“That’s really hot,” I say, turning back to him. “That’s April. We were just talking and she was telling me about how things work here and how her and her husband really love this place. It works really well for them.”
“Huh. That’s…unconventional.”
“Robert,” I laugh, my mood lightening. “It’s unconventional that you and I are here!”
He laughs and relaxes, then nods his head. “You’re right, Lynn. I guess it’s still sinking in for me, too.”
“Yeah, tell me about it.” I sigh.
“Are you okay with our plans for tonight?” Robert’s eyes narrow with worry, like I might backtrack.
“No, no. I’m fine. It’s still overwhelming,” I admit, “but I’m committed to this, to tonight. And I’m committed to you and figuring out how to improve our sex life and marriage.”
“Good,” Robert sighs. “So what do you want to do?”
“I think I want to dance,” I say. The music started while I was talking to April, and dancing seems like an easy way to meet people. While I was okay with starting a conversation with April, I’m pretty damn sure that I can’t just walk up to a man and say “hey, wanna fuck?”
“I’ll hold your drink and watch,” Tommy says.
I take a long sip of my cocktail, then give Tommy a quick kiss before going out onto the dance floor.
People smile as they make way for me and some people touch my shoulder or arm as I pass. As I move to the center of the dance floor, I feel a hand strongly stroke my ass. It makes me freeze. It feels so good, but part of me screams that it’s so wrong!
Turning, I find myself face to face with the most incredible black man I’ve ever laid eyes on! He’s as tall as a basketball player and he’s just bulging with muscles everywhere! I feel tiny standing in front of him.
“You look like you need a dance partner,” he says, pulling me close to his body and swaying.
I instinctively follow the movement of his body, liking how assertive he just moves, like he expects me to follow him, and how strong his body is.
“I won’t say no,” I tease.
I close my eyes and follow the rhythm of his body, trying to lose myself in the thumping bass of the music and the feel of this stranger’s body against mine. Before I consciously realize what I’m doing, I’m rubbing my body against his. I’m practically humping him on the dance floor!
“Your body sounds like it’s saying yes to me,” he says, pulling me tighter against his body and grinding his hips against my stomach. His dick is rock hard and it feels bigger than I thought dicks could be!
“Can I join this party?” A pretty blonde woman asks. “You two are very…striking.”
“I don’t mind.” The man says, reaching out and caressing the blonde woman’s face. “I’m up for a threesome. How about you, sweetheart?”
“I…won’t say no to that, either.” I smile and feel intoxicated from lust when the pretty blonde woman turns my body so that I’m facing her, and the black man moves so that he’s pressed up against my back.
I remember watching April and how she just gave herself over. I decide to do the same thing, even though I’m scared silly at this whole thing. But with this woman, I’m going to get everything that I’ve ever fantasized about – all at one time!
“Oh, I was hoping you’d say that.”
The woman moves behind me and the three of us dance together. She has large, soft breasts and I love the way they feel pressed against my chest. The man puts his hands on my hips and pulls them close to him, and the woman slides her hands up my chest and massages my breasts. She’s so soft and he’s so hard…it’s a delicious contrast.
Waves of pleasure start cresting through my body and it’s intoxicating. The more I let myself go and just try to experience pleasure, letting these two people dance with me and touch me, the more it feels like something new and exciting is opening up inside of me.
I lift my mouth up to the man and he kisses me powerfully. I can barely keep up with his tongue and the passion that is building inside of me is already more than I’ve ever experienced before. My body is on fire with desire and it’s aching to be fucked. I never realized that I could feel like this!
The woman grinds her body against mine and pinches my nipples, and my knees nearly buckle from the storm of pleasure that overtakes my body.
“Please, take me somewhere and fuck me,” I whimper. I’m desperate to see these two people naked and to feel their skin on mine and to feel how they will touch me and feel how my body will respond.
They each wrap an arm around my waist and we walk off of the dance floor.
“Do you want people to watch? Or a private room?” The woman asks, stopping as we come up to two hallways angling off the main room of the club.
“I’m down with either,” the man says. He lowers his head to mine and kisses my neck. “What do you prefer, gorgeous?”
“Private,” I say, almost immediately. The idea of being watched by strangers is just a little too much.
The blonde takes my hand and leads me down one of the halls. The sounds of moans and cries of pleasure serenade us as we walk to a room that has a door open.
I bite my lip when we enter the room. It’s a small room, and it’s dominated by a large king-size bed.
“Private party, my man,” the black man says.
“But…” I hear my husband’s voice.
“Private party.” The black man’s voice is more serious now.
“No, it’s okay. That’s my husband,” I say, going over and putting my hand on the black man’s heavily muscled arm. “He can watch.”
The black man looks at me for a long moment, then gives a slight nod.
“If you’re watching, this isn’t your show. So keep quiet,” the woman says.
With the door firmly closed, Robert goes and sits in a chair in a corner of the room, and the other two and I do a seductive dance by the bed.
I take turns kissing each of them, my hands never leaving both of them. The man unzips my dress and I shimmy to help it fall to the floor.
Naked, I feel even more exposed than just standing here in my heels and skimpy panties. If there’s a point of no return, I’m already past that point. A quick glance at Robert shows me he hasn’t changed his mind. His smile practically reaches his ears and he’s rubbing his dick through his pants.
The man puts his hands on my head and holds me still while he kisses me. His tongue is thick and powerful and I struggle to keep up with him. The woman comes up behind me, kissing my shoulder, then down my back, before hooking her fingers into the sides of my panties and pulling them down my legs. She guides me to step out of them, and then I know that I am fully exposed, both with my skin and my emotions.
The woman’s soft lips kiss the back of my thighs and a powerful shiver runs through my body. She pushes my legs apart, her fingers tickling me as she slides her hand up my legs and toward my soaking, hungry pussy. Her fingers dive into my folds, teasing my clit and circling my hole.
When I feel the woman’s mouth on my skin, I groan and my head falls back. Her tongue is small and quick, darting against my skin like she’s taking quick tastes of me. Her hands move to my hips and she pulls my ass back, and then her mouth is on my pussy.
And it is fucking heaven. She licks and sucks at my pussy like she can read my mind. She starts slow, but sucks me quicker and quicker, plunging her fingers into my pussy and roughly stroking my g-spot. I come fast and hard as she licks my clit and finger fucks me.
The man moves his mouth so that it’s on my neck, and I go weak at how good both of their mouths feel.
“Fuck, she tastes amazing,” the woman says, standing up behind me. My nerve endings are quivering and her fingers on my skin make me shiver in the most delicious way.
“I want to taste you,” I whisper, my voice uneven. My body feels so different right now – so primal. I feel like I’m losing myself over to sensation in a way that I haven’t with Robert.
The woman goes over to the bed and sits against the headboard, her legs splayed out in front of her. Her pussy is so pretty! It’s pink and bare, and I really want to lick her! When she touches herself and spreads her pink lips, so that I can see more of her, I bite my lip and buckle with lust.
“Let’s go to the bed,” I tell the man.
I go over to the bed and sit next to the woman, then boldly pull her face toward mine so that I can kiss her. It’s so erotic to taste myself on her lips! I’ve never tasted myself like this before – Robert hardly ever even goes down on me, so I’ve never had the chance.
My hands move over her smooth skin and I play with the tight, rosy nipples on her magnificent tits. They’re soft and firm and full and gorgeous.
“You like my boobs?” she asks, running her hands through my hair.
“They’re stunning,” I respond, leaning my head down and kissing them. I run my tongue around her nipple, then wrap my lips around it and suck it, my tongue flicking her nipple. I feel it grow harder and bigger under my tongue, and when she groans, I suck even harder.
“Damn, woman. You do like to suck, don’t you?” the man asks.  “I need to taste your pussy for myself.”
He picks up my body and changes my position on the bed, so that I’m facing the woman. The man moves behind me, and as I lower my head and take a long sniff of this woman’s beautiful pussy, the man’s tongue licks me from my clit to my ass.
I moan in pleasure, then run my fingers through her slick juices and then start sucking at her clit. She tastes fucking amazing and I lose myself in her pussy, feeling proud when she starts whimpering in pleasure and her body starts twitching from the way my tongue is working her clit.
My pussy is inflamed. The man moves behind me and I feel his massive cock pushing against my ass. I raise my ass and pussy up for him, dying to feel him penetrating deep inside of me. I know his cock is going to hurt, but I’m so looking forward to it!
I raise my head from the woman’s pink pussy and scream.
“Holy mother of God!”
The man has just plowed his cock into me and it hurts and feels amazing at the same time! He grabs my hips and thrusts in and out, going deeper with each thrust. He’s not being gentle about it…and I really hope he goes further.
I slip my fingers in the woman’s hot pussy. When she starts bucking, I rub that spot harder and faster, then put my tongue back on her clit and suck and lick her until she starts screaming in ecstasy. She holds my head, and then her pussy clenches and sucks at my fingers, and I feel her gushing all over me. I lick every drop of her, moaning on her pussy as the man fucks me from behind.
Glancing back at the man, I whimper. “Fuck me harder.”
The man pauses for a moment, then he’s pounding into me harder and faster and oh my God it’s the most amazing thing ever! Something deep and powerful is unlocking in my body and a fresh orgasm is building, and I know immediately it’s going to be the hardest, biggest orgasm of my life!
“Like this?” The man grunts, his voice thick and heavy, just like his black dick.
“Yes,” I gasp, pushing against his cock, trying to take more of it inside of me. “Fill me up with your beautiful black cock!”
The man grabs my hips and then goes wild. He’s pounding into me so hard my tits are swaying all over the place. The woman grabs them and pinches my nipples hard, making me scream and writhe even more. I’m totally on sensory overload and it almost feels like I’m going to black out from how good everything feels and how much I’m feeling right now.
I fall down on the bed, my head landing between the woman’s legs. I love the musky smell of her pussy, and it sends me over the edge as the man keeps pounding fast and deep into my pussy.
“I’m coming! I’m coming!” I scream, my pussy thrashing all over his dark dick.
He holds my hips tighter, grunting and moaning as he plows into me even harder. He goes deep and stays there, then I feel his cock jerking and unloading his come deep inside of me.
The man collapses on top of me, then rolls me over. I sigh when he pulls his cock out of me. I reach down and delicately touch myself, and I can feel just how stretched out I am.
This is exactly what I needed.
I barely even remember leaving Covet and coming home, much less getting dressed. After getting fucked so powerfully, I fell into a kind of blissful trance and I don’t think anything could break the spell.
“You were…there just aren’t words for what happened tonight,” Robert says when we’re inside. We’ve immediately gone up to our bedroom, and he’s gently undressing me.
I crawl into bed, naked, and relish the feel of the cool sheets on my super-sensitive skin.
Robert pulls the covers over us, and wraps his arms around me.
“That’s how you want to have sex?”
“Oh yes,” I say, smiling at him and hugging him. “I’m finally understanding what I really need and want for sex, but there is so much more I want to explore. We are definitely getting a membership for Covet.”
~~~




VACATION RULES

Alton looks at my bag, then at me, and an exasperated sigh puffs out of him.
“Gwen, really?” He asks, glancing at his phone. “The car will be here in less than a minute and you don’t have your bag ready?”
“What?” It takes me a moment to realize that he doesn’t believe I’m all packed for our summer vacation. “This is all I’m taking. I’ve been reading a blog about packing light. Besides,” I say, going over to my handsome husband and wrapping my arms around him, “we’re going to the resort. You know that all I ever wear are a couple of bikinis and a couple of dresses. It’s not like I spend much time with any clothes on…”
“You really are a wonder…” Alton lowers his mouth to mine and his kiss is hot and hungry. His kiss is filled with the promise of hot fucking and it ignites the fire in me for who else I’m going to fuck this year. His phone beeps and he pulls away from me. “Car’s here. Passports?”
“Yep,” I say, pulling them out of the top of my purse. “Vacation starts now!”
After a delayed flight and no dinner, we’re exhausted by the time that we finally arrive at our resort.
“I must say that’s I’m impressed with your light packing and appreciative,” Alton says, pulling me close to him and giving me a long kiss. “You want to try for room service? Or go for a walk and see what we can find?”
Even though it’s hot and humid, I stay in Alton’s arms. He makes me feel so loved and so secure, but I’m constantly pinching myself that he’s real. I’m also excited because of why we’re here.
“Let’s go see what we can find. I’d like to stretch my legs and also to see who’s here this year.”
Every time we come here, it’s like being on our honeymoon. But it’s better than our honeymoon! We discovered the hotwife lifestyle right after we were married. It seemed so wrong and so dirty, but we quickly discovered that it suited us. It took a while to find the balance for how often I entertained another man, because we’re both deeply committed to each other and we want to make sure that our relationship is more about us. We decided that for one week every year, we would come down here to Couplez and do whatever we want.
“My my,” Alton teases, reaching down and grabbing my ass as we leave our suite and walk toward the resort’s restaurants. “Someone’s eager for their vacation.”
I smile at Alton and then reach down and quickly rub his dick through his shorts – just a quick tease. Despite being exhausted from the flights down here, neither of us can keep our hands to ourselves. Alton gets supremely horny from watching me with other men. The aftermath of me cheating always leads to explosive sex for Alton and me. That we only do this one week per year makes it incredibly special and it definitely ratchets up the tension and excitement for both of us.
Looking at the other people in the restaurant, laughing and touching and having a great time, a rush of excitement fizzles through my body. Couplez is a resort for swingers.
“What do you think about one of them?” Alton leans closer to me, warmly rubbing his hand on my bare leg. I look toward the couple he’s nodding his head at.
“Hm. Maybe. Weren’t they here a couple of years ago? I think I talked to them, but they put me off in some way. Probably best to avoid them.”
Even though I’m not looking for an ongoing relationship with someone, I don’t just fuck the first attractive person who crosses my path. A potential partner must also spark my laughter and intellectual curiosity, because despite everything else, I’m still a woman and I need more than just a hot body to fuck. I know women who are like that and more power to them, but I’ve never been able to manage that. I don’t have to love someone I go to bed with, but I do have to like them.
“Fair point. Are you seeing anyone that catches your eye?”
I stifle a yawn as I thank our waiter for bringing us drinks and some food.
“Honestly, this food is what’s catching my eyes right now. I’m famished. We also do,” I tease Alton, “have a bit of time before a decision must be made.”
“Sometimes, Gwen, I think I get more excited about this than you do.”
My burst of laughter captures the attention of several people and I enjoy the attention.
“I think you do, too, my darling husband. But right now, what I’m excited about is having this food and cocktail, and then taking you back to our suite and fucking you senseless.”
Alton reaches under the table and under the hem of my short, loose skirt, and strokes his fingers on the inside of my upper thighs. My body struggles with a need for release and the desire for my husband is building fast and hot.
“Eat fast.”
I wink at my husband and take a slow bite of my food, licking my lips to get a bit of sauce at the edge of my mouth.
“Only if you eat me slow.”
“It’s your turn to pick this year, remember?” I say, reaching out and stroking Alton’s leg. We’re sitting on loungers in front of the crystal blue of the Caribbean, bottles of beer at our side, and it’s perfection.
“Oh, I haven’t forgotten, darling wife,” Alton says, grinning at me, then taking a long pull of his beer. “I’ve been having a good look around, when we haven’t been in our suite.”
I giggle, because we’ve been here at Couplez just two nights and we haven’t left our room very often – just for food and to go swimming.
“Have you really scoped out that many of the people here?” I ask, surprised. I haven’t been able to keep my hands off Alton, much less my eyes.
“Well, a little.”
“So, who are you thinking for this year?” I look up and down the beach, spying a fabulous variety of men. Some are men from the resort, but a lot of the men on the beach are sexy black men from the island. I always love fucking one of them, because they know exactly what’s going on at the resort and are thrilled at all the women game for a no-strings fuck.
“I do have to admit I’m thinking of something a little different, this year?”
“Oh?” I ask. Each year, we take turns choosing who I will sleep with. Part of me wonders if Alton wants to see me sleep with a woman. I’m not really into women, though I’d try it for him. I think women are sexy, but thinking about sex with a woman doesn’t get me going as much as looking at a black man – especially one of the black men on this island. There’s something primal about how I respond to them and their incredibly muscled bodies.
“Well,” Alton says, “I want to try a threesome.”
I raise my eyebrow at him. He’s mentioned a threesome with another woman a few times, but that’s his fantasy, not mine.
“Not with a woman,” he says, as if reading my mind. “Another man. I want to share you. What do you think?”
This certainly isn’t what I expected. I’ve never even really considered sleeping with two men at the same time. One is usually plenty.
“Hm. Vacation rules say that that is what I do.”
“Yes, but are you okay with that? I know it’s my turn to choose, but I’m not going to ask you to do something you don’t want to. This is all about you.”
I move over to Alton’s chaise and sit next to him. My hand automatically goes to his chest and I feel his nipples harden under my fingertips. He gasps when I pinch one lightly between my fingers, then pull it a little.
“This is,” I lean down and kiss him on the mouth, “unexpected. I’m willing to give it a try.”
“Really?” Alton sits up quickly and has to wrap his arms around me to keep me from falling over.
“Yes,” I laugh, then kiss him again. “It will definitely be something new. And it will certainly be exciting.”
Alton shifts his weight in the chaise and his stiff cock presses against my thigh.
“I think we should go back to the room,” he says, trailing his fingers up the inside of my thigh. I want to have sex with him, too, but I need a few minutes to think about this.
Swatting his hand away, I shake my head.
“No. No more sex until this threesome. I need to save my strength.” I grin at Alton, then stand up and walk out to the ocean, glancing over my shoulder and smiling back at him while men on the shoreline make catcalls at me and try and catch my attention.
The water is refreshing as it laps at my legs, and then I dive in and swim out to where there are fewer people. I flip around so that I’m floating on my back. The cool waves caressing my body and the hot sun beating down on me feel delicious.
I let the idea of a threesome roll through my mind. I’m not sure why it seems so different for me, but it does. Maybe it’s the idea of sharing the experience with cheating on my husband with my husband? One thing I realize is that while there is definitely a strong connection that runs between us when he watches another man fuck me, him fucking me too will be a whole different level of connection that happens between us. It’s already thrilling to have him watch me with other men, but being able to give him pleasure while another man gives me pleasure? I already feel a fire building inside of me.
I think I’m going to like this…
“This is torture for me, too, you know.” We’re walking through town, buying souvenirs and taking a break from the beach.
The colors everywhere are bright and bold, and the market is bustling with people. It’s been a few days since Alton suggested the threesome and desire has taken over my body. We’ve been teasing each other so much, it feels like if he just touched my clit, that I’d come in an instant. All of my nerve endings are heightened and I’m so horny that I can barely see straight.
“Tonight’s the night,” Alton says, grasping my hand tightly and pulling me closer to him.
“Oh, God. I’m so ready!” A wave of relief and excitement crashes over me. I need to come so bad. “Are you going to tell me who you’ve chosen?”
“All in good time, Gwen,” he teases, pulling me into a kiss in the middle of the market. I reach and grab his ass, not caring who sees us or what anyone thinks. This is my husband and I love him more than anything in the world. It’s going to be weird having a threesome, but I already know it’s going to be amazing.
My clit throbs as we kiss and I have to break away, because I’m seriously ready to jump on him right here, in the market and in full view of everyone. That would be too much.
“We should go on vacation more often,” Alton chuckles, guiding me through the market and toward our scooters. “I don’t think you’ve been this excited since the first time we came down here.”
“I know! I’m not sure what exactly is different, aside from what you’ve suggested. It’s really turning me on, the more I think about it. I’m aching to know who you’ve chosen…”
The heavy, humid air flows past us as we bump along the road back to our resort. We’ve finally settled into the relaxation of being on vacation and life feels perfect. My arms tight around Alton as he drives the scooter, I lean my cheek against his back. I trust him and can’t wait for tonight.
When we hit a big bump in the road, I catch myself grinding against my scooter seat. Fuck, I must be desperate if I’m hoping for an orgasm while riding a scooter!
Alton and I drop off the scooter with the valet, then head back to our suite to get ready for dinner. Every man I see could possibly be who Alton has in mind for me. The waiting definitely feels like torture! Every time Alton touches me, my entire being vibrates with intense sexual need.
“Are you sure you don’t want to break the rules, even a little bit?”
Before Alton has even closed the door to our room, I’m undressing. Ostensibly, it’s so I can take a shower and freshen up before dinner, but the reality is that I just can’t take waiting any longer. My clit is swollen like a marble and it gets uncomfortable being so turned on and being denied release!
My nipples instantly harden when I touch them. I hold them up to Alton in invitation, but he just shakes his head and smiles at me.
“It’s almost scary how excited you are,” he teases, his eyes lingering on my tits, before dropping to my shaved pussy. He hesitates, but then he shakes his head again and puts his hand on the door to our room. “You take a shower and make yourself even more beautiful for tonight. I’m going to grab a beer at the bar, then I’ll come back for a quick shower in an hour. Love you.”
“Love you, too,” I say, pouting as he leaves me alone in our suite.
“Fuck. You look out of this world amazing.” Alton stares at me, with his mouth hanging open slightly.
“You like?” I raise my arms above my head and twirl in a fast circle. He hasn’t seen the dress yet – it’s special and I’ve been saving it. It’s a bright green sundress with lots of straps crisscrossing over my chest and back. When I saw in the store, I knew that I had to have it, that I had to take it on vacation. When I tried it on, I couldn’t stop touching all of the straps and I knew that Alton would be the same way.
I wanted to buy a dress that would make my husband, and other men, want to touch the dress and to touch me, and then to take the dress off of me.
“I know you and that dress,” Alton says, slipping a finger under one of the straps and caressing my skin with his fingertip. I shudder with delight and sexual anticipation, but I step away from him.
“Now, now,” I tease, “you know the vacation rules. No touching until the night is over. Or, I guess, since tonight is a threesome, no touching until another man has touched me. Intimately.”
Alton sighs hard and I can see the conflict of wanting to follow vacation rules with his desire to rip my dress off, then throw me on the bed and fuck me senseless.
“You are a demanding woman, Gwen,” Alton laughs. He coughs and adjusts his
boner
so that it is a little bit less obvious.
When we get to the outdoor restaurant and bar, my dress does exactly what I hoped it would do. Every single man in the place – and plenty of not-single men, too – can’t take their eyes off of me. I let my hips sway a little more than they usually do and I bask in the attention that I’m receiving.
“I don’t think there’s a more popular woman here,” Alton says, reaching across the table and stroking the top of my hand. Desire dances across my skin and goes straight down to my pussy.
“So,” I say, taking a long, slow look at all of the men, “who do you have in mind?”
“Well,” Alton says slowly. “I thought we could… alter vacation rules a little this year.”
“How do you mean?”
“A threesome is something different. So I thought that I would let you choose. What do you think?”
I pause for a moment. Sure, it would be nice to choose. The one thing that I like about the years when Alton chooses, is the surprise of it and the putting of everything into his hands. I bite my lip as the option races through my mind, then shake my head.
“No. I want you to choose. I want to follow the rules of the game and that means that you choose.”
“If you insist,” Alton smiles, leaning over and giving me a lingering kiss. I’m breathless when he pulls away from me, my body vibrating with desire and anticipation. “Now. Let’s see who we can find.”
We order a fresh round of drinks and Alton brings his chair closer to mine, so that we have an equal view of everyone here.
“Maybe that man there, at the bar,” Alton whispers, his lips seductively brushing my ear. “Or maybe that man at the table by the stage.”
I look at both men, but I’m so blinded by lust and need, that it doesn’t really matter.
“Stop teasing me,” I moan, my voice almost a whine. I know he’s enjoying this, but my need is so strong that it’s blinding me to everything else.
“No,” Alton says. My insides twist and it’s agony. “That man, there. The one in the red shirt, walking into the bar. He’s the one.”
I eagerly look over to the bar and am overtaken with lust. The man is gorgeous. Tall, muscular, skin so dark that it looks darker than the night sky, and muscles everywhere. He looks strong enough to pick me up and snap me in two.
And my pussy wants him so, so bad. Usually I need to talk to a man before I know if I want to fuck him, but this guy? Just looking at him has my heart racing and my pussy throbbing with unbridled lust.
“I don’t recognize him,” I say, reaching my hand over so that I can caress Alton’s leg.
“Just arrived, I imagine.”
“Then let’s be the welcome wagon,” I say. I turn my gaze back to my husband. “How do we do this? Do I approach him? You? We’ve never done this before.”
Alton chuckles and puts a finger over my lips.
“You really are rarin’ to go, aren’t you?” He shakes his head, as if he can’t believe how horny I am, as if he’s just now realizing the state I’m in after no sex for a couple of days.
“Please, Alton. I need release. Please.” I’ve stopped caring if it sounds like I’m begging. That’s not normally how I am, but there’s something that’s built up in me that is new and powerful, and it’s been so overwhelming. Massive anticipation has consumed me, ever since Alton said he wanted to do a threesome.
“Allow me,” Alton says, giving me a kiss then standing up.
I watch him as he walks through the bar in between tables of other couples. All of my senses go on hyperalert when he approaches the man in the red shirt. They seem to talk easily, both quickly laughing at some joke. Alton changes his weight on his feet, which is something I know he does when he’s about to say something serious.
The man in the red shirt watches him, and then looks over at me when Alton gestures to me. My heart pounds in my chest and I can feel my blood moving through my body. I’m eager for this man to find me attractive and to say yes to Alton’s suggestion of a threesome. I find myself sitting up straighter and pushing out my chest as the man takes a long, slow look at me, his eyes taking in my entire body. Am I sexy enough for him?
Excitement shivers through me when I see the man smile and then slap Alton on the shoulder as if in agreement. When they both start walking toward me, my hands flutter from nerves. Is this really happening? I think this is really happening!
“Gwen darling, I’d like to introduce you to Wesley.”
I extend my hand up to Wesley as he towers over me. His thick lips are spread in a large smile and I can see his blinding white teeth. He tugs at my hand so that I’m standing up and then he pulls me into a deep kiss. His lips are thick on mine and his kiss is demanding. When his tongue touches mine it’s like being electrified and I’m blinded by lust.
“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Wesley,” I say, my breath heavy and jagged as we pull apart.
“The pleasure will be all mine. And it will be all yours, too.”
Everything blurs together as we go back to suite. All I want to do is run back and strip off my clothes and jump into bed, but I know I can’t rush this that way.
“Here we are,” Alton says, gesturing for Wesley to walk in to our suite.
The door clicks and suddenly I’m nervous and I don’t know what to do. I look from Wesley to Alton, willing one of them to take control of this.
And Wesley doesn’t disappoint.
“Show me what you got.” Wesley’s voice is deep and seductive, and my body immediately responds to him. “Come here.”
I walk over to Wesley, my body trembling, and the sound between a gasp and a moan escapes from my mouth when he runs his fingers under the straps on my dress. My skin shivers under his touch and I lean into his touch, his fingers strong and powerful against my skin.
“That feels really nice,” I say, reaching out to touch him on his strong chest. His chest is hard with muscles and I can’t wait to see him naked.
“Only nice?” Wesley laughs and strokes my dress off of me in one fluid booth. My boobs bounce up as the dress goes over my head. It’s exhilarating and nerve-racking to be standing in front of a beautiful stranger, while I’m wearing only a tiny little thong and a pair of high heels. Wesley openly stares at my body and my nipples clench from how turned on I am and how sexy Wesley is.
“What do you think?” I hear Alton say, from behind me.
“I very much approve,” Wesley says as he starts stripping off his clothing.
Naked, Wesley takes my breath away. His body is more muscular than I even imagined. His body is so perfect, he looks like a statue in a museum. And his cock is gigantic! I’ve never seen a man that was so thick and so long, and he’s not even fully hard yet!
Something instinctual inside of me takes over and I go and kneel in front of him, and take his cock in my hands.
“Fuck, this is beautiful,” I murmur, then lick my lips and slide my tongue over the tip of his massive cock. I hungrily open my mouth and start sucking his cock and massaging it with my tongue. I can’t get enough of him!
“Oh, shit…” I barely hear Wesley’s voice as I work over his cock, pumping it with one hand while I do my very best to take more of him in my mouth. He puts his hand on the back of my head and holds me steady while he thrusts so deep that I can feel him hitting the back of my throat. I struggle to keep up with the speed of his thrusts, but I choke and gag because my mouth is so full!
He slides out of my mouth as I cough, but I keep stroking his long, dark shaft with my hands. Alton moves to the side of Wesley, and I immediately take him in my mouth, sucking him and massaging him with my tongue exactly how I know he likes it.
Alton looks down and watches me, and there is such love and pride in his eyes that it expands something deep inside of me and makes me love him even more. He groans as I suck him hard. He’s so hard in my mouth and I love it!
I turn my head to Wesley and look up at him. He looks majestic standing over me and I can’t wait to see how he’s going to fuck me.
“I want you to fuck me while I blow my husband.”
Wesley laughs his deep laugh and nods in agreement.
“I’ve been looking forward to seeing that pink snatch of yours.”
Alton and I share a look. He’s as excited as I am and I love that I’m able to share this with him. It seems silly that I was so hesitant about a threesome, but this feels so much more meaningful with him involved, than him just watching or me telling him about it afterward. Our marriage is definitely growing stronger.
I follow as Alton goes over to the bed and lays down, his pale hard cock pointing north like a flagpole. I climb up on the bed, giving Alton a big smile and then mouthing thank you. I wrap my lips around his cock, licking and sucking at him enthusiastically.
The weight on the bed shifts and I feel Wesley’s hands caressing my back and then my ass. I moan in pleasure when he lowers his mouth to my pussy and immediately starts licking and sucking at me. His tongue flicks at my clit and drives me wild.
“Fuck man, I wish my wife wanted to fuck as much as yours does,” Wesley says, slapping my ass, then resuming sucking and licking my pussy. When he slides a finger inside of me and strokes my g-spot, I lift my head and scream as an orgasm tears through my body.
My blood roars in my ears as blinding, pure pleasure takes over my body. It’s like I’m not even in control of myself anymore, but that my body is moving based on nothing by primal, sexual instinct. When Wesley slides his fingers out of my pussy, I groan in frustration. I raise my ass higher and I’m rewarded when I feel his gigantic cock pressing at my hot, pink box. My pussy is still sensitive, but I need so much more tonight! His cock plunges into my pussy and I scream. He’s so big and tight inside of me!
Wesley’s balls slap against me as he starts pounding hard and deep into my pussy. I’m nearly blinded from how powerful I just came, but I start sucking Alton’s dick again. I meet his eyes with mine as I bob my head on his hard cock, sucking him and loving how he tastes and feels in my mouth. His eyes flick from mine to above me, and his eyes widen as he watches Wesley fuck me from behind.
Alton moans and grabs my head tightly, as his body twitches and he thrusts his dick into my mouth faster and deeper. I grab his balls with one hand and massage them. They’re high and tight, and I know he’s about to come. I choke and gasp as his dick hits the back of my throat and I suck him hard.
Alton yells my name, and then I feel his hot spunk splatter against the back of my neck and I swallow it down my throat, savoring every drop and not letting any go to waste. His body trembles below mine, while my body shakes as Wesley continues pounding deep into my hungry pussy.
“Don’t stop!” I demand when Wesley slides out of me unexpectedly.
“Ride my dick, slut. I want to watch those tits of yours bounce.
Wesley lays down on the bed, not too far from Alton. I move over to him and straddle his waist, then guide myself onto his fat cock.
“Oh my God, that feels so fucking good,” I say as I grind my hips and take all of Wesley’s cock deep into my pussy. His black cock pushes against my inner walls and it feels exhilarating. I’ve never had a cock this big before.
Wesley starts pounding up into my pussy and my eyes roll back in my head, because it’s overwhelming all of my nerve endings. Fingers lace through mine and I look down at my hand to see Alton holding my hand while I fuck Wesley.
I look deep into Alton’s eyes as I start moving more frantically over Wesley when my next orgasm starts building inside of me like a hurricane. As I stare deep into Alton’s eyes, I know that our relationship and our marriage are changing in this moment, and I am so happy about it. We’re going someplace that we’ve never been before and it has exceeded my expectations, so, so much! I haven’t felt like there were boundaries between us, but now it seems like there are no boundaries between us.
“Come with me!” Wesley demands, slapping my ass.
I look down at him and the beauty of his dark, muscular body working underneath me. I move my hips faster and faster, my pink pussy vibrating with pleasure and sucking at his big, black cock.
“Oh, fuck!” I scream, as my body shakes and bucks on Wesley’s, and my orgasm gushes out of me and all over his massive cock.
“Yes!” Wesley grunts and slams up into my pussy really hard three times and unloads his come deep in my pussy. I collapse against his sweaty body and Alton keeps on holding my hand. My pussy twitches as my orgasm starts to subside and every time my pussy clenches, Wesley’s body jerks beneath me and a sharp breath escapes his mouth.
I slide off of Wesley and I immediately miss his cock in my pussy. His cum slides out of me and onto the bed that I’m going to be sleeping in with Alton tonight. It’s hot that we will be sleeping in a reminder of this moment, later tonight.
“Yo. Hit me up if you want to do that again.”
I turn to my husband and he presses his body against mine and holds my face in his hands. The moment I look into his eyes, my world is just about him.
“That was fucking hot! There aren’t even words to describe how you looked.”
I smile at Alton and snuggle into his arms and rest my head against his chest. I feel so safe and so loved right now, but I never want this moment to end.
“Thank you for tonight, Alton. That’s not something I ever would have tried on my own, but I’m so glad that I did.”
“You’re the best, Gwen,” Alton says, lifting my head and then kissing me slowly and deeply. Love and desire for my husband tingle throughout my body and I want nothing more than to fuck my husband again, right now.
“I love you so much,” I say as I pull Alton on top of me and stroke his dick and spread my legs so that he can fuck me.
~~
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“Again?” I ask, sadness crashing over me like a tsunami. I pull the phone away from my mouth so my husband can’t hear the change in my breathing as I start to cry. I’m sitting on the edge of our bed and I fall back and curl up into a small ball. “You were supposed to be home ten days ago—” I complain, my breath catching. I hate the almost-whining sound in my voice.
“It’s only a couple more days,” he says, sighing in frustration, too, “and then I’ll be home. I swear on everything I will be home before the weekend.”
“Really?” I ask, a thread of hope starts to course through me. “Are you really sure?” I stretch out and turn on my side, grabbing a pillow and hugging it to me.
“I will make sure I’m home for the weekend. I swear it to you Brianna.”
Even with my eyes wet with tears, I smile. I know it’s not his fault he has to travel so much – it’s his job that requires it. We also don’t have much choice, because we really, really need the money. While the economy is bouncing back in other cities, everything is still pretty tight here and I haven’t been able to find anything more than a minimum wage, part-time job, for more than a year. And since the mortgage on the house we foolishly (and unknowingly) bought at the height of the real estate bubble, right before the bubble burst. The house is worth more than it did during the recession, but we’re still a little underwater.
“I miss you so much, baby,” I tell Joseph. “The bed is so lonely without you…”
“I know, sweetheart. I’m missing you something fierce, too,” Joseph says, and I can hear a tired sigh escape from his mouth. “These trips are kicking my ass…you know that.”
“But we need the money…” I say, finishing his thought. This is a well-worn conversation between us. It sometimes feels like it’s one of the few conversations that we really have anymore. Money. His work. My loneliness when he’s not here.
“You know,” he says. “The good news is,” he continues, “is that things are looking up and I’m doing better.”
“Really?” I exclaim. This is really good news!
“Really!” Joseph says, and I can hear him smiling. “I was going to wait until I got home to tell you, but they’ve bumped me up. I’m an official Regional Sales Rep now!”
“Oh, baby,” I say. I’m melting with happiness and pride for my husband. He’s worked so hard to get to this point. “That’s such good news!”
“Like you wouldn’t believe…” he mutters. “I’ll start being home more soon, I swear.”
This makes me happier than I’ve been in ages, with the exceptions of the brief hours and days that Joseph is home between trips.
“We’ll celebrate when you’re home,” I say, bubbling with excitement. “I’ll make that brisket you like so much.”
“That sounds wonderful. But can we…”
“Yes,” I say, cutting him off. “I have a few pennies stashed away.”
I hear a sigh of relief when I say that. I’m not naturally good at budgeting money and there were some setbacks early on. But I really do have a little bit of cash stashed away. Joseph doesn’t know, but I’ve done a few odd jobs for some of the women in the neighborhood. Some of the other wives could see how we were barely making it by and they started having “little things” they needed help with. Could I watch their kids while they did a grocery run? Could I pick up their kids from a playdate? Could I help during spring cleaning and take a bunch of things to the laundromat and dry cleaners? And then they would slide a little bit of cash in my pocket and refuse to take it back. I love them for this and it reminds me of what community means – you look out for each other. I can’t wait until Joseph and I are back on our feet again so that I can return the favor and do things for them, or hire their older kids to do things like mow the lawn or help with minor home projects.
“Do you have a few minutes?” I ask, crossing my fingers behind my back. “Are you at your hotel?”
“I have a few minutes before dinner,” Joseph says and I silently cheer. “What are you wearing?”
“Just a denim skirt and a little tank top – it’s really skimpy and I’m not wearing a bra,” I say, and I’m only fudging the truth a little. In hopes that he would have time for a little sexy chat, I took off my skirt before I called him. I’m really wearing the camisole and my panties…and nothing else.
“Mmmm,” Joseph hums, “tell me about that camisole and panties.”
“Welll,” I say, reaching up to play with my nipples that are already standing at attention, “the camisole is really thin and lightweight, with skinny little straps. It barely covers my boobs and you can totally see my nipples through the thin material – and my nipples are straining up against the camisole. And my panties?” I pause for a moment as I listen to Joseph’s breath. I can hear his breath is a touch heavier than it was a minute ago and I can also hear the sounds of him shifting around, like he’s undressing himself.
“Yes, tell me about the panties,” Joseph says, and I hear a whoosh and plop that sounds like him falling backwards on a bed.
“You know that little red lacy thong you like? The one that cost so much money and is barely a wisp of fabric?”
“Oh god,” I hear Joseph nearly moan. He loves these panties. When I first bought and wore them for him, he nearly ripped them off of me when he first saw them. “I want to see you in those when I get home.”
“If you’re home on Friday, I will cook dinner for you, wearing nothing but these, my red heels, and an apron,” I tease, giggling into the phone.
“Damn, Brianna…”
“Are you in bed?” I ask, sliding my hand from my breast and towards my panties.
“Yeah,” he says, and I can hear him shifting around.
“Then imagine me kneeling over you, my pussy above your face as I put your big cock in my mouth,” I say, slipping my fingers inside my panties and playing with my clit. My pussy is already slick and wet, though I’m usually like this all the time now. I have a high sex drive and I need to have orgasms a couple of times per day. Masturbating is okay, but I need full-contact sex to really have a great orgasm. And with Joseph on the road so much these days, I’ve been walking around wet and frustrated all the time.
“And I’m pulling your hips down, so I can lick that sweet pussy of yours.”
My clit is swollen so much it feels like a throbbing marble between my legs. I moan as I massage it with two fingers.
“Your pussy is so wet. I’m licking all your juices.”
“Oh baby,” I say, “that feels so good. Eat my pussy out! I’m bouncing my head on your cock, sucking it deep into my mouth. My lips are wrapped around the base of your big cock.”
“Fuck, Brianna. You taste and feel so good! But I want to fuck you, so I’m rolling you over onto your back, and moving around so that I’m over you. I lift your legs up and then slide my cock inside of you.”
“Oh my god, you feel so good!” I say, imagining his cock inside me. “Fuck me hard, baby!”
“I’m looking into your eyes and thrusting in and out of you,” Joseph says, and I can hear his breathing getting ragged. “Your pussy is so tight!”
“I’m playing with my boobs,” I say, reaching one hand up to pinch my nipple hard, while I keep playing with my clit with my other hand. “And I’m pushing my hips up against you, trying to get you deeper into me.”
“And I’m pumping into you faster and harder. I can’t control myself because you turn me on so much with your tight, sexy body.”
“And your perfect body over me is making me wetter and wetter! Your cock is so perfect and big, it’s like it was made just for my pussy!”
“Your pussy is the best ever!”
“I’m squeezing your cock with my pussy.” I gasp. “Are you close, baby? I can’t keep it in much longer…”
“I’m going to blow soon, too.”
“Come on, baby,” I say, moaning as my legs start to quiver, and my core tightens and expands with a melting heat. “Cum with me! Fill me up!”
“I’m almost there,” Joseph says and groans.
“I’m cumming,” I cry out, and I am. My body twitches and shakes, and I feel a liquid warmth pulse from my pussy.
“Oh god,” Joseph cries out. “I’m cumming!”
We’re both silent for a moment as we both catch our breath. When I hear his breathing steady out, I hear his body shift, which means he’s grabbing a tissue or hotel towel to wipe up. I wipe my fingers on my camisole and roll over onto my stomach.
“Thanks, baby,” I say quietly.
“You know I miss you,” Joseph says, and I can hear frustration and a tinge of sadness in his voice. We haven’t been married very long and I know he’s also bothered by how much time we’re having to spend apart these days.
“I know. And you know I miss you, too.” I say. I already feel a little sad. For a few minutes, it was easy to close my eyes and imagine he was beside me, but now it’s crashing down on me that he’s three thousand miles away and that, if I’m lucky, he’ll actually be home on Friday.
“I love you, too,” Joseph says. “And I’ll be holding you to that dinner ensemble on Friday night.”
“Anything for you,” I say. “You have a good night and check in with me tomorrow, okay?”
“Always, Brianna.”
We finish our call and I curl up on the bed again. It’s so hard being away from him. It’s been really hard for me, but I haven’t said anything because he has enough stress in his life right now. I work to be the perfect wife, especially for the precious hours and days that he’s actually home – especially when it’s a weekend. It feels like there’s an elephant in the room when he’s home, but we both know this is temporary and that we’re just doing what we have to do to get by.
But that doesn’t make it any less difficult to have my husband gone so much.
Friday comes and I’m nearly as giddy as teenager with a raging crush. I get to see Joseph! Tonight I see Joseph! I know there is way more to marriage than sex, but I’m so goddamm horny, I could fuck a football team...
When four-o-clock rolls around, then six-o-clock rolls around, and no call from Joseph, I know what’s happened and I slump into a cocktail of depression, anger, and frustration.
A little before seven, my phone finally rings.
“I’m sorry, Bri, I really am…” Joseph’s voice is pleading with me.
“I…” I can’t say anything. I don’t even know what to say. I’m so upset, my body is shaking in frustration. Another night with my vibrator? The last one broke because I used it so much and I’m not sure I like the new one I have. That is not going to do the trick. I need a man. A real, physical, sweaty and smelly, real-life man.
“Look. I know you’re upset and disappointed – I am, too.”
I make a sound that sounds like an angry sigh.
“I have a proposition for you,” he says, his voice sounding a bit hopeful.
Is he going to buy me a plane ticket to Omaha or wherever he is this week? The idea of flying to him is something I’d be down with, even though it’s not something we can really afford. But right now? I’d eat cheap noodles for a month if it meant I could spend a couple of days having sex with my husband. Maybe that would take the edge off.
“What are you thinking?” I finally say, biting my lip as I say the words.
“Look, remember how we went to that club a few years ago? Covet?”
“Yesss,” I respond.  He means the swingers club. We had some fun and wild times there. It started as something he suggested and I was reluctant to do, but I quickly grew to love it. But with Joseph home so little, I don’t want to share him…so we haven’t been there in ages.
“My work and travel schedule is fucked beyond all belief. And sadly, it’s not going to change anytime soon. I know you miss me terribly, and I miss you, too. I also know you need sex. A lot of sex.” He pauses for a moment and I can hear a gulping sound, and gulping air is only something he does when he’s nervous. “So here’s my proposition. You go to the club. Alone. You remember that women can go alone, right? You go, have all the fun you need and want. What do you think?”
I can’t say it’s not tempting. Saying I need to get fucked is the understatement of the century.
“You sure about this?” I ask. I don’t think this is a trap of some kind, though my wary instinct turns on and I know I want to be sure he is absolutely okay with what he’s suggesting. “I thought you always wanted to watch. That you didn’t like the idea of me being alone with someone else, unless you were there.”
“Well,” he sighs, “that’s still true. But I love you and know you, and I know what you need. Since I can’t be there, just send me some kind of…picture or something. Share something that shows you had fun.”
“That can be arranged.” I smile, ideas already running through my head. My skin tingles as my heart starts racing and I’m hit with an adrenaline spike.
“So, you’re down with this?”
“Definitely,” I say. I’m already wondering if I can get ready and make it there tonight. The club is the next city over, so it’s a bit of a drive.
“Oh thank god,” Joseph gushes. “You know this job is killing me. I don’t want it to destroy our relationship. Destroy us. I don’t know what I’d do if I lost you.”
“I love you, too, honey. Now you do your work thing and I’m going to get dressed and go out.”
“You’re going to go tonight?! So soon?”
“Baby, you know how I get. I’m not worried about going to Covet alone. I need to get fucked and I’m going to.”
Joseph’s rich laugh rings out and I can’t help but smile.
“Oh, my sweet Bri. God I miss you so much. Go, have your fun and I’ll wait to see what you send me. Honestly, I can’t fucking wait! I’m already hard again, just imagining you tonight.”
“Well, you’re going to have to stay that way, because I’m going to get dressed.”
After we say our goodbyes, I’m immediately standing in front of my closet. What do I want to wear?
I end up choosing a short, stretchy miniskirt, which barely covers my ass, and a loose top with a crossover front. Easy access is key, when you’re dressing to go to a sex club.
I pull on some thigh-high stockings and slip on a pair of strappy heels, and I’m dressed. Of course, I’m not wearing any underwear.
I know I don’t want to wear a lot of makeup, because I know I’m going to get sweaty. So I opt for a lip stain in blood red and a thick layer of mascara and black eyeliner, to make my eyes stand out. Satisfied with my look, I retrieve my phone from my purse and stand in front of a full-length mirror and take a couple of pictures to send to Joseph. One of me posing and another with me pulling part of my shirt aside and flashing my boob.
I text Joseph the photos. You like? Just heading out now. XXX
As I’m doing up the belt on my trench coat – no need for the neighbors to see how provocatively I’m dressed – my phone pings.
Me likey very muchy. I wish I was with you!
I smile and pocket my phone, and head out to the car.
On the way to Covet, I blare the music in my car. My mood and my body are amped up, and I’m already squirming as I envision all the sex I’m going to have tonight. I dearly wish Joseph was with me, because it’s incredibly hot when he watches me with someone else, but I’m so horny and aching for the touch of another man, that I almost feel guilty at how excited I am – even though Joseph is two-thousand miles away from me on a seemingly neverending string of business trips.
“Welcome to Covet,” the pretty coat-check girl says.
“Thanks.” I smile and leave my coat and purse with her, before walking down a long hall towards the great room. The closer I get, the louder the music and sounds of other people become, teasing me and making me hornier with anticipation.
There’s a good crowd here tonight. A few faces I recognize from the last time Joseph and I were here, but many new ones. There’s a dark-haired man sitting in a chair close to the bar who looks me up and down and smiles invitingly. He reminds me of an actor I had a crush on a few years ago, which puts him high on my Yes list. Still, I want to survey the room and see who else is on offer. I don’t have to choose just one, obviously, but I don’t want to be hasty. I have all night and I’m horny as hell. In fact, I intend to choose more than one.
“Gin and tonic, thanks,” I tell a sexy bartender. Watching him make my drink, I wonder what it’s like to work here. Does the nudity and open sex become something you’re numb to? Or does it make you hornier?
I sip my drink as I survey the room. Most of the sex happens in the private or semi-private rooms down a couple of hallways, though there are definitely people getting busy around the great room. On a love seat, there is a woman making out with a bare-chested man, and there is another woman on the love seat with her hand down the first woman’s skirt. They’ll be going to a room soon.
The music is perfect. It’s not over-loud like a nightclub. It sounds vaguely familiar, but the bass is turned up enough that it dominates the room. It’s impossible not to move your body to the pulsing of the bass.
“Do you need a new drink?” A deep voice asks me.
I turn and smile at the man next to me. I openly look him over from head to toe, and I feel something deep inside me clench with longing. He’s tall, dark haired, maybe Mediterranean, and what appears to be a very fit and muscular body – and exactly the kind of guy I lusted after when I was single.
“What are you drinking?” I ask, slowly licking my lips. One of the reasons I like sex clubs? There’s no reason to fake why you’re there. If you go to a bar or nightclub, you end up putting on a show. No, I’m not interested. OK, maybe I’m a little interested. Yes, OK, if you insist…
He leans his head down and reaches up and brushes my hair from the side of my head.
“I’d like to drink you,” he says and lightly kisses me just below my ear. His breath makes my skin tingle and I can feel how wet I’m becoming.
I take a last sip of my drink and place the glass on the bar. “Then lead the way.” I hold my hand up and he grasps it and places it on his arm, like a gentleman.
As we approach the hallways leading to the rooms, he pauses and looks at me. “Public or private?”
“Public,” I say. I want to be on display. I’m also ready to sample more than one of the men here and I’m willing to put myself on display.
He cocks an eyebrow and smiles. “You’re my kind of lady.”
“Who said I’m a lady?”
The sound that comes from his mouth is more of a sexy growl than a laugh. I can’t wait for him to eat my pussy.
He directs me down a hallway on the right and we wait until we find an empty room. The room we take has a bed and a chaise longue.
“Where do you want me?” I ask, running a finger across his lips.
“On the chaise,” he says, then lowers his mouth and kisses me hard, immediately plunging his tongue into my mouth. He parts my legs with his knee, then slides his hand across my stomach and curls it into my wet, waiting pussy. I gasp and arch my back, pushing down on his hand.
A guttural sound escapes from his throat. “Look who’s ready and wanting.”
“Oh, very much I’m wanting,” I say, looking up at him and pushing against him.
“Then sit.” He directs me to the chaise. “Comfortable?”
“Very,” I say. I spread my legs and watch his gaze drop.
He kneels in front of me, looking formal and sexy as hell in his business suit.
It tickles as he runs his hands up my legs, over my stockings, and I can’t help but giggle.
“You like that?”
“It tickles.”
“Do you like this?” He kisses the inside of my thigh, just above me knee, his eyes open and watching my face.
I bite my lip and nod, a small moan escaping my mouth. Holy fuck it’s been too long since I was fucked.
“And what about this?” He asks, kissing me higher.
“Please,” I say and it almost sounds like I’m pleading. I’m so horny, I’m not above begging him to give me what I want. What I need.
“Good.” He drags his fingers along the undersides of my thighs and then around the outside of my pussy. I can feel myself quivering under his touch. When he kisses the very top of my inner thigh and then licks my clit, I cry out and my body shakes.
“Oh god,” I groan and fall back against the back of the chaise.
This man. God, I don’t even know his name! This man, he starts working my clit with his tongue, roughly licking me and massaging my clit roughly. There’s no nice preamble, he’s just there, licking me like he knows exactly what my body needs and is going to give it to me fast and hard.
He grabs my hips and pulls me closer to him, and puts his mouth over my sex completely. I feel a light scrape of teeth on the front of my sex and it send shocks of electricity through me. There is no way I’m going to hold back for very long.
I open my eyes to look down at him and I see there are two couples in the doorway, watching us. I smile at them.
“Play with your tits,” one of the men says.
I slide my shirt open and hold my breasts, kneading them and pinching my nipples.
The man between my legs starts sucking and licking harder, and I groan uncontrollably. My body is pulsing harder and faster than the music. Pinching my nipples, I push myself onto the man’s face, letting the waves of pleasure roll over me and rise to a crescendo in my pussy.
I groan so loud I can feel it through my body and my orgasm start booming through my body. The man thrusts three fingers inside me and starts working my g-spot roughly, intensifying my orgasm and drawing it out.
“Oh my god,” I cry out, my body spasms and rocks against his mouth and fingers. “Oh sweet Jesus, Just like that.”
He thrusts his fingers inside me and leaves them there, continuing to suck my clit. I ride his mouth and fingers, my body clenching and gushing as my orgasm crests.
As I stop cumming, I release my nipples and slump back against the chaise. I feel good, but that was just an hors d’oeuvre.
“That was very good,” I say, smiling at the man between my knees.
“My pleasure.” He takes a handkerchief from his pocket and wipes his mouth. “Anytime…”
I just smile, instead of giving him my name.
“I want to watch you two,” I say, pointing to one of the couples that was watching the stranger and I. “And…” I look around. “You. I want you to fuck me while I watch them fuck each other.”
You is a big, black man. He’s easily six-foot-five and he’s thick and muscular like a football player. I want to get pounded and fucked into oblivion, and he looks he can most certainly deliver.
He doesn’t immediately come over, but stands there smirking at me. His wife or girlfriend must be around here somewhere, because while women can visit the club solo, men must be accompanied.
“You like the sound of this request?” He asks the couple I pointed to. He has a deep, rough voice that has a liquid sound to it. It’s the voice of a soul singer or a late-night disc jockey.
The couple consider his question for a moment, glancing at each other. With a slight nod, the woman takes the man’s hand and leads him over to the bed. Pulling a thin tie on her dress, it falls open and reveals a luscious, curvy body. She’s a little overweight, but sexy as fuck – all soft curves and skin you just want to snuggle into. Her partner has the thin, muscular body of a long-distance runner. She falls to her knees and undoes his pants, slipping his cock into her mouth.
“Well she’s not wasting any time,” I say, smiling as I watch her. The man has one hand on one of the posts of the bed frame. He’s quiet as she licks and sucks at him, but I can see how quickly he’s getting hard in her mouth.
“I’m Cedric,” the black man says, standing behind me and running his hands over my shoulders, then grabbing my breasts.
“Fuck me until I scream, Cedric,” I say, turning my head back to look at him. He slides his hand across my jaw and turns my face up to him, then kisses me so hard I can barely catch my breath.
“Vixen.” I reach behind me and start rubbing his cock. Holy fuck he’s huge! Cedric’s cock is not just long, it’s thick. He’s way bigger than I expected, but I don’t mind. I want to be sore tomorrow, to still have the echo of the feel of his cock inside me, long after I’ve left this club. Cedric is perfect.
“On your knees, vixen,” he says, turning me and pushing me down to my knees. He’s already undoing his pants and kicking off his shoes. As I wait for him to finish undressing, I wet my fingers in my mouth and start playing with my nipples. They’re aching to be sucked and licked.
Naked, Cedric looks like a super-sized, African version of David. His body is sculpted and beautifully proportioned. But unlike David, Cedric has a massive cock.
Cedric spreads his legs and puts his hands on his hips. There is a look of challenge in his eyes and a big smile on his mouth, as if to say “Yes, I know how big I am. Can you take it?”
Oh, I accept the challenge, alright.
I grab his cock to get a feel for it. He’s mostly hard already and I can barely circle his cock with my thumb and middle finger. Shit. He’s going to get even bigger, too… I’m supposed to have brunch with some of the wives from the neighborhood tomorrow, but I doubt I’ll be able to. There is absolutely no way I’ll be able to walk straight and that is not something I care to try and hide or explain to them. While Joseph and I are comfortable with swinging, it’s not something we share with our friends, since most just wouldn’t understand and they would all be judgmental about it. And we’re not interested in that kind of attitude, even from our friends.
For all his bravado, Cedric gasps when I like his cock and slide the tip into my mouth. He’s so big, I have to concentrate as I navigate my way around his cock. With Cedric in my mouth, there is barely room for air. I work my mouth over his cock, trying to take in a little more each time I slide him into my hungry mouth. When he’s fully hard, I slide my mouth off my cock and look up at his face. There’s no way I’m going to ever be able to put his entire cock in my mouth, but I want it in my pussy, stretching and filling me until it makes me cross-eyed and dizzy.
Cedric extends his hand to me and grabs my hand, lifting me up from the floor. He leads me to the bed.
The woman is riding atop her partner, her breasts flowing and bouncing as she works her hips over him. She’s gasping and groaning with every thrust, and the man below her is still silent. He holds her hips and watches her intently, closely, as if he is studying her. Occasionally his body twitches or he slightly adjusts his position, but it’s the woman that is taking her pleasure and having the better time, at least outwardly.
I look to Cedric. “I want to be able to watch her.”
The bed is in the center of the room, no edge against a wall. Cedric and I walk around the bed, so that we’re facing the woman as she rides the cock of her lover.
“Are you ready, vixen?” Cedric asks, running his big strong hands over my back and down across my ass.
In response, I kneel on the edge of the bed and wiggle my ass up at him. I feel the heat from Cedric’s body as he presses his body against mine. His muscles ripple against me as he curves his body and arms around me, and it makes me shiver. He is the epitome of physical strength and power.
Cedric places his hands on my hips and pulls them in tight to him, then lowers one of his hands and starts fingering my pussy.
“Hold on tight.”
I scream as Cedric enters me. Even though I’ve had it in my mouth, the size of his cock is a shock as starts pushing himself into my pussy.
Cedric starts slowly, with shallow dips into my pussy. I can feel myself starting to stretch out, my body working to accommodate his thick cock. My clit is throbbing already and I can’t wait to feel Cedric’s balls slapping against me.
I’m watching the woman speed up her movements and she lowers herself to her partner and grasps him tightly, her orgasm clearly nearing. Watching her is incredibly erotic. Even as her body jerks as if touched by electricity, three is a fluidity and grace to her body, like she’s dancing atop her partner. She barely glances at me as I watch her, clearly unconcerned about being watched. Her lush body ripples and jiggles. She’s incredibly sexy and it makes me wish I was bisexual, so I could experience her and her body. It’s hot that she’s so self-assured.
Cedric’s breathing hastens as he works his cock deeper into me and I gasp when he thrusts in deeper, staying there.
“Oh god,” I moan. I’m still stretching out and my pussy is so tight around his cock that it’s almost painful. When he reaches around my hips and starts playing with my clit, it drives me wild and I involuntarily buck against his cock – and take all of it. I can feel his balls behind me as I bounce and grind against him.
He’s so big it hurts, but it also feels good and with his fingers working my clit fast and hard, I don’t think I can last much longer.
“That’s right, I knew your tight pussy could stretch for my snake. Show me how much you love my big dick, you dirty little vixen!” He says, pulling my ass cheeks apart and going even deeper into my pussy. I move my hips in a circle, relishing how full my pussy feels and how he makes me feel so tiny and tight.
The woman in front of me starts moaning and pumping her hips wildly and I can tell her orgasm must be close. She is moving with abandon, clearly trying to reach that pinnacle of physical pleasure. The man beneath her squeezes his eyes shut and bucks up into her as she starts moaning and thrashing in his arms.
Cedric starts sliding in and out of me fully. Every time he’s out, it feels like a moment of recovery from being invaded, yet before I can take another breath, he’s slamming into me again, harder and faster with each thrust. I can barely support myself against the strength of his thrusts and the fire that’s burning through my body.
“Slow down,” I beg, trying to pull myself away from him, but Cedric grabs my hips tightly and doesn’t stop.
The woman in front of me is beautiful as she works to release the orgasm inside of her. When she starts screaming her orgasm, her big green eyes meet mine and something tender and fierce and intimate passes between us, and I start cumming hard all over Cedric’s dick.
Cedric holds my hips as I work them over him as I ride out my orgasm, my pussy clenching and twitching, as he slows his pace.
But Cedric doesn’t pull out, even when I try to pull away. My body is raw and I need space before I continue. When I glance over my shoulder at Cedric, he smiles slowly and shakes his head.
“I’m not finished.” He immediately starts pounding into my pussy again, hard. It makes me cry out because the sensations in my body are so electric and raw, the feel of his cock inside me is amplifying that and making it so I can’t even think clearly or support myself.
When I fall forward on the bed, Cedric releases my hips for a single moment and pushes my legs together, and then his big cock is sliding into me again, hitting my g-spot roughly every time his cock crashes into my wet, painfully tender pussy.
“I told you to hold on,” he growls, one hand on my hip and another on my shoulder.
I grasp at the sheets, gasping and moaning deeply as he dominates and rides my pussy. My body twists and arches under him, feeling the pleasure amidst the pain of being taken so roughly when my body is so raw.
“That’s right, fuck her hard,” I hear a voice say, having forgotten there were other people in the doorway. I push myself up and I see it’s the quiet man the woman was fucking. It seems now, now he’s found a voice. “I want to hear her scream for you.”
As if taking that as a personal challenge, Cedric increases his speed and lowers himself on my back. Sliding his hand from my shoulder, he grabs my right breast and starts squeezing my nipple tightly.
A moan that feels like it comes from a deep place I didn’t even know existed builds in my body and howls out of my mouth. It feels like my body is owned and possessed by Cedric.
“That’s right,” he says into my ear, his voice rough and uneven, “moan for Cedric.”
He lowers his mouth to my neck and starts sucking it so roughly that I know he’s giving me a massive hickey. The feel of his lips and teeth on my neck undo me. It feels like my body is now under his ownership and that he knows exactly how to make it respond. It feels so good and delicious, I can’t stop moaning, even though my body is demanding respite.
“Bounce those hips, vixen,” he demands, his fingers digging into my hip. I didn’t even know I had it in me, but and third, more powerful orgasm is building inside me. I clench my pussy and move my hips as much as I can – Cedric is a big man and he’s not leaving me much space to move.
Cedric’s breath explodes against me and I can feel his body tighten. The feel of his teeth on my earlobe sends me over the edge and I’m cumming harder than I’ve ever done before and I’m groaning so hard I can feel it vibrate in my chest.
“That’s right, cum on my cock, vixen. Cum on me as I cum in you.” Cedric starts thrusting and grinding into me so hard that all I see is a bright light in front of my eyes. I know I’m groaning, because I can feel it vibrating my body, but I’m not even aware of the sound.
Our bodies rock and thrust together, then start quiet and slow as we finish cumming. The sheet below me is soaked with sweat, but I’m too weak to move. Cedric lies over me briefly, his body pinning me to the bed. I like how it feels, the weight of his body.
God. I wish Joseph was here to have seen this.
I miss Cedric’s cock when he rolls over and slides out of me. Now, it feels like something crucial is missing from my pussy.
“Mmm. Vixen.” Cedric purrs into my ear, one of his hands tracing the outline of my body. “I hope I see you again.”
I roll so that I’m facing him and I touch his face. “Likewise.” I smile. This is exactly what I came for. For the first time since the last time I saw Joseph, I feel used and adored and sated.
Once I’m home, I go straight upstairs and strip. My reflection in the bathroom mirror shows not one, but two hickeys on my shoulder. Definitely not going to brunch tomorrow. The girls know Joseph is still away and there is absolutely no way I could explain these away. I love the community that we live in, but there are still some things Joseph and I keep secret from them.
I go back and pick up my phone, then take some selfies of my hickeys and the sticky mess still dripping down my thighs.
I feel SO GOOD. Thanx babe!!!!! U can have whatever u want when u get home! LOVE YOU
~~~
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Chapter 1 – A Last Minute Invitation
“Hey, Honey,” my husband Henry calls out from his study. “Did you see this email from Xavier?”
“Hold on a sec. Let me just finish up,” I respond, feeling distracted. Thinking about tall, dark, muscular Xavier? Really not what I should be thinking about when I’m working… “I just have to finish this report and send it off before six,” I call out, shaking my head to clear the image of Xavier’s sweaty body arched above mine. Even the air conditioning isn’t enough to cool me down once I have that image of Xavier in my mind.
I finish the last part of this proposal and read through it one last time. My business partner and I are pitching our services to GreenCloud, a hot, rapidly growing company. This deal would be a lucrative game changer for us – we’d need to hire staff to handle all of the work. Pleased that I’ve covered everything the potential client has asked to see, I send the file off to my business partner for her to do a final review, before we submit our proposal to the client. Once I click Send, I glance at the time. I smile when I see it’s ten to six.
Stretching as I walk towards Henry, I feel a couple of knots pop and muscles relax in my neck and shoulders. It’s been a busier summer than normal, which is good from a billing perspective, but it’s been more difficult from a marriage perspective. I’ve had to work a lot of night and weekends, and we’ve had to turn down several invitations from our friends.
But this weekend? This weekend I’ve cleared completely for Henry. He’s been really good about supporting me as my business partner and I launch our business, but the launch has taken a toll on our relationship and some relationship maintenance is overdue. I love Henry more than anything and I owe him this much. We’re still very happy together, we just haven’t had enough time for the two of us.
“What’s up, babe?” I ask, walking up behind him, putting my hands on his shoulders and massaging them.
“Mmm.” Henry turns his head to look up at me. “That feels good,” he says and smiles.
I lean down and kiss him on the cheek. “I’m glad. So what’s this email you were talking about?”
“It’s Xav. Asking us for a last-minute dinner tonight. What do you think?”
I look at Henry and can see the conflicting emotions on his face. Tonight was going to be just us, phones and computers turned off. Not silent or vibrate. Off. I know he wants that as much as I do, but I can see the enthusiasm for going out with Xavier – I feel it, too. Though the reasons I want to see Xavier are much different than my husband’s. My husband and I have a good marriage, but I’ve been keeping a really big secret from him: I fantasize about fucking his new best friend.
“It’s Tuesday,” I say, rubbing Henry’s shoulders some more. “Why not? We still have the rest of the week and this weekend.”
The look on Henry’s face is one of gratitude and pure excitement. Henry and Xavier have a kind of bromance going on – Henry just thinks Xavier’s life is perfect, and I can’t blame him. Xavier is gorgeous, financially secure enough that he never seems to work, and he’s a lot of fun to be around.
“Cool. I’ll text him and let him know,” Henry says, reaching for his phone before the words are even fully out of his mouth.
“So where does he want to go this time?” I ask, already mentally going through my closet to see what’s clean and what I can get away with. Going out with Xavier usually means dressing up, since he prefers the new and trendy restaurants and bars around town.
“Um, it looks like that new place up on the hill. The one with the fancy drinks and seafood, that was in City Insider magazine last week.”
“Got it,” I head to the bedroom, adjusting my potential wardrobe choices. That new place on the hill is actually called Magnolia and while the prices aren’t bad, you really stick out if you’re not dressed well. Guys have it easier, but dressing for Magnolia is a competitive sport, to hear the women I know who have been there talk about it.
“How much time do we have?” I call out. I’ve already stripped out of my day clothes and am looking at my closet.
“Ninety minutes,” Henry calls out.
With a sigh of relief, I go to the bathroom and start a quick shower, to freshen up. Even though we have an air conditioner, which is why I’ve been working at home instead of the office, I still feel sticky from sweat. The heat and humidity is pervasive and difficult to escape.
When I go back to the bedroom, Henry is there, putting on a fresh pair of overdyed denim jeans and a pale green dress shirt. He’s been outside a lot this summer and the color of the shirt looks remarkable against his tan.
“Now that’s worth staying home for,” Henry leers in a joking way, ogling my naked body as I walk to the closet.
“Stop,” I joke, though the playfulness in my voice is hard to miss. “We can come home early…” I say, even though we both know that’s not true – it’s rarely an early night when we go out with Xavier.
“What do you think?” I ask, pulling a blue dress out of the closet. It was a rare find at a department store – it looks way more expensive than it is and like it came from one of the chi chi boutiques over on the Eastside. It’s a shade of blue between indigo and something more electric, and more importantly, it’s a little loose and drape-y, which makes it perfect for summer. And Henry likes it because the first time I wore it, he kept seeing flashes of boob throughout the night. It’s definitely not the kind of dress you wear a bra with! And it’s definitely the kind of dress I want Xavier to see me in…
“I will never, ever, ever say no to that dress,” Henry says, choosing a pair of leather shoes from his closet.
“Well that’s settled,” I say. I slip on a cream-colored lace thong and then slip the dress over my head.
“Damn,” Henry says. When I look over at him, he’s completely still and just watching me with open admiration.
“Thanks. You don’t look half bad yourself,” I say, meaning it. Henry is as, or more, attractive than most actors you see in movies these days. Even now, five years into our marriage, I can look at him and he will take my breath away with a smile or a look or a posture.
When we first met, I was instantly attracted to him, yet terrified at the prospect of talking to him. Turns out he had been working up the nerve to talk to me, too. He’s completely unaware and uncaring about the genetic lottery that gave him a strong body and a face that would make a wannabe actor or model weep with envy.
In the bathroom, I look at my still-damp hair and try to decide how to wear it. Even though it feels like I’ve worn my hair up most of the summer, I do the same thing again for tonight – partly because it’s fast and easy, and we don’t have much time, and partly because it’s just too damn hot and muggy outside to consider leaving my hair down. I pile my long, blond hair on top of my head and slick it back into a sleek French Twist. After applying mascara and a slick of pink lipstick, I slip into a pair of strappy silver heels, and go downstairs to where Henry is waiting for me.
Henry watches me walk down the stairs and it feels like I’m coming down for our first date, all over again. The admiration and love that I see in his eyes still can make me nervous and as excited as a teenager.
“Just… Wow.”
“Thanks, babe,” I say, then kiss him lightly on the lips. When he tried to pull me into a bigger kiss, I giggle and push away. “You’re going to make us late!” I admonish, though I can’t stop giggling and enjoying the little tug of war we’re having.
“Fine. Fine,” he sighs, in mock frustration and upset. “I’ll just wait until later to ravish my stunning wife.”
“Yes. Yes, you will,” I tease him. I shimmy in my dress and when his eyes bug out a little, I know I’ve just done a successful boob flash. I turn and grab my purse. “Let’s get going.”
“Yes, ma’am,” Henry says, smiling broadly. “I called a taxi, since if we’re going out with Xavier, then we’ll be drinking – and it’s less fun if one of us has to avoid drinking.”
“Good plan,” I say, smiling and touching his arm.
When his phone dings with a text message, he starts moving towards the door. “They’re here.”
I grab my purse and follow him, and then we’re off for dinner with Henry’s new best friend.
“Wow,” I say, slipping my arm through Henry’s as we enter Magnolia. “It sure is packed for a Tuesday night.”
“Yeah,” he says, looking around, a little stunned. “I knew this place was popular, but I didn’t realize it was this popular.”
“Well leave it to Xavier to know the…”
An arm slides around my waist and I turn to see Xavier smiling at me and pulling me in for a hug. Oooh, now this is just delicious, I think, savoring the feel of his body as he pulls me against his tall, strong body. He’s wearing a black silk shirt that’s just begging to be caressed.
“Leave it to Xavier to know what?” Xavier says in his deep voice, a smile on his lips.
“Leave it to you to know the best and most popular places in town for drinks and dinner,” I say. “Not that we’re complaining in the slightest, mind you.”
Henry and Xavier do the handshake half-hug thing guys do, and then Xavier goes over to the hostess. I watch him talking to the hostess and it’s amazing. He’s clearly charming her and she’s eating it up. When he drops his head to talk to her more privately and lightly plays with the bracelet on her wrist, a sharp twinge of jealousy shoots through my body. She glances at others in the waiting area, but then looks up at Xavier and winks at him.
“Come on Edith, Henry,” Xavier says, extending his arm towards us. “Our table’s ready.”
After we’re seated and sipping from blissfully cold drinks, I ask Xavier, “How did you manage to land a reservation here? I’ve heard they’re as difficult to come by as a winning lottery ticket.”
“Oh, I didn’t make a reservation. I’ve been in a few times already and I’m acquainted with the hostess up front.”
I sit back for a moment and think – what must it be like to be the kind of person who is so charming and desirable, that they can get whatever they want with a smile and a wink? Xavier is a strikingly handsome and tall man, he clearly has money, and apparently he can walk into one of the newest, happening restaurants in the city and be seated rapidly. While he is friendly and inviting, Xavier also has an air of getting what he wants. Always. It feels like being out with a celebrity.
We eat a sumptuous seafood dinner that is out of this world. Most of the talk is about sports and the upcoming football season. Henry and Xavier talk about stats and whether the local team can make it to the championship game again. Henry is optimistic, but Xavier is a little less so.
“Come on, Xavier,” I say finally. “With Rawley off the DL, they are going to kill it. If he hadn’t been injured during the last three games of last season, they totally would have made post-season – maybe even the championship.”
Xavier is stunned for a moment.
“You follow football?”
“A bit,” I say. I’m not a huge fan, but when a new owner dumped a bunch of money in the franchise a few years ago, they started being able to afford good players and the stats for the team improved dramatically – even before the year they made it to the championships. I’m not the only local that started paying a lot more attention to football around that time. Who wants to watch a losing team?
“I’m impressed,” he says, looking at me with open admiration. To Henry, he says, “You better be careful with your wife, brother, or I’m going to sweep her off her feet and claim her for my own.”
A spark of electricity hits my groin and for a moment, I’m paralyzed with a throbbing desire between my legs.
Henry laughs Xavier’s comments off, but when I look at Xavier and see the intent way he’s regarding me, it’s pretty obvious he’s serious.
Unable to look at either Xavier or my husband, I excuse myself and walk to the restroom and sit in a stall for a couple of minutes, trying to regain control of myself. As I sit in the stall, I try to pep-talk myself out of my lust for Xavier. I’m married. I love Henry. I’m a faithful wife. At the same time, I knew that if I had the chance to sleep with Xavier, and not have it negatively affect my marriage, I’d take the opportunity in a hot minute and not think twice about it.
“I thought we’d lost you there,” Henry says when I return to our table.
“No,” I say hastily, “there was just a line.” There wasn’t, but they’ll never know.
“Women,” Xavier and Henry say simultaneously, shaking their heads, before diving back into their sports talk. I just sit back and sip my port, content to watch them as they joke and banter. The conversation is still on football, though it’s now moved on to other teams.
“Henry, my man, your wife is amazing,” Xavier says. “It’s like being with one of the guys, but she’s so much prettier and sexier than one of the guys. You really scored when you found her.”
Henry looks at me, smiling. “Yeah, I did get lucky. I thank my lucky stars every morning I wake up and see her still with me.”
“Stop,” I say, feeling a light blush creep up my cheeks. Xavier’s and Henry’s compliments and flirting makes me feel ridiculously happy and sexy.
After dessert, there’s a momentary lull in the conversation, though it’s a comfortable one. Our stomachs are full after an amazing meal, and now we’re buzzing along a little drunk, drinking a port that Xavier wouldn’t let us see the price of in the menu, having insisted he’s picking up the tab tonight. As we sit there, I realize that it’s a comfortable silence, like we’re all taking a moment to weigh the pleasures of the dinner and each other’s company.
When I look around the dining area, I see people watching us, some subtly and some just staring. It makes me wonder if Xavier is some kind of minor celebrity that I just don’t know about. But really, I think it’s just because Xavier just looks like he must be a celebrity. He’s as gorgeous as a movie star and always dresses so well, I can see how easy it would be to mistake him for being famous in some way. I also can’t deny it gives me more than a little frisson of pleasure to go out with him, because it always does feel a little glamorous to be out in public with Xavier – like Henry and I are honorary members of The Beautiful People when we’re with him.
“I can’t get over this weather,” I say, “I don’t remember the last time we had a summer where it was this hot for so long! It feels like a literal sauna. If I’m anywhere without air conditioning, I get so warm and sweaty that it feels like I need a shower after just five minutes.”
The men laugh. “You two laugh it up,” I say. “It feels like once you’re in the open air, you just feel sticky and uncomfortable. It’s like a swamp on the hottest days.”
Xavier laughs. “Oh Edith,” he says, though there is a lot of affection in his eyes when he looks at me and it make my body light up with pleasure and happiness when he looks at me that way. Turning to Henry, he says, “I’m grateful for my beach house. I’ve been spending long weekends there for the past month. You two should join me some time.”
Henry nearly jumps out of his seat at this. We’ve heard about the beach house several times and it’s a place he’s been wanting to visit, but it’s not the kind of thing you just invite yourself for the weekend.
“That would be amazing,” I say, dreaming of swimming in the ocean and eating fresh seafood and just getting out of the city.
“Definitely,” Henry agrees. “Just let us know when you’re thinking and we’ll make it happen. That sounds like an exceptionally good way to spend a weekend.”
“It’s a great place,” Xavier says. “It has to be one of the best decisions I ever made, getting that house. I don’t know what I’d do if I had to be stuck in the city every weekend…”
Henry and I laugh.
“Well, you’d be living like us, I suppose,” Henry jokes. “We go from one air conditioned place to another.” There is a tinge of upset in Henry’s voice and I understand why. Normally, we get out of town at least a few times per summer, but we haven’t this year because of the start-up costs of my business. There’s a bit of a disconnect between us right now – money is tight and Henry feels like it’s cramping our life. His life. He wants to live like Xavier does, which honestly, isn’t unlike how we used to live when we both had corporate jobs. We still could, if we wanted to rack up charges on our credit card, but I’ve nixed that idea – even if the city is swamp-like, it’s manageable if you have air conditioning, which we do, but it’s not the greatest unit and we could certainly use an upgrade. We have to rely on fans and going to places where there is better air conditioning, and hoping that we don’t go over our budget by having to go to places that are air conditioned. It’s a bit of a vicious circle.
“Oh, man,” Xavier says, when he catches the tone of Henry’s voice, “I’m sorry. I meant no disrespect or offense. I know you guys have been around here all summer.”
“Hey,” I say, cutting in. “It’s fine. We know what you mean. And if it wasn’t for my new business, we’d be out of here this weekend, too. You’re lucky to have a place. This weekend is supposed to be the hottest of the year…” It’s hard not to groan a little when I say this.
Xavier pauses and looks at us thoughtfully for a moment, before continuing.
“Well,” Xavier says. “Why don’t you two join me this weekend? The house is certainly big enough and I would definitely love your company. I’m headed up tomorrow, but if you wanted to come up on Thursday or Friday, that would be great – whatever works for your schedule. You two are definitely welcome.”
Henry and I look at each other. I can see he’s aching to go and I am, too. But this weekend was supposed to be for us, just the two of us. Though I can’t deny that going to the beach sounds far superior to hanging out in the city.
“That’s an amazing offer. Thank you so much! Can we let you know tomorrow?”
“Sure, whatever you need,” Xavier says. “I’ll be there. Come for as little or as long as you can manage. I’ll text you the address. However it plays out, I’m more than happy to have you visit.”
“Thanks, man,” Henry says. “We definitely appreciate it.”
“I’m hitting the road in the morning,” Xavier says, “so let me know what you decide.”
“That sounds perfect,” I say, smiling and reaching over to touch Henry’s wrist. “We’ll call you by noon tomorrow.”
We chat for a little while longer, then Xavier picks up the check and we head out to the street.
The prospect of a weekend at Xavier’s beach house sounds fabulous. The prospect of seeing Xavier near-naked and stepping out of the ocean? That sounds like platinum-level fabulous.




Chapter 2 - After Dinner Surprise
“Did you drive or take a taxi?” Xavier asks. As we exit Magnolia and step into the warm summer evening, a blanket of humidity descends on us.
“Ugh, this humidity,” I say, fanning myself. I know it feels worse, for having just come from an air-conditioned restaurant, but it makes me feeling immediately sticky in an uncomfortable way. I’m going to have to dry clean this dress.
“See, that’s more reason for you to come to the house this weekend,” Xavier says, looking at me with his big, dark eyes.
I smile at him. I can’t deny it sounds like a wonderful way to spend the weekend. The forecast is calling for the hottest weekend of the year and our air conditioner at home is probably on its last legs.
“It’s incredibly tempting,” I confess. “We’ll definitely let you know tomorrow. I’d have to juggle some stuff for work, but I think I can make it happen,” I say, realizing that I’ve basically just agreed to the weekend for Henry and I.
“We took a taxi,” Henry says to Xavier.
“Then let’s share a car,” he says. “You’re on my way home, so it’s no big deal.”
“Sure, that sounds great,” Henry says. “You don’t mind?”
“Not in the slightest. It’s cool,” Xavier says, pulling his phone out of his pocket. He taps a few screens and then drops it back in his pocket. “The service should be here in a few minutes,” he says.
“Thanks again for dinner,” I say. “That was an amazing meal!”
“Seconding that,” Henry echoes. “Thanks, man.”
We stand outside Magnolia, all of us starting to get a sheen of sweat as we stand in the muggy air. It doesn’t help that I’m a little past tipsy, after all the alcohol we drank during and after dinner. After doing an internship one hot summer in New York City, you’d think I’d have learned how to handle weather like this, but the only solution I found to living with such high humidity was to run to the beach or run to somewhere with good air conditioning. I saw a lot of movies that summer.
“Here we go,” Xavier says. I turn and see a sleek black town car sidle up to the curb.
“Finally,” I sigh, walking over. “Sit next to me,” I tell Xavier. He raises his eyebrow and a smile twitches on the edge of his lips, but he says nothing, just holds the door for me as I scoot across the seat.
“I’ll sit in front,” Henry says, opening the door.
When I get into the car, I feel myself relax into the cold chill of the air conditioning. It must be twenty-five degrees colder in here than on the street.
“Oh god that feels good,” I moan. With the oppressiveness of the weather, it is always a physical pleasure to return to air conditioning after being out in the heat.
Xavier closes the door after sliding in next to me and puts his arm on the back of the seat behind me. The seat is wide, but he’s sitting close to me and I’m even more grateful for the air conditioning – just being this close to him is raising my body temperature.
“This is sure close quarters!” I joke as the car slides into traffic and glides past other cars. I’m acutely aware of my proximity to Xavier – it’s difficult not to be drawn into his magnetism.
“We’re all friends here,” Xavier drawls in his deep voice.
Closing my eyes, I sink back into the seat a little. The car feels like a cozy, cold cocoon. We’re speeding through the dark streets of Seattle and everything feels comfortable right now, like life is magical and perfect.
My eyes open when I feel Xavier’s hand drop onto my shoulder, and I’m surprised when he leaves it there.
“You’re incredibly sexy,” he leans and whispers in my ear, running his other hand down my bare arm. His touch gives me goosebumps – his touch feels like a slow seduction. I know I shouldn’t be enjoying this as much as I am. “And that dress is beautiful,” he pauses and looks down at my chest, “and revealing.”
Emotions flood through me when I realizing one of my breasts is on full view, the light cloth of my dress barely covering my nipple. Of course I’ve fantasized about being naked in front of him, but accidentally flashing him – while my husband is two feet away – has never been part of that fantasy!
He rests his hand over mine, turning it over and drawing a lazy pattern on the inside of my wrist. With his head still near mine, I can feel his breath on my ear and my neck…and I realize I’m leaning towards him more and more. Is Xavier just doing this because of the wine we drank?
I look at Xavier, ready to say that this isn’t quite right, but as if sensing what I’m about to say, he lifts his hand and presses a finger against my lips, letting it linger there a few seconds. Stunned, I watch him as he lifts my hand to his lips and kisses my palm. I’m too surprised to say anything.
My breath catches and my stomach flip flops when he puts my thumb in his mouth and lightly bites it. He holds it there for several long seconds, nipping with his teeth and flicking the tip of my thumb with his tongue. I know it shouldn’t, but this turns me on way more than it should. I can feel myself opening and closing my mouth, wanting to say something, but not knowing what to say. It’s hard to say stop when it feels so good!
Wrapping his lips around my finger and looking straight into my eyes, Xavier gives my thumb a last flick with his tongue, and guides my thumb out of his mouth.
It’s a relief when Henry turns around and announces we’re home.
“Thanks again, Xavier,” he says. If he’s feeling the effects of the wine, he doesn’t seem to be showing. Though I don’t trust myself right now, so I’m probably not a good judge…
“My pleasure, my friend, my pleasure,” Xavier says, his voice like honey. He looks at me and the curve of his smile changes slightly, into something much sexier and predatory.
“Thanks,” I say to Xavier, then scoot across the seat and back out into the muggy night air.
“I hope you two can make it this weekend. The beach house is a perfect getaway from this heat. It’s not a huge place, but it’s comfortable.”
“We’ll definitely talk about it,” Henry says, putting his arm around my shoulders and squeezing.
“Good night, then,” Xavier says, then slides back into the car.
Henry and I hold up our arms and wave goodbye, then hurry into our house so we can escape the heavy night air.
“That was a fun night,” Henry says, stripping off his shirt and kicking off his shoes, before flopping onto the couch.
“Yeah,” I say, feeling distracted.
Henry sits up and looks at me closely. “Babe. What’s up? You’re flushed. Do you feel okay?”
I sit down next to him, unsure of what to say.
“Edith?” Henry says, the lightness in his voice replaced by a level of seriousness.
“I’m alright,” I say, looking at him. “It’s just…”
“Just what?” Henry asks, sitting up straight.
“Well, in the car. You didn’t see,” I pause, not sure I want to say the words. “Xavier…”
“Xavier what?”
“He kinda made a pass at me,” I say. I tell Henry about what happened – he looks just as surprised as I am.
“He was definitely flirting with you through dinner,” he says.
“You noticed?”
“Edith, it was hard not to!” Henry says, making a joke of it, though his expression quiets when he sees mine. “Hey, honey, are you alright?”
“Probably. I think I’m just a little muddled because it was unexpected and all that wine. But,” I continue, feeling a little bold from the wine, “I do have to admit it was kinda hot. So unexpected. It reminded me of what we used to do, before we were married.”
The look on Henry’s face changes and I know he’s reminiscing about our early days. It wasn’t uncommon for us to bring someone home with us – sometimes an extra woman for his pleasure, sometimes an extra man for mine. Though that all became a thing of the past when we took our marriage vows.
“Mmmm,” Henry says, coming over to me and pulling me into a long kiss. “Remind me why we stopped doing that?”
I run my fingers through his hair and pull him back into a long kiss. When he thrusts his tongue into my mouth, I wrap my lips around it and suck, while flicking the tip of his tongue with me.
When we pull apart, Henry is panting and his eyes are slightly glazed.
“Because we got married,” I say, leaning forward and licking his neck from his shoulder to his ear.
Henry reaches into my dress and starts playing with my breasts, massaging them and teasing my nipple with his thumb.
“Oh, god. That feels good,” I moan, pressing my hips against Henry. His cock is straining against his pants and I reach down to undo his belt and push his pants and boxers down, then push him back down to the couch. I kneel in front of him and remove his shoes and pants, and push his knees wide.
I lower my face to Henry’s knee and kiss it, then trail a line of kisses up to his cock.
“This may be the alcohol talking,” Henry says, between gasps as I flick his skin with my tongue and lightly tickle his legs with my fingernails. “But what do you think about trying that again?”
I look up at Henry and see he’s watching me closely. I stick out my tongue and lick from his balls to the tip of his cock, then momentarily slide the tip of his cock into my mouth.
“You tease,” he groans when I pull my mouth away from him.
“So you want to see me with another man?” I ask, reaching forward and tickling Henry’s balls. He twitches and presses closer to me, wanting more pressure than I’m giving him. He’s right – I’m intentionally teasing him.
“Would you like me to do this for another man?” I stand up and take my dress off. I spin around and shake my ass for him, knowing that seeing me in a thong is a huge turn on for Henry. Turning around, I shimmy my shoulders and torso, and make my breasts bounce.
“Fuck, yes,” he says, his eyes riveted to my breasts as they jiggle.
“And maybe this?” I bite my lip and start playing with my breasts and pushing them together, while still shimmying and dancing to imaginary music.
Henry responds by reaching down and squeezing his cock, and rubbing his thumb over the tip.
“No touching,” I say, leaning forward and pulling his hand away.
“You really are a tease tonight,” Henry says, a mix of a groan and pleasure in his voice. His eyes are bright and he has a loopy grin.
Not saying anything, I stand up and start dancing for him again, running my hands up my body and through my hair, undoing my hair so that it falls down and past my shoulders.
“Damn, you are an amazing creature,” Henry says.
I spin around so my back is facing him, then hook my thumbs in the side strips of my thong and slowly bend over as I push it down my legs. Once I’ve stepped out of them, I stay bent over and spread my legs, giving Henry a clear view of my pussy.
“Fuck,” Henry says. I look at him from between my legs and I can see his cock straining and twitching, a drop of pre-cum glistening on the head.
I move my hips in a circle as I slowly start standing up again.
“Would you want to watch me suck his thumb?” I ask, straddling him on the couch, but keeping my pussy just above his cock.
“That would be hot,” he mumbles.
I grab his hand and bring it to my mouth. He slides his thumb in my mouth and immediately gasps when I bite it firmly and circle it with my tongue. I stare him in the eyes and move my mouth up and down his finger, mimicking giving him a blow job.
Reaching down, I grasp his cock and work it in my hand. Henry pushes up eagerly into me, closing his eyes. He leans his head back and groans raggedly.
I moan as I slide onto his cock. Teasing Henry, I only lower myself partway onto his cock, riding the head.
“I want more of you,” Henry says, his tone almost begging.
“Hmm?” I say, positioning myself so my breasts are above his face. He moves his head and takes one of my nipples in my mouth and sucks hard, lightly biting around the nipple. It’s just enough to take me by surprise and I moan in pleasure as another layer of pleasure opens inside me and rushes through my nerve endings.
“Don’t stop!” I cry out, when he removes his mouth.
“Oh, so I don’t get to tease you?” He says playfully, reaching up and playing with my other breast, massaging it and pinching the nipple tightly and rolling it between his fingers.
“Oh fuck,” I gasp. I lose my own self-control and slide down the full length of Henry’s cock and grind against him hard.
“God woman,” Henry cries out. “Don’t hold ba…”
I lean down and silence him with a kiss. My hips work back and forth over his cock, and I start moving faster and faster. Something is unraveling in me and my body is taking over – I’m not sure I could slow down even if I wanted to.
Arching my back away from Henry, I start playing with my breasts and undulating my hips over him, working to get as much of him as possible in my pussy and to rub my clit against him while he thrusts up and hits my g-spot.
“Slow down,” he says, grabbing my hips.
“I can’t,” I cry out. I alternate between bouncing up and down, and grinding my hips in a circle over his cock.
My body starts to shake and I can feel my orgasm coming faster than I expected.
“Cum with me!” I demand, falling forward onto Henry, pressing my breasts against his chest and locking my mouth on his. My body takes over and it’s grinding and bucking against him, pushing itself over the edge and into an orgasm.
A guttural sound escapes Henry’s lips and he grabs my ass hard, his body jerking and shuddering beneath me. He starts thrusting up into me hard, in counter time to my own thrusts. He spreads my ass cheeks apart, which makes me tingle as it allows him to go just that little bit extra deeper.
I moan into Henry’s mouth as I start cumming, my hips rocking against him hard. He pulls his mouth away from me and looks up into my eyes as he cums, too. His hands move up to my back and he holds me tight as our bodies finish twitching against each other.
Despite the air conditioning in our house, our bodies are slick with sweat.
Henry looks up at me and kisses me slowly. “That dance thing? That was really sexy.”
“Thanks,” I say, smiling. It’s not the kind of thing I normally do, but there was just something in me that felt…different tonight, like doing something unusual.
We make our way up to our bedroom and cuddle up tightly as we go to sleep.
“Sweet dreams, babe,” I tell Henry, pulling his arm across my stomach and snuggling into him.
“I love you,” Henry says and kisses my ear.




Chapter 3 – Escape from the City
It’s Thursday morning and we’re getting ready to head out to the beach house. The drive will be a couple of hours and we want to be on the road before it starts filling up with others escaping the swampy city for the weekend.
“You almost ready, Edith?” Henry calls up from downstairs.
Of course I’m not ready, I think. He throws a couple of pairs of shorts, a pair of jeans, some t-shirts, and a dress shirt in his back and he’s done. Me? It’s not so simple. I can’t stop debating over what to pack. Obviously, we’re going to the beach. But I also want to look good for Xavier, but I can’t do it so obviously that Henry notices. I’m not usually one for overpacking, but right now? I can’t help it. So right now, it’s a mad rush of packing bikinis and shorts, plus a couple dresses (because maybe we’ll go out for dinner one night?), and a ridiculously expensive distressed denim skirt I bought on vacation in New York last year.
“Oh, Edith,” Henry says, then starts laughing when I come downstairs, lugging a big suitcase. All of his clothes are in a duffel bag.
“Let me help you,” he says, coming over and taking the suitcase from me. “I don’t know what it is about you women and taking so much stuff,” he says, though there isn’t any malice in his voice.
“Well, it seems like Xavier is always so well dressed and put together. I don’t want to end up thinking it’ll be super casual and then finding I’m underdressed, and I don’t want to find that I’m overdressed,” I say, my frustration making me rush my words. “And thanks for grabbing my bag. He always looks so…so perfect. I feel like I have to be able to keep up.”
“I think you’re overthinking it, sweetie. We like him. He likes us. I don’t really think how we dress on a beach weekend is going to matter too much,” Henry says, a look of confusion tinged with frustration fleeting across his face. I love him into forever, but he doesn’t understand the politics of dressing and women. He can throw on a good pair of jeans and a nice dress shirt, and be ready for a night on the town. Me? Of course I have to wear heels, a nice dress that isn’t recognizable as one I’ve worn recently, do my hair and my makeup and my nails. I don’t need to do as much since we married, since Henry doesn’t expect or want that of me, but with Xavier? Xavier always suggests nice, hip, fashionable places to go to, so I feel like I’ve had to up my game. I can’t just slip on a casual knit dress that I bought for $30 on sale. I take the same care for dressing when we’re going out with Xavier as I did when Henry and I were first dating.
“It’s a woman thing,” I say, leaning over and giving him a quick kiss. “Have to be prepared for everything.”
“Dressing is not a competitive sport…” Henry says, shaking his head.
“If only that were true,” I joke and sigh. “Now let’s get going. We want to beat the traffic and it’s going to take us a couple of hours to get there.”
We load up the car and start our journey to the beach. It’s still late morning and thankfully there aren’t many people on the road. The sky is cloudless and the sun is already blazing in the sky. Another weekend of record-breaking heat has been forecast for this weekend.
“I’m so thankful Xavier invited us for the weekend. Even the thought of staying in the city is unbearable – and who wants to spend all their time indoors in summer?”
“I completely agree,” Henry says. He’s tapping the steering wheel while he drives, which is something he does when happy or excited. “And I can’t wait to see this house of Xavier’s.”
“I know!” I say, feeling excited. I can’t deny that I’m dying to see what his “little beach place” looks like. I’m betting it’s not just a little shack, like some of the places out there.
“Do you think it’s intimidating,” I ask, “that he clearly has so much more money than we do?”
Henry thinks for a few moments before responding.
“Sometimes,” he admits. “But he’s pretty cool about it and not bragging or making a big deal about it. It’s like…like just a thing that is part of his life, but that he doesn’t define himself by it. If that makes sense.”
I consider this. “I agree. Obviously, he likes nice things, but you’re right, he’s not all ‘Oooh, look at my new watch or my new suit or my new car.’ Still, I can’t help but be really curious about what he actually does.”
“Agreed. He told me Tuesday that he’s taking a trip for several days, next month. Alluded to it being work-related, but clammed up on the details – he wouldn’t even tell me what city he was going to.”
“That’s weird,” I say. “What do you think about that?”
“It just makes me want to know more, really. I don’t understand what the big secret is.”
“Yeah,” I say, thinking about it. “Do you think he’s being manipulative? Or is he really just that private?”
“Honestly,” Henry says, pulling into the carpool lane and turning on the cruise control, “I try not to think about it too much. I think he’s just being private. He has money. He does something. He’s not throwing the money thing in our faces, so I just try to accept it as part of him.”
“That’s sound,” I say. “I just can’t help but be curious.”
Henry gives me a quick glance and a smile. “Of course, Edith. You’re a woman.”
“Oh, stop,” I say, playfully swatting his shoulder lightly.
“Remember, too,” Henry says. “It’s not like we’re doing badly. Not at all. This year has been a bit strained, because of your new business, but we’re doing okay.”
“Definitely,” I say. My business is just starting to pick up traction and it’s looking like this year will turn a nice profit. There is still a competitiveness in me that wants to achieve the same level of financial freedom and wealth that Xavier clearly has. I dream about being able to do whatever we wanted to do, and work only when and if we wanted to. It’s not something I want to admit to Henry, though I think he suspects it, but I’m a little jealous of Xavier’s apparent wealth.
We drive in silence for a while longer, watching the countryside become denser and the traffic thinner as we drive further and further from the city. The tension in my neck and shoulders eases more and more, the further we get out of town. It’s amazing how just leaving the city, even if it’s only going to be for a few days, will cause you to relax so noticeably and so quickly.
“How does lunch sound?” Henry asks about ninety minutes into our drive.
“Sure,” I say, snapping my thoughts back to the drive. “And I can take over driving the second leg, if you like.”
“That’d be great.”
Henry pulls off at the next exit that has restaurants and we pull into a diner. Walking in and sliding into a booth, this place looks like it could have come straight from the 1950s. There are chrome accents here and then, black and white tiles on the floor, and the booth seats are covered in cherry-red faux leather.
While we wait for our burgers and shakes to arrive, Henry asks, “So when do you hear back about that proposal?”
“Hm. Not entirely sure. Hopefully within the next week or two. We’re not the only firm pitching GreenCloud, so they need time to review everything.”
“I thought this was more of a sure thing,” Henry says.
The note of exasperation in his voice catches my attention immediately. “What’s your real question, Henry?” I ask. This is sounding like our familiar back and forth about money. Henry has mostly been really wonderful about all the budget cuts we’ve had to make, but I know he gets frustrated sometimes – especially if there’s something he really wants, but knows I’ll say isn’t within our budget.
“Well, Xavier was talking about getting season tickets for football. And I want to,” he says, thrusting his chin forward a little. I can feel the challenge in the air. Will I be Lenient Wife or Sensible Wife? If I’m sensible, then I’m keeping him from doing what he wants. If I’m the Lenient Wife, then will I be setting a bad precedent?
I look through the window and into the parking lot, taking a deep breath. Of course, now is when he chooses to bring this up? Why start a potential argument when we’re on our way out of town for the weekend?
I turn back and look at Henry. As neutrally as I can, I ask, “So how much are season tickets?” I’m already cringing at the answer, because I know they can’t be cheap.
“About four-thousand dollars.”
It takes everything in me to not physically cringe when he says that. He knows we don’t have that kind of leeway, especially not before I know if GreenCloud accepts the proposal and hires us.
“Henry,” I say, as gently as I can, “you know that’s too much for our budget right now. I know things sound good for landing GreenCloud, but if it doesn’t happen, that’s going to make things so much tighter. We don’t have any other proposals coming up right now…”
“But haven’t we cut back enough? Can’t I have this one thing?” He demands. He looks away from me and starts tearing apart a sugar packet in frustration.
“Why are you even asking now?” I demand, leaning forward and working to keep my voice as low as possible. “Why are you picking this fight, right when we’re leaving town for the weekend?”
Henry sits back a little once he sees how upset I am. “Xavier asked me on Tuesday night. When you were in the bathroom. I said I’d let him know this weekend.”
I lean back in my chair and sigh. Of course. Of course it would be this weekend.
“Tickets go on sale on Tuesday.”
I place my hands underneath the sides of my legs. I can’t help but feel furious at being blindsided like this. He knows full well what our financial situation is. We agreed that we’d pay for a dinner this weekend, regardless of cost, as a thank you for Xavier inviting us out. It would probably be a little expensive, but obviously it’s the right thing to do and the last thing I want Xavier to think is that we’re cheap. I know he knows a little about my business and how things are a little strained with start-up costs, though as far as I know, he doesn’t know the details of our finances.
“Look,” I say, as calmly as possible. “Can you put him off until Monday or Tuesday? It’s possible that we hear back by then. Two weeks is really the outside of when they’re going to notify the winner of the contract.”
“I suppose,” he says, looking like a sulky kid.
The waitress comes and sets our food down, and I’m grateful for the distraction, though my hunger has waned and I only pick at my food and have a few bites. Henry, on the other hand, wolfs his food down and is finished in minutes.
“I’m just going to get cleaned up,” Henry says, standing and looking around for the bathroom. Spotting it, he strides across the diner.
“Everything okay, hun?” An older female voice asks.
I turn as see a woman the age of my grandmother leaning towards me from the booth by us. Did she hear our conversation?? I think, feeling alarmed and embarrassed. This was so not a conversation we should have had in a public place.
“Yeah, it will be,” I say and sigh.
“Oh good,” she says and smiles warmly, instantly making me feel a little more comfortable. “It’s just you two were having such an…urgent conversation. We couldn’t hear of course,” she says, nodding to her husband, “but I could see the look on your face and it just about near broke my heart.”
“You’re very kind,” I say, warmed by her concern. “It’s just…marriage stuff. I’m sure you know.”
The sound of the woman’s laugh is the best tension-breaker I could have imagined and I smile broadly. It sounds like she’s laughing from the center of her body – not holding anything back.
“Hun, do I ever,” she says, looking at her husband.
“What’s that?” Her husband asks loudly.
“Nothing dear,” she says back equally loudly. Looking back at me, she points at her ear and mouths going deaf.
“Oh, sorry to hear that,” I say.
“Ah, it’s just part of life,” she says, reaching across the table and pats her husband’s hand, curling her fingers into his. His face lights up and he looks at her with a raw, deep love. “You’ll figure it out with your husband, I’m sure.”
“Thanks,” I say, meaning it. It’s sometimes so easy to be caught up in the moment, that it takes an interruption to remind you of the bigger picture.
“You ready?” Henry says, tossing a couple bucks on the table and pocketing the rest of the change from our bill.
“I’m just going to freshen up, too.” Turning to the woman and her husband, I smile and say, “Have a good afternoon.”
“You, too, hun,” she says, giving me a wink.
Henry walks me partway across the diner and waits by the entry while I go to the bathroom.
“What was that about, with that woman in the diner?” He asks once we’re back on the road.
“Oh nothing,” I say. “Just roadside chit chat. Want to choose the music for me?”
I see him look at me out of the corner of my eye, but I just keep driving. I lose myself in thoughts of imagining how Xavier looks wearing nothing but swim trunks and water streaming off his body as he rises up out of the ocean.




Chapter 4 – Welcome to Beach Life
“This place is ah-mazing!” I say, finally coming to the end of the seemingly go-on-forever driveway. You can’t even see the road from here. Henry is just staring at the beach house, his mouth slightly open in shock. It’s that kind of house.
Actually, the place is more like a miniature mansion. It’s a large, white house, with a wraparound deck on the main floor and at least one deck on the second floor. It’s older, but it’s obviously been kept up very well and the lawn and gardens are neatly maintained. No peeling paint or weeds on this property. I pull up behind a shiny black Range Rover and cut the engine. We just sit and stare up at the house for a moment, stunned. This place is at least four times the size of our house!
We retrieve our bags from the trunk and drop them by the front stairs. The sound of the waves crashing on the beach leads me to the side of the house, where there is a crushed-seashell path leading to sand dunes.
“This place is heaven,” I mutter, watching the waves hit the perfect beach. And this is Xavier’s piece of beach. It makes me seriously wish that I had studied something other than accounting in college. I’m not even sure what you would study to end up with enough money for a house like this.
“Ho-ly shit,” Henry says, whistling under his breath.
“Now, aren’t you curious about what he does?” I tease. Henry claims he doesn’t care about what Xavier does or how he’s earned his money, but the way he looks as he’s sizing up the house is making it pretty apparent that he’s curious as to just how Xavier affords all this – on top of his amazing place in the city. This was definitely not paid for with chump change!
“I certainly mind doing whatever he’s doing, if it meant we could live like this. Or even be able to rent something like this.”
I nod my head in agreement. Amazing is the only way to describe this place. This is so much more than we expected!
“Oh good!” I hear a woman’s voice exclaim. “You finally made it! I thought you might have gotten caught in traffic.”
I turn and walk towards the sound of her voice. A gorgeous woman wearing a bikini and a sheer beach cover up is walking towards us, smiling at us warmly.
“I’m Marlene,” she says, walking up to me and pulling me into a hug. “I’ve heard so much about you two.”
“Edith,” I say. “And that’s Henry.” I feel uncomfortable as I hug her back. Who is this woman and why is she here? I wonder harshly. Jealously zings through my body. She seems really nice and sweet, but she’s gorgeous and I hate the idea that she’s Xavier’s girlfriend. But wouldn’t we have met her or heard about her by now?
“This place is stunning!”
“Thanks,” she says. “It’s Xavier’s baby. He worships this place.”
“It’s easy to see why,” Henry says, running his hand through his hair. It’s a nervous gesture of his. I think he might be intimidated.
Come on in,” Marlene says. “I’ll show you around. The boys are out stocking up on groceries and beer.”
I look at the Range Rover. “Boys?”
“He didn’t tell you about Marcus and I, did he? He’s sometimes forgetful like that.” Looking back at the Range Rover, she continues. “We all drove up separately. Xavier is going to stay until Tuesday or Wednesday, but my Marcus and I have to be back in town Sunday night, for some stuff on Monday.”
I try to stifle my sigh of relief. She’s not Xavier’s girlfriend. I’m a bit alarmed at how strongly I reacted to the possibility that she might be.
“Work?” Henry asks, grabbing our bags and following Marlene up the stairs to the front porch.
“If you can call it that,” she says vaguely, dismissing the question. She opens the door and ushers us inside.
Even though there are open windows, the inside of the house is much cooler than outside and it feels refreshing.
“Just drop your bags here. I’ll show you around down here, first.” It’s obvious Marlene has been here before, many times. She walks around comfortably, like she knows where everything is and she’s comfortable doing whatever she wants.
Henry puts our bags at the bottom of the stairs and comes over and drapes his arm over my shoulders.
“OK,” Marlene says, moving from the entryway and through an open doorway on the right. “This is the living room. And through here is the dining room and kitchen.”
“Please tell me someone here knows how to cook,” I say, staring in awe at a kitchen that would make a chef drool in jealousy. Beautiful appliances, plenty of space to move around in, pots of herbs on one counter.
“Oh, I love to cook!” Marlene says. “I don’t always have much need or time to do it, but I really do love it. I actually went to culinary school for a while, before I met Xavier and Marcus. And Xavier does most of the cooking out here, anyway. He likes to take care of his guests. Though he does let me cook now and then.”
I can’t get over how nice this woman is. It feels like reuniting with a friend I haven’t seen in forever.
“How decadent,” I say.
Marlene laughs. “Very much. Though it’s probably better that I didn’t end up pursuing that – I don’t know how I would have kept my waistline!” She turns and walks through the kitchen to another set of open doors. “And here, here is the beach.”
We follow her through a pair of double doors and out onto a deck that’s about ten feet above the sand. Clumps of grass dot the sand dune that slopes down to the water.
“I would never leave this place if I lived here!” I say, completely serious. “Doesn’t matter what the weather was, this would be my permanent home.”
“It wouldn’t take much to convince me of that,” Henry chuckles, leaning in and kissing me on the cheek.
I smile and reach back and rub his jaw.
“That’s the same thing I tell Xavier, but he says he can’t give up the city,” Marlene says. “Now let me show you to your room.”
Marlene leads us back through the first floor and to the entryway. Every room is spacious and it seems like as many as twenty people could easily fit in any of the rooms. I simultaneously feel insanely jealous at all the space Xavier has and incredibly lucky that he invited us for the weekend. There’s truly no other place I’d rather be on a hot weekend, than here at the beach…even if there are other people here that I didn’t expect.
We walk down the hall and she opens a door on the left, and it looks absolutely perfect. There’s a big four-poster bed, two armoires, a reading nook by a huge window, another window with French doors that lead out onto the deck, and a view of the ocean.
“Oh, this is wonderful,” Henry says, echoing my thoughts.
“See, that’s what I thought,” Marlene chuckles. “Xavier is just across the hall, and Marcus and I are down the hall at the other end. Oh, and the bathroom is just through here,” she says, opening another door. Of course, the bathroom is just as spacious as the rest of the house – two sinks, a bath tub and a shower.
“Anyway,” Marlene says, turning and heading towards the hallway. “I’ll leave you two for a while, let you get unpacked, take a shower if you like. And please, make yourself completely at home. There’s food and drink in the fridge. I’ll be out on the beach. Feel free to join me or whatever you choose. The boys should be back before too much longer.”
“Indeed,” Henry says, before turning and heading out to the deck.
“I’ll join you on the beach in a bit,” I say. “I just want to unpack and change, catch my breath for a moment.”
“Sounds good,” Marlene says, hand on the door knob and apparently ready to give us some privacy. “Just come down whenever you’re ready.”
She closes the door and I head out to the balcony, too.
“Is it just us?” He asks, looking over my shoulder.
“Yeah,” I say, watching the waves roll in and out.
“Xavier never ceases to amaze.”
“I’ll say.”
I wrap my arm around his waist and we stand there for a few minutes in silence, just listening to the sounds of the waves crashing. We watch as Marlene crosses the sand and strolls over to the shoreline, a hat on her head and a tote bag in her hand.
“This place is a paradise,” Henry says, squeezing me tightly to him.
--
We sit on the deck for about half an hour, just watching the skyline and the water. There are some boats out, just bobbing on the waves.
“It sure would be nice to live like this all the time,” Henry says, stretching in his chair.
“That’s for sure,” I respond, closing my eyes and letting the sun warm my face. The scent of salt water washes over us, reminding us we are, indeed, at the beach.
“Let’s head down,” I say. “I want to see how the water is.”
“If you insist,” Henry says, smiling and laughing.
“I know, I know,” I joke. “It’s such a hard request, isn’t it?”
I return to the room and strip off my clothes, then dig through my bag to find my bikinis. Finding them, I pull them out of my bag and toss them on the bed. Now which one? I think.
“If you’re just going to stand there like that, especially if you’re bending over, we are most definitely not going to be swimming anytime soon,” Henry says. I can hear a little huskiness in his voice and when I turn around, he is ogling my ass and smiling widely.
“There’s plenty of time for that, mister,” I say, choosing the black string bikini. Right now, I’m feeling glad I’ve been keeping up with my yoga classes, because otherwise I would feel way too self-conscious to wear a bikini.
I grab my cover up, a loose flowy tunic, and slip my feet into a pair of flip flops.
“Are you coming?” I ask, looking at Henry, who is still watching me with unabashed sexual interest.
“Just admiring the view,” he says, walking over to me and squeezing my ass.
We make our way downstairs and out back. The breeze is stronger down here and it feels great. It’s probably a little cooler here than in the city, but the salty smell of the air is so much nicer than the swampy smell of the city.
“Hey there,” I call out to Marlene. She’s lying on her stomach, reading a paperback.
“Oh hey,” she says, her face brightening as she sees us walking towards her. “You’re just in time to help me with my sunblock,” she says, sitting up in her sun lounger chair. “I was swimming a little bit ago and I can never tell how much of it washes off after a little dip.”
“No problem,” I say, dropping my things on the chair next to her. Like her, I brought a book, not sure if she would be swimming or if she would just want to spend some time quietly, just enjoying the sun. I’m still dealing with the surprise that anyone else is going to be here this weekend.
I finish smoothing sunblock on her back, making sure to spread it under her straps, too. “There you are.”
“Do you need help with sunblock?” Marlene asks, looking up at us.
“I can do Edith’s back,” Henry says, pulling his shirt over his head and tossing it on another one of the loungers. “I’m already up, so you can just stay where you’re at.”
“Great,” she says.
Henry does up the sunblock on my back and I smooth it over my arms, stomach, and then legs. I have fair skin and a tendency to burn easily if I’m not careful.
I lie back on the lounger and slip my sunglasses on. The heat of the sun tingles in sharp pricks on my skin and I can already feel a light sweat forming. But it feels so good, I don’t even care. There is a steady breeze coming off the water, so it doesn’t feel anywhere near as claustrophobic as the city back in the city.
“So how was your trip out here?” Marlene asks, putting her book down in the sand next to her.
“Oh, fine,” I say. We started early enough that we missed the worst of the traffic.”
“That’s great,” Marlene says. “Sometimes it’s a nightmare driving out here, even if you leave early. Impossible to tell if everyone else in the city has the same idea as you or not.”
“I can imagine,” Henry says. He’s lying on his back, hands behind his head.
We chit chat for a little bit and I start feeling hotter and hotter. The breeze deceives us into thinking it’s cooler than it is.
“I’m just going to jump in the water for a bit, to cool down,” I say, standing up and adjusting my bikini.
I skip to the water’s edge, because the sand is blazing hot. But once I’m standing in the water, it’s all worth it.
The water laps at my feet. It’s mostly warm, but it’s still cool enough that it’s refreshing. I wade out a little further, letting the water flow over my legs and acclimating to the coolness of the water. Then I just dive in and swim out a few feet, then turn over and float on my back.
It’s amazingly peaceful out here – the hot sun on my face, the salt water buoying up my body, and the slightly cool water lapping at the sides of my body. The wind has died down a bit, so the waves are smaller. The contrast of the coolness of the water and the heat of the sun feels glorious, and I can’t help smiling like a happy idiot. This is sooo much better than spending the weekend in the city! Even going to one of the local, outdoor swimming pools can’t even begin to compare, not least because they are so crowded with kids and noisy teens.
I swim around a little, testing the currents and seeing how deep it is, so that I don’t suddenly find myself someplace a little too deep or fighting an undertow.
Returning to the shore, I don’t feel ready to go back and just lounge. It’s also been ages since I’ve been to the ocean, so I stand there and watch the waves. As I stand there, the wind picks up and the waves get bigger, so I start body surfing the waves.
I can’t help but laugh and play like a little kid! The water is so much fun and I love the feel of the push and pull of the waves over and around my body.
By the time I head back to Marlene and Henry, my cheeks hurt from laughing and I’m feeling the muscles in my legs.
“You were sure having fun out there,” Marlene says as I walk up.
“Oh my god!” I gush, wringing my hair out and slipping on a hat. “It’s so much fun! I haven’t body surfed in ages. I’d forgotten how much I enjoy it.”
Henry chuckles and puts his hand on my arm. “She is a bit of a water baby, Edith here.”
“I never would have known,” Marlene says, laughing. “There was just this look of…I’m not sure. I think ‘abandon’ is the right word. It was like there was nothing else in the world but the waves and the fun you were having.”
I laugh and settle back onto the lounger, pulling the hat down a little so that it shades my face. “That’s pretty much how it felt.”
“Well, would you look at that, our newest guests have arrived,” Xavier’s voice bellows behind us.
I go a little weak with lust when I turn and see Xavier. He walks towards us, smiling and carrying beer and snacks. Xavier looks, I have to admit, exceptionally attractive and sexy right now. He’s wearing a pair of lived-in cargo shorts, some high-tech looking flip flops, and a white linen shirt that is partially buttoned and billowing out in the breeze. The bright shock of the white shirt against the dark ebony of his skin is sexy as hell. My body twinges as I ogle his body.
How am I going to stay sane and keep my hands off of him over the next four days??




Chapter 5 – Beach Life
“Finally! You’re back!” Marlene says, standing up from her lounger and walking over to Xavier and swiping a beer from the six-pack Xavier’s carrying. “Where’s Marcus?”
“Back at the house. Should be right behind me.”
Henry stands up and they shake hands, in that manly half-hug-back-slap way. Xavier holds the six pack out for Henry and me.
“Those look perfect,” Henry says, nodding towards the beers. “It’s blazing hot out here.”
“Help yourself, man,” he says, passing them around. To Marlene, he adds, “Marcus and I picked up everything on the list you made. We should be set for the rest of the weekend.”
“Thanks, honey,” Marlene says. “Edith, I hope you have Henry trained this well. I just give Marcus the list and he goes and does all the shopping. And Xavier will be doing the cooking tonight.”
I look at Henry and laugh. “I might need to upgrade,” I joke.
Everyone laughs and Xavier rakes his eyes over my body, in a way that feels raw, intimate. “Edith, I’m right here,” he says, smiling widely and outstretching his arms like he wants to hug me. “This can be arranged. Henry, my man, sorry to say, but I may appropriate your wife before the weekend is over.”
He laughs, “Well, if that’s what it’s come to… Maybe I can have visitation rights?”
I laugh so hard I nearly fall off of the lounger.
“You, guys. I’m right here…” I say, moving my hand in a dismissive way. “But I will take one of those beers.”
Xavier hands me the bottle and I place it at the base of my neck for a moment, catching my breath at its coldness and how good it feels on my skin.
“Hey, hey, everyone!”
I look up and see Marlene’s boyfriend half-jogging over the sand dune to get to us.
“Looks like we have some new faces this weekend. I’m Marcus.” He walks over to Henry and me, shaking our hands as we introduce ourselves. He looks like a happy-go-lucky kind of guy, a little shorter and less muscular than Xavier, but no less attractive. He’s wearing a pair of surfer shorts slung ow on his hips and a faded concert t-shirt.
“Good to meet you, man,” Henry says.
“Sit, honey,” Marlene says, directing Marcus towards the lounger to the right of hers. “You’ve been running around all morning.”
“Yes, dear,” he says, smiling and laughing. He stretches out on the lounger and takes a long drink from a beer. “Ahhh. This is what I’m talking about. Beer and friends and beautiful women!”
Xavier sits down on the lounger next to me. When he slips off his shirt, I have to bite my lip from the sound I can feel rising up in my throat. It’s always been obvious he has a good body, but damnnn. He’s chest pops out from his body and he has abs like a professional athlete. I imagine his hands grabbing my ass and lifting me up, my legs wrapped around him. I bet he could hold me up easily. I’ve always had a dream of being fucked like that.
I return my attention to my beer, so that I don’t get caught staring or drooling at his body.
We bake in the sun, taking turns going back out in the water and putting sunblock on each other’s backs. It’s a perfect afternoon: good friends, beer, beach, not a care in the world besides do I need to get dressed for dinner, or can I eat in my bikini?
When the tide starts to change and inches closer to us with each wave, Marlene stands up and grabs her things.
“I’m just going to go in and start doing some prep for dinner.”
“I’ll come and help you,” I say.
“Oh, it’s pretty straightforward,” she says. “But you’re more than welcome to keep me company and drink some wine.”
“That sounds perfect,” I say. I pick up my things and give Henry a quick peck on the lips. “See you guys in a bit.”
“Marlene, just give me a holler when you’re ready and I’ll fire up the grill.”
“Will do, Xav.”
Marlene and I stroll back to the house.
“Doors open with sea breeze? Or air conditioning?” Marlene asks as we drop our things on a breakfast nook table in the kitchen.
“Am I horrible if I say air conditioning? Some cold air just sounds divine – I was getting a bit too warm out there, even with the body surfing.”
“Don’t feel guilty! Air con it is, then,” she says, walking over to a panel and tapping some numbers. “You want to get the door?”
“Sure.”
All of the sudden, cool air comes streaming through vents and it feels amazing.
“Wine? More beer?”
“Beer is fine,” I say, taking a seat in the breakfast nook.
Marlene sets a beer in front of me, then heads to the refrigerator and starts taking vegetables out and placing them on the cooking island.
“Sure you don’t need any help?” I ask. I almost feel a twinge of guilt – Xavier is sharing his home with us and Marlene is cooking for us. It feels like being taken care of in a luxurious way – and it’s not exactly something that I’m accustomed to. Though secretly it is exactly the kind of thing I’d like to be accustomed to. Having someone to cook for Henry and me, do the cleaning, and all of the little details of running a household and life. I’d be happy just to have someone fold the laundry!
“Absolutely not,” she says, pulling a knife from the block and starting to slice some bell peppers into wedges. “I can do all this stuff in my sleep. Just chat and keep me company.”
“It feels like you all are spoiling us and we just barely got here,” I say.
“Pssh. It’s nothing. Marcus and I have known Xav for years, and we’ve been out here a million times – even without Xav. It feels like a second home to me.”
I’m not sure what to say to that, so I just nod and take a couple drinks of my beer. I like Marlene, but I feel jealous about how well she knows Xavier. I want to ask her about him, but I don’t feel like I know here well enough.
“So tell me about this new business of yours,” Marlene asks, now slicing perfectly ripe tomatoes. “All I know is that it’s accounting.”
“Oh, it’s nothing very exciting,” I say, taking a drink of my beer. “We just do the books for small or medium-size companies that don’t have the need for a full-time bookkeeper or accountant. It’s mostly paying bills, doing reconciliations, that kind of thing.”
“And you like it?” Marlene grabs several ears of corn from a basket and starts trimming the ends.
“Yeah, I do,” I say almost sheepishly. “I have a talent with numbers, but I never liked or did well with advanced math. So here I am, keeping track of other people’s money.”
“That’s really great. I admire that you went out and started your own business,” Marlene says. “I love supporting small businesses, especially those run by women.”
“Well, it’s not just me. That might be a little too scary,” I say. “But with two of us, everything is divided, including the risk. It also doubles the amount of time we have for finding new clients, which takes a lot more time and effort than I originally imagined.”
“When did you start the business?”
“Gosh, let me see.” I count backwards, in my head. “Going on eight months now. Wow! I hadn’t realized it’s been that long. Seems like we just started a couple of months ago.”
“Well done, you!” Marlene says. “Another beer?”
I look and realize my beer is empty. I should probably slow down a little, I think, we haven’t even had dinner yet…
“Sure. Why not?” I say.
Marlene hands me a new beer and deposits my empty bottle in a cleverly hidden recycling bin.
“I’ll let you in on a little secret,” Marlene says, going to the cupboard to collect some plates. “Most weekends here tend to be a bit boozy. But Xavier said you two would be okay with that.”
I breathe a sigh of relief. I’m not being a lush after all, already on my fourth beer of the afternoon.
“That actually sounds pretty wonderful,” I say, feeling a lot less guilty. “Sometimes, a boozy weekend is great fun. We don’t do it that often anymore, but many of our early weekends together were quite boozy,” I confide, smiling and winking at Marlene. “I think that at some point after getting married, we just had a bunch more responsibilities, so we did the responsible thing.”
“But isn’t it nice to be irresponsible sometimes?” Marlene asks, looking at me intently.
“Oh definitely,” I agree, meeting her gaze. “I guess…I guess we’re just more responsible about how we’re irresponsible. Does that make sense?”
“I think I know what you mean. In any case,” Marlene says, putting all the vegetables in a large salad bowl and mixing them together. “Just don’t feel like you need to hold back or be on your best behavior this weekend. We’re all friends.”
“I appreciate that.” It is nice to know that we don’t have to worry about always appearing perfect.
“I’m just going to go get Xavier, so he can start up the grill. You hungry?”
“Yeah,” I say, realizing that I’m pretty much starving. It seems like years since we were in the diner – and I barely ate any of my burger while we were there.
“Great. Back in a minute – stay here and enjoy the air con.”
I sit back in the breakfast nook, fiddling with the paper label on my beer bottle.
I look out the kitchen doors and see Marlene coming back with the men.
Turning to Xavier, I ask, “So what’s on the menu for tonight? Sounds like you’re going to grill?”
“He is a master on the grill,” Marlene says.
“Thanks, Marlene,” Xavier says, smiling and wrapping an arm around her shoulders in a half-hug.
“I picked up salmon at the docks and some steak in case anyone wants something a little more substantial.”
“Sounds good, man,” Henry says, rubbing his stomach and smiling happily.
“Great. Now who’s for salmon and who’s for steak?”
Xavier tallies up our requests and then heads out to the deck to fire up the grill.
“Let me help you with that,” Henry says, taking the platter of meat that Marlene pulls from the fridge. It looks like enough to feed an army.
“If you insist,” she says, looking at me and winking. “You’re welcome to do the heavy lifting.”
--
Dinner is amazing. The fish and steaks are perfectly cooked, the salad is perfect, and the grilled corn is out of this world.
“You guys,” I say, smiling and rubbing my stomach, “I’m not going to fit my clothes by the time we get home!”
We’re all sitting back in our chairs, bellies full with an amazing meal and lots more beer. Marlene wasn’t kidding about having boozy weekends at the beach house.
“Don’t forget, there’s dessert,” Marlene teases.
“Oh god,” I groan.
“Chocolate cake,” she adds.
“And don’t let that bland description fool you,” Marcus says. “Her cake is to die for.”
“Maybe in a little bit?” I ask. “I honestly don’t think I could eat anything more right now. This dinner was amazing. I don’t know how you stay so trim if you eat like this all the time, Marlene.”
“High metabolism and I like to run,” she says with a shrug. “I got lucky in the gene pool.”
I can’t help but envy her for this. My metabolism isn’t terrible, but I do need to watch what I eat a little or make sure that I exercise enough. Even though I’m only thirty-three, I can feel how my body is changing. Five pounds can creep up on me faster than I’d like to admit and what’s worse is that it can take longer to get rid of than I could manage in my twenties.
“I think you look perfect,” Xavier says, smiling at me. “Any man would be a fool to say no to you. I’d claim you in a New York minute.”
“Thanks,” I say, feeling a little taken aback. I hadn’t been fishing for a compliment.
“You are perfect,” Henry says, leaning over and giving me a quick kiss. “I wouldn’t have any other woman for my wife.”
“You all are just trying to make me blush, aren’t you?” I say, smiling and dipping my head a little in embarrassment.
Later, we go for a walk on the beach, somewhat drunkenly stumbling through the surf and kicking water at each other. It’s a beautiful, cloudless night, with the moon reflected in a long white finger across the inky water. The temperature has finally cooled a little, but humidity still pricks our skin. I’m already fantasizing about a quick shower before going to bed.
We all take turns walking together on the beach and at one point I end up talking with Xavier.
“You really have an amazing place here,” I say, letting the surf run over my feet.
“Thanks,” he says. “It was something I always knew I wanted, when I was younger, so it was very meaningful to me when I was finally able to fulfill the dream of buying a beach house. I come out here every opportunity I have.”
“But,” I say, feeling a little bold or maybe a little less caring about how it sounds, since I’m a little drunk. “You never talk about what you do. Or what you did.”
“Does it make a difference?” He asks, though he’s smiling, so I’m guessing he’s not offended by my question.
“Not really,” I admit, “but we wonder. You seem so glamorous, but you don’t seem to work. Or at least, not work like Henry and I do, forty-hour weeks and all that. It’s hard not to speculate, you know?”
Xavier chuckles and pauses. “Well, I was really just lucky and in the right place at the right time. My life has most definitely not always been like this. In fact, my childhood was the complete opposite of all this,” he says, gesturing towards the ocean and back towards the beach house.
“Really?”
“Yes. I had a rough childhood. But I was good in school and I was lucky to win a scholarship to the state university. Turns out I was good with computers and I ended up as a programmer. I was recruited by Microware, when they were just starting out. Then when we were bought by The Boyd Group, we were all bought out and I made my fortune. Microware gave everyone extremely generous stock options, especially us programmers that were there from the very beginning, because we’d taken the biggest gambles. By the time I left, I was their chief data architect.”
“Oh, wow,” I say, glancing over at him. “I never would have guessed you were a programmer!” This really doesn’t fit the image I have of him – that seems like something so much more serious than the Xavier I know. Though maybe he used to be more serious, before the life of leisure he has now.
“Well, it hadn’t been my first career choice, but it was just something I was good at and that I found I could make a lot of money doing. I think I did alright.”
I laugh at that. “I think that might be considered an understatement.” I joke.
Xavier doesn’t respond, but when I glance at him I can see him smiling. Up ahead, Henry, Marcus, and Marlene are having an animated conversation, but they’re far enough ahead of us that we can’t hear them, only the occasionally laugh floating back on the wind.
“Ahh, damn!” My foot hits something in the water and trips me.
But instead of falling into the water like a klutz, Xavier is there catching me and helping me to stand back up. Even after I’m upright again, he holds me in his arms for a few seconds more. A few seconds more than necessary. A few seconds more than he should be hugging his friend’s wife. Pressed up against his chest, my heart thumps like a rabbit and my body fizzles with pleasure at finding myself in Xavier’s arms.
“Are you okay?” He asks, his head so close I can feel the breath from his words. “Do you need me to look at your foot?”
“I… no…” I stammer, unable to form any kind of complete thought. The warmth of his arms around me make me feel safe and horny. “I think my foot is fine,” I finally manage to say.
“That’s good,” Xavier says, his voice rough and a smile on his lips. “Because I would hate to see such a sexy woman as yourself get injured on your first day here. I don’t think that would make me a good host.”
We’re standing so close, I’m sure he can see how much I’m blushing. He thinks I’m sexy! I mean, he’s flirted with me enough for me to understand that he finds me attractive, but until the ride home from Magnolia, I wasn’t sure if he was just a flirt or if he also found me desirable.
“You do know how sexy you are, don’t you?” He asks, tracing a finger along my jaw and down my neck, and to my shoulder. My body shivers as his finger slides underneath the thin strap of my tank top and he traces the strap down to the top of my chest. I gasp when he raises his hand back to my face and lightly places his palm on my jaw, his thumb achingly near my mouth. “I would love to know how you taste.”
“I uh…”
Xavier smiles and slowly releases me, glancing down at my foot before continuing to walk down the beach. I take a few steps to test it and verify that it’s okay, though the wobble I feel in my steps has nothing to do with stubbing my toe and everything to do with the waves of hot, demanding desire that Xavier has unleashed in me. Watching him walk away, I want to run up to him, push him down onto the sand and just fuck him as the incoming tide washes over us.
Instead, I jog a couple of steps to catch up with him, though I keep a little more distance between us now and when we were chatting. We walk in silence for a couple of minutes. He seems comfortable, but I’m an awkward mess walking next to him. When he held me in that close embrace, I couldn’t stop envisioning his lips kissing mine, and moving down my body. In fact, my body is still in a thrall and my clit is throbbing like a lighthouse beacon.
Marlene, Marcus, and Henry turn and start walking back towards us. A sense of relief washes over me. I like Xavier, but I can’t be close to him right now. Visions of him caressing me and exploring my body with his mouth and tongue have me so turned on that my clit feels like it’s the size of a marble. I need release – the sooner the better!
--
“Wow!” Henry says when we’re back in our room. “What got into you?”
“Mmm,” I say, pulling his shirt over his head and quickly taking off my tank top and bra. “Can’t a wife just want to have sex with her fabulous husband?”
Henry says, then quickly undresses and jumps on the bed. Slipping out of my clothes, I crawl onto the bed and over Henry. My hair creates a curtain around our heads and I lean down to kiss him as I reach down and starting stroking his cock.
The moment Henry is hard, I steady his cock and slide down it, wiggling a little as I find the right angle.
“Goddamn you’re wet!” Henry says, eyes wide. “What’s gotten into…”
He doesn’t finish his sentence because I start raising and pounding my hips against him, practically furiously. I’m so keyed up that I don’t have the patience to make slow love. I need it hard and immediately, and I fuck my husband so fast that his eyes roll back in his head and we’re both gasping and crying out our orgasm in what feels like a minute, maybe two.
“Oh my… Edith!” Henry cries out, his orgasm starting a millisecond after mine. He grabs me and pulls me down, sucking my breast hard and making me scream louder as my orgasm explodes and making my body shake and tremble. I close my eyes and imagine that it’s Xavier under me, holding me tight as he body tightens and explodes under me, and that I’m riding out Xavier’s orgasm, his hands on my hips, his mouth and tongue on my breasts, his surely enormous cock thrusting up into my slick pussy.
I lay atop of Henry for a moment, panting and dripping sweat, emotions aflame, before I roll off of him and flop into the pillows. My body slowly stops trembling and my breath evens out, though I can tell I’m still keyed up. That wasn’t enough. It was the fastest, most powerful sex we’ve had in a long time, but I want more.
“Man, we need to come to the ocean more often if the sea air is going to affect you like this!” Henry smiles, then wraps his arms around me and conks out asleep before I can say anything.
Of course, I would never, ever tell him that while I was riding him, I was fantasizing that I was fucking Xavier.




Chapter 6 – Rest and Relaxation
We wake up Friday to blazing sun streaming through our window and perfectly cloudless, blue skies. I stretch luxuriously in bed, while Henry sleeps. Last night was nice, the sex we had, though I do feel a little guilty since I was fantasizing about Xavier…
The sounds of people moving around downstairs spur me to get out of bed and see what’s on the schedule for today. I throw on a pair of shorts and a tank top, and follow the smell of bacon and coffee downstairs.
“Hey,” I say, rubbing my face and squinting at the sun steaming through the open kitchen doors. “Does that thing have a dimmer?”
“That was something last night,” I say, realizing that I drank more last night than I realized. My head is throbbing and my mouth is dry as cardboard.
“I warned you…” Marlene says, though she’s smiling as she says it.
“That you did,” I say, dropping heavily into the chair beside Marlene and angling my chair so the sun is at my back.
“She’s funny,” Marcus says, smiling at me.
“Coffee or mimosa?” Marlene asks.
I consider both. “Um, one of each?”
“God, that tastes perfect,” I say, quickly drinking the champagne and orange juice cocktail Marlene hands me. The sweetness of the juice cuts through the dryness of my mouth and the bubbles of the champagne nearly make me giddy. With the edge taken off my headache, I pour a cup of coffee so that I can lift the hangover fog from my head.
“Where’s that husband of yours?” Marcus asks, digging into a big bowl of cereal.
“Still sleeping. I would be, too, but the sun woke me up,” I say, relishing the taste of orange juice mixed with the bubbles of champagne. “He can sleep through anything. Where’s Xavier?”
“Also still sleeping,” Marlene says.
When Henry and Xavier haven’t shown up by the time we finish a leisurely breakfast, we take a pitcher of mimosas out to the back deck and just sit there listening to the sound of the ocean.
By afternoon, we’re all down by the water, just relaxing and occasionally chatting. It feels so decadent and wonderful to be sitting on a private beach, baking in the sun and occasionally going out in the water to play and cool off a little.
When I’m startled awake by the sounds of the guys tossing a football back and forth on the beach, I realize I must have dozed off for a while. From the little I can hear, it sounds like the conversation from Tuesday night is being continued – which football player is going to be good this year, which teams are the biggest competition, and some general smack talk, since Xavier still roots for Chicago, since that’s where he grew up, even though the rivalry between Chicago and San Francisco is legendary.
“That is a sight, isn’t it?” Marlene asks, flipping over on her lounger and sitting up.
“It sure is,” I say, though I don’t tell her that I’m spending more time watching Xavier’s body than my husband’s…
“Do you follow football?” She digs through a canvas bag and pulls out the bottle of sunblock and starts rubbing it on her arms and legs.
“Some,” I say, taking the sunblock and putting some more on, too. “I enjoy it, but I don’t understand all the rules, though I know enough to be able to talk the talk some. Henry’s a big fan, so it’s a bit impossible to skip football season in our house.”
Marlene laughs. “Want me to do your back?”
“That’d be great,” I say, then turn to face away from here.
“It’s the same with Marcus. There is absolutely no other conversation worth having when it’s football season. He’s been able to recite team and player stats ever since I met him.”
“That’s kinda cool,” I say.
“There you go,” she says. “And I got under your straps, too.”
“Thanks.” I turn back and start watching the guys again.
“That’s an amazing bikini,” Marlene says as I turn back to face the water. “Though a white bikini is a bold choice,” she says, winking at me.
“This old thing?” I joke. “Thanks.” I feel flattered. My bikini is just something I found at one of those fast-fashion stores that college girls shop at. It cost something like twenty-five dollars on sale, though one of the reasons I love it is because it looks much more expensive than it is. It’s one of those rare finds. I’m betting Marlene’s bikini cost something like three-hundred dollars. She hasn’t said what she does, but she’s clearly she’s doing well. The dress she was wearing last night is something I’ve seen in the stores and lusted after, but at $150 for a casual knit dress, it’s not in our budget right now. So I’ve been doing most of my shopping in the cut-rate stores or during sales. I can’t wait to go on a big shopping spree once my business is stable! I’ve missed being able to buy whatever I want, whenever I want.
We talk about jobs and school, getting to know each other a little better.
“Are you from around here?” Marlene asks, flipping over onto her stomach and looking over at me.
“Pretty much. My parents moved here when I was four, so it’s pretty much the only city I really remember living in, as a child.”
“Oh that’s cool.” Marlene says.
“What about you?”
“Oh wow. I’ve lived about everywhere you can imagine!” Marlene says, taking a pull from her beer. “My parents were military, so we moved around usually once a year, sometimes more.”
“That sounds so interesting,” I say. It’s something I dreamed about in high school, moving around a lot. Even though I thought I would move away for college or after college, I never did. I like it here, but sometimes I feel like I’ve missed out on something crucial.
“In a way,” Marlene says. “Sure, it’s cool to have seen so many places and to have grown up a little bit in Europe, but I really would have loved being in the same school, with the same friends, for a few years. I became an expert at meeting people and starting friendships, but it wasn’t until I actually went to college that I learned how to have a long-term friendship. By the time I arrived at Columbia, I’d never had a friend for more than two years. Sure, there was email and social media by the time I was in high school, but that’s not the same.”
“Hmm. I guess it’s a case of the grass is always greener.”
“What do you mean, Edith?”
“Oh, I was just fantasizing about how glamorous and interesting that sounds. I always wanted to travel a lot, but I never quite managed to do it.”
“Do you two travel much on vacations?”
“Not as much as I’d like.” I say and sigh. I empty my beer and grab a new one from the cooler. “It seems like we don’t have as much vacation time as we want. And other times, it seems we use vacation time to do things around the house.”
“I thought you said you run a company?”
“Oh, my business partner and I are just getting it off the ground. It’s nothing big, but we should do pretty well within the next six or eight months – everything is starting to come together and take off a bit.” I take a long drink of my new beer. The cold feels good going down my throat and I hold the bottle up to my forehead.
“But it’s also been a bit lean this year,” I add, feeling confiding because of the beer. “I mean, we’re not hurting at all, but launching a business? It stretches everything a little.”
“I can imagine,” Marlene says, though something about the tone of her voice tells me she’s not gone through something similar. I suddenly feel self-conscious about Henry and I, and our decidedly less glamorous lifestyle than what the others have. I should slow down on the beer, I think, though that doesn’t help me now that I’ve talked a little about our finances.
“But what about you,” I say quickly, in an attempt to deflect the focus on Henry and me. “What do you do?”
“Oh, a little of this and that,” she says. “Marcus and I live together, and we mostly live off of what he makes.”
Must be nice, I think, feeling jealous, then feeling guilty for being jealous.
“I used to do a little modelling,” Marlene adds, rolling over onto her back. “But it was so catty, that I didn’t keep up with it. I just wanted the jobs and the clothes, not the attitude. And, I stopped wanting to travel so much. So many of the girls, they were ecstatic about the travel – these farm girls from Iowa or Sheboygan who had never even left their state before landing in New York.”
And then the dime drops. “JoJo!” I exclaim. “That’s how come you look so familiar! I loved that line!”
Marlene smiles and I can see she’s proud I made the connection.
“That was my favorite gig,” she says, a faraway look in her eyes. “And those clothes! I still have some in my closet.”
“I saved up for months, when I was in college, to by a JoJo dress,” I say, momentarily losing myself in the memory. “It was a beautiful green thing, with buckles and…”
“…and a flared hem!” Marlene finishes my sentence. “I loved that dress, too!”
“I might even still have it in the back of my closet. That was probably the first really nice piece of clothing I bought – it was a big deal for me in college.”
“I can imagine,” Marlene says. “That was a great line. It was sad when it ended so abruptly.”
“Whatever happened? The magazines made it seem such a mystery.”
“Classic designer mistake, with the success going to his head,” she says, tapping her finger against her nose, to indicate cocaine.
“Oh, that’s too bad.”
“Yeah, JJ was wicked talented.”
“But so are you doing anything else, now?”
“Not really. I still do the one-off modelling gig, but those are really just favors for friends.” She takes a drink of her beer before continuing. “Work has always just been for fun. My dad did well when he left the military. He got really lucky.”
It’s hard not to be jealous of Marlene, but she’s so nice and unconceited about the life she has, that I just like her even more.
“What are the guys doing?” Marlene asks, sitting up and shielding her eyes from the bright sun.
“Not sure. They were around not so long ago.” I sit up and look up down the beach. “I can’t see them.”
“They’re probably on a walk. Xavier goes on long walks – he probably dragged the others with him. He does it to clear his mind and get away from everything. Though,” she smiles, “I imagine they’re talking sports again. You’d think there wasn’t anything else in the world besides sports with those guys.”
I nod my head and laugh. There has definitely been a lot of sports talk so far.
“Though they could just as well be walking in silence. I’ve gone on walks like that with him,” she says, her laughter quieting down. “He probably asked you to turn your phone off while you’re here or at least not check it very often.”
“Oh yeah, he did. That seemed…surprising.”
“Our Xavier is definitely a social butterfly, but he loves to shut down and get away from it all. It’s why he spends as much time here as he can. Even in winter, he’ll walk up and down the beach.”
“I had no idea,” I say, surprised and impressed equally. I’ve never doubted that Xavier was clever and smart, but I had no idea he was so introspective or that he had that kind of quiet side to him. If anything, it makes me like him more. No, Edith. Stop thinking about Xavier naked!
“There is definitely a lot more to him than meets the eye,” Marlene says.
“Yeah, we certainly like him,” I say and smile.
“And he certainly likes you, two, too.”
“Oh?”
“He doesn’t ask many people to join him out here. Usually only family or close friends,” Marlene says, shading her eyes as she looks at me. “You two are special.”
I can’t help but blush a bit at that. I also feel a swell of pride, since Xavier and his friends seem so glamorous and rich. It kind of feels like we’ve been picked up and thrust up the social ladder, going from average successful to hanging out with the really, really cool kids that everyone dreams about having lunch with. It definitely makes me happy to learn that Xavier considers Henry and I part of his inner circle of friends.
We fall silent for a while, just laying out in the sun and alternating reading our books, drinking beer, and just doing nothing but listening to the sound of the surf and feeling the sun beat down on our bare flesh.
With a crash and a swell of laughter, the guys come over the dune and straight towards us.
“See!” Marcus says. “I told you they’d still be out here, just working on their suntans.”
“And there’s something wrong with that, dearest darling of mine?” Marlene jokes as she sits up.
Marcus throws up his hands. “No, no. I would never criticize my dearest darling.” He has a big smile on his face as he comes over and gives her a big kiss.
Marlene looks at me and smiles. And in a playful voice, says, “See, you’ve just gotta train them!”
We all bust up laughing.
“Where’d you all get off to,” I ask. Henry comes over and sits next to me on my lounger, draping his arm around my shoulders and giving me a kiss.
“We went on a walk along the water,” Henry says.
When I glance over at Marlene, she’s smirking and there’s an I told you so look in her eyes, which sets me off laughing.
“What’s with you two?” Xavier asks, though he starts laughing, too.
“Oh, nothing,” Marlene says evasively, “just girl stuff.”
“Say no more,” Marcus says, throwing up his hands. “I’m hungry enough to eat a horse. Is anyone else hungry?”
“Dinner sounds good,” I say. “What time is it?”
I’m surprised when I learn it’s after six. Where did all the time go? But then I look at the water and see how much closer it is to us now than when we came and sat out here.
We all walk through the sand and back to the house, carrying the cooler, Marlene and I carrying our bags.
“No long showers,” Xavier warns. “The water heater might not last through five showers. I need to get it replaced.”
“Marlene and I can share,” Marcus says, giving Marlene a lusty smile.
“Man, we don’t want to leave at nine,” Xavier says, a hint of exasperation in his voice.
“Yeah, yeah. Fine,” Marcus says, though he’s laughing.
“Where are we off to?” Marlene asks. “Is this the shorts place or the dress place?”
“Marcel’s. So yes, a dress is preferred. Not that we don’t love seeing your long legs…”
Marlene giggles and swats at Xavier’s arm. “Stop it.”
I’m starving by the time we get to the restaurant. It feels a bit jarring to be back out in public. It’s amazing how easy it’s been to slip into an insular beach life – just the five of us, hanging out together or in little groups, doing whatever we want. What I would give to be able to live like this all the time. I know I shouldn’t be jealous or envious of Xavier and the success he’s had, or the luck Marlene’s had, but it’s hard not to be. I can’t deny that I’ve always wished I was born rich and had more control over what I do and when I do it.
It’s a small, local restaurant, but there are white tablecloths and the interior looks polished and professional, and everyone there looks well off. Clearly, this is the restaurant to dine at when you’re out here.
“Hey, Xavier!” The host says, grabbing Xavier’s hand and pulling him into a big hug. “We haven’t seen you since, oh, last week!” He jokes and they share a good laugh. It’s clear that Xavier is a regular.
“I’ve got you in at the table you like. It’s good you called earlier. We have a big group coming in soon.”
“Excellent,” Xavier says. “Just lead the way, Marcel.”
“Follow me.”
We weave through the tables and more than a few people pause their conversations and look up at us. We’re all dressed well and I feel like the glamorous aura is rubbing off on Henry and me. I could really get used to a life like this. I’m also glad that I brought a couple of nice dresses with me. I’m wearing a red and white summer dress, and Marlene’s in a little strappy black knit dress that I’m sure I saw in last month’s Vogue. The men are all wearing jeans, with Henry and Marcus wearing short-sleeve dress shirts, and Xavier is wearing a designer, knit shirt that hugs his muscles like a second skin. It’s incredibly distracting and I think I can see his nipples pushing against the fabric, though I’m not sure if I’m just projecting what I want to see when I look at him.
Marcel sits us at a round table by a window, with a view of the ocean and of the rest of the restaurant. This has to be prime restaurant seating. He claps Xavier on the shoulder, saying, “Just give a shout if you need anything. You know where to find me.”
“Thanks, friend,” Xavier says, smiling up at Marcel. “I know you’ll do us right.”
“Owner,” Marlene leans over and whispers to me, once Marcel is gone and we all start looking at the menus.
Of course Xavier is friends with the owner. I can’t even say I’m surprised.
“What’s good?” I ask Xavier. The menu isn’t extensive, but everything looks amazing. There is mostly seafood, but also some meat dishes and salads that look tempting.
“Oh, all of it,” he says. “Marcel really knows what he’s doing. I prefer the fish or the steak.”
“Well that settles it,” Henry says, snapping his menu shut.
As the courses of the meal come, Xavier is proven right. The food is all amazing. Henry and I are both having fish and it’s so fresh and perfectly prepared, I just want to gorge on it until I can’t eat any more.
“Are you folks interested in dessert?” The waitress asks, looking around the table.
“I don’t think I can,” Marlene says. “I wish I could, but I’m stuffed.”
We sit for a while longer, chatting over wine and watching the big group celebrate a birthday. I sneak peaks out the window, watching the sky grow darker and the waves coming in closer and closer on the beach.
Then in a flash, the memory of walking on the beach last night flashes before my eyes and I feel my skin flush and redden at the memory of Xavier holding me in his powerful arms.
“Are you alright, Edith?” Marlene asks quickly, concern heavy in her voice.
“I… I’m fine,” I say. “Just lost in some thoughts is all.”
Everyone looks skeptical, except Xavier who has a smirk on his lips, as if he can read my thoughts and knows exactly how much I was replaying my memory of falling into his arms last night. He looks exceptionally good, wearing a worn pair of jeans and a linen shirt the color of snow. On anyone else, it would be a casual outfit, but there is something about his bearing that makes it look…rich.
Wow. I really need to get over this, I think. As much as I’m enjoying this weekend, part of me needs for it to end! We’ve never spent this much time with Xavier before and while the weekend has been wonderful so far, it’s incredibly overwhelming on a sensory level. I’m walking around aroused all the time and even sex with my husband isn’t taking the edge off.
“I’ve got this,” Henry says, grabbing the check. “As thank you for this weekend. We’re having a great time, Xavier.”
“Yes,” I say, reaching out and touching his arm. “It’s a real treat to be at the beach. Thank you.”
“You are more than welcome anytime,” Xavier says, a large smile on his lips. “It’s a pleasure to have a full house.”
Marlene glances at me, the question in her eyes, but I just smile back. I regret, a bit, what I confided to her earlier, but it’s certainly not the end of the world. Affording this meal is far from going to bankrupt us, so it’s really not a worry at all.
We walk back to the house in silence. Henry holds my hand and Marcus has his arm draped over Marlene’s shoulders, while Xavier walks in front of us. There is a breeze picking up and it feels good as it flows over my skin. I love Henry, but I wish it was Xavier holding my hand and taking me to bed later tonight.




Chapter 7 – The Dare
“Drinks?” Xavier asks, walking over to the liquor cabinet.
“You need to ask?” Marcus jokes, him and Marlene plopping down on one of the couches.
Xavier laughs and brings a bottle of tequila, an antique salt cellar, some sliced lemons, and a tray of shot glasses over to the table.
“Uh oh,” Marlene groans. “It’s going to be one of those nights, huh, Xav?”
Xavier and Marcus laugh. “You know what weekends here are like,” Xavier says, though there’s a playfulness in his voice.
“Well, I hope you have plenty of coffee and OJ for the morning…”
“Your boyfriend here is the one who was responsible for the drink supply, so it’s him you should be talking to, Marlene.”
Marlene looks at Marcus and he raises his hands up in surrender. “I stocked up, woman, just like you asked. No, just like you ordered.” His eyes crinkle as he smiles at her. “We are fully prepared for any and all hangovers. From food to beverages. You need not worry.”
“See,” she says, laughing and looking at me, “well trained.” She curls up next to Marcus on the couch and gives him a big kiss. “Thanks, honey.”
“Anything for my lady,” he says, reaching down and swatting her ass.
“And here we go,” Xavier says, pouring glasses of tequila and handing them around. “To good friends and great weekends.”
We all chorus cheers and down the shots.
“Whew!” I say, licking salt from my hand and sucking a lemon. “I haven’t done a tequila shot since college!”
“Well then it’s long overdue,” Xavier says, winking at me.
After the first shot, we sip the tequila, which is way better than the dreck I could afford in college, and we just sit around chatting and laughing. The atmosphere is easy and relaxed, and once again I’m reminded how this is such a better weekend than staying in the city. Marlene and Marcus are curled up together on one couch, looking like matched puzzle pieces, and Henry has his arm around my shoulders, while we sit on the couch facing Marlene and Marcus. Xavier sits in a leather club chair, legs splayed and looking like the king of the castle.
“So, Henry,” Marcus says, “what’s it like being married? Do you ever miss the single days?”
I squeeze Henry’s knee lightly. “It’s okay. I know your answer,” I say and lean over and kiss his cheek.
“Not really,” he says. “Edith here really is the woman for me. Life wouldn’t be the same or even half as good as it is with her. I’m continually amazed and thankful she said yes to me,” he says, hugging my shoulder tightly and kissing the top of my head.
“Awww, you guys,” Marlene says, giggling and taking another sip from her tequila.
“You’re never attracted to anyone else?” Xavier asks, looking at Henry intently.
“Me? Nah. Edith really is it for me.”
“You and your silver tongue,” I say, leaning up and kissing him.
“And you, Edith, you ever attracted to anyone else?” Xavier asks, a wicked look in his eyes and on his lips.
I cough on my tequila and I can feel a blush hotly prick my face and chest, suddenly and deeply.
“Oh! Look at that!” Marcus says. Xavier sits forward in his chair and props his elbows on his knees, looking smug and like he just discovered a big secret. Though I know he’s perceptive enough to have picked up on the attraction I feel for him, too. He’s not a dunce.
“Do tell,” Xavier drawls, intentionally teasing me.
Henry chuckles next to me.
“I can’t help it,” I eventually say. “There are definitely men I find sexy. It doesn’t mean I’m going to do anything about it, though.” I specifically do not look at Xavier as I say this, and I look out the window and towards the darkened beach.
“Oooh,” Marcus says. “You’ve got a live one, Henry. Better keep a close eye on her!”
I look at Henry, but he just smirks at me. I can’t help but squirm in my seat. The alcohol has warmed me and I feel looser, but my senses are on alert and raising big red flags. Warning! Warning! Xavier is trouble with a capital T! My face is not the only place on high alert – I glance at Xavier, only to find him staring at me, and my pussy twinges so hard I squirm in my seat.
“Soooo, Edith,” Xavier drawls again, clearly relishing the effect he’s having on me. “So tell us, do you have a current crush? Object of your desire?”
My blush flares again. This is so awkward! Marlene is giggling and it seems like Marcus is either clueless or completely indifferent to the tension between Xavier and I.
“I plead the Fifth!” I exclaim, wishing I could hide. Despite wanting Xavier more than almost anything, having my lusty crush made public like this, especially in front of my husband, is way more than I’m comfortable with.
Marlene and Marcus laugh. Marlene knows I find Xavier attractive, though I haven’t confided in her about just how sexy I find him.
“Friends, I think we find ourselves in a game of truth or dare,” Xavier says, his eyes mischievous and demanding.
“But…” I splutter. This is so awkward!
“No buts,” he says, smiling and leaning back in his chair. “Unless you want to show your butt…”
“Xavier!” I say, a new blushing flooding across my face and chest.
“So, Edith, truth or dare?”
I look at Henry, my eyes pleading for him to help me out. Frustratingly, he seems a bit clueless about what’s going on. This is what I get for keeping secrets, I think. Right now, I’m cursing how easily I blush – it’s so hard to keep my secret when my body betrays me by coloring my face brighter than a sunburn!
“Um, neither?” I say, trying to joke and dismiss this idea. I shift in my seat uncomfortably.
“Nope. My house, my rules.” Xavier demands. There is no doubt that he is serious and expecting me to comply with him.
“Dare,” I say, thinking there’s no way he’s going to really make me do something. Right?
Henry raises his eyebrow at me and I cross my arms across my chest. I can feel my muscles tightening with stress and anxiety.
“Sooo, Edith. A dare. Hmmm. Let me think a moment about this,” Xavier taunts, clearly relishing watching me squirm.
A long minute passes, with nothing but the sound of the waves coming through the open deck doors. It feels like my heart is going to burst through my chest because it’s thumping so wildly.
“I have it. If there is someone in this room, beside your husband of course, that you fantasize about kissing, then I dare you to kiss them.”
My body goes still as I turn and look at Xavier. This is sooo not how I imagined something like this happening! In every fantasy I’ve had, it’s always been Xavier and me alone somewhere, with close proximity or the brush of skin on skin igniting a passion and then we’d fall into each other’s arms and fuck like bunnies. It’s also always been a fantasy, too – not something I ever dreamed would be remotely a reality.
“Come now,” Xavier leans back in his chair with a look of authority and control on his face. It’s beyond obvious that he senses my hesitation. He knows full well I’m attracted to him – if not before last night, then certainly last night he figured it out. “Don’t keep us waiting.”
I could kill Xavier about now.
Quickly, I throw back the rest of my tequila, grimacing as it burns down my throat. I lean over to Henry and kiss his cheek, and then whisper “forgive me” in his ear.
As boldly as I can muster, I get up and walk over to Xavier, nudging his knees together with my knee, so that I can sit on his lap without directly sitting on his crotch. He pulls his knees together and sits up a little straighter.
Lowering myself onto his lap, I reach forward and pull his face towards mine. Xavier is watching my face, especially my lips, and his tongue is caressing the bottom edge of his teeth. I’m thankful I’m not wearing a tight top, because otherwise the unbearable tightness of my erect nipples would give away just how turned on I am right now.
I lean into his mouth, pausing for just a moment. “Curse you,” I say, then kiss him on the lips slowly. With his thick, wide lips on my mouth, waves of desire flood through my body, but I try to keep the kiss as chaste as possible.
When I start to pull away, Xavier declares, “That was not a kiss. This is a kiss.” He wraps his arms around, twisting his body and pulling me to him so that we’re chest to chest, lowering his mouth to mine and forcing my mouth open with his lips and his tongue. His tongue crashes into my mouth and invades it, tasting of tequila and sin. Something urgent in me opens and I’m frantically kissing him back, holding his head tightly and trying to consume his tongue. A part of my mind tells me to reign it in, your husband is watching, but my libido tells that part of my mind to shut the fuck up and give everything to this kiss. I lose myself in this kiss – kissing Xavier like he’s the man I’m married to.
It seems like the kiss goes on forever. When Xavier pulls his mouth away from mine, he mutters quietly so that only I can hear it, “I thought so.”
Breathless, I stumble slightly as I stand up and walk over to Henry. I sit down heavily, scared to look at Henry. What have I just done?!
Henry has a shocked look on his face. Part of me crumples inside, but when I glance at Xavier, another part of me blazes to life. I want to continue that kiss. Feel his hands move down my back and grab my ass. Feel his cock grow hard in my hands. Discover how he touches me. Discover how his cock tastes. Wrap my legs around him as he buries himself inside of me. Go through the mutual discovery of finding out just how to touch each other and spark powerful pleasure.
“Well that was something we’ll remember,” Marcus says, laughing and breaking the tension in the room.
Marlene looks at me, a questioning look in her eyes. I shrug my shoulder a little, not able to keep her gaze.
What have I done??
Have I just thrown away my marriage?
As if sensing the shift in my mood, Marlene yawns loudly. “I think it’s time to call it a night. You coming with, babe?”
Marcus looks around the room and shakes his head. He can clearly sense that something’s up, but he doesn’t comment.
“Yeah, right behind you.”
“See you guys in the morning. Here’s hoping for no hangovers!” Marlene touches my shoulder as she passes me and I smile up at her.
“’Night you two,” I say, watching them head towards the stairs to the second floor. “We should probably tuck in, too,” I say, looking at Henry and willing him to agree. He still looks a bit stunned, but I’m thankful when he agrees with me.
“You staying up late, Xav?” Henry asks, draining his tequila and putting the glass back on the table.
“For a bit, Henry. For a bit.”
“See you in the morning,” I mumble, carefully not looking directly at Xavier. Even from the corner of my eye I can see him watching me intently, like a predator judging their prey.
As we walk across the room and up the stairs, I can feel Xavier’s eyes burning into me. I don’t know what to think or do! Is Henry going to be okay with what happened? Write it off as a drunken kiss? Or is this going to drive a wedge between us? The prospect of losing Henry terrifies me! I’ve been so lost in lusting after Xavier that I’ve partially forgotten how much I love Henry and how integral he is to my life. My stomach is tight with nerves and I feel like I’m going to be sick. How can I reconcile my love for Henry and my lust for Xavier? I feel like a terrible wife.




Chapter 8 – The Talk
When I close the door to the bedroom, I’m terrified to turn around and look at Henry. Sure, we’re a little drunk, but…that kiss. The kiss was so unexpected. And mind-blowingly amazing.
I take a deep breath and turn face Henry. The look on Henry’s face is a surprise. I was expecting something more like shock or upset or disappointment, but he looks more excited than anything else. I decide to just jump in and lay everything in front of Henry. I just can’t keep this to myself anymore and after the kiss, there’s really not a way that I can keep it to myself, unless I lie to Henry. And I’m not willing to be dishonest with him.
“Can I make a confession?” I ask. I’m so nervous, I can’t even look at Henry. Am I about to make a fool of myself and potentially jeopardize my marriage? “I’m really attracted to Xavier and I want to sleep with him.” I blurt it out fast, then walk towards the balcony doors, because I can’t bear to look at Henry and see his expression.
“After watching that kiss, I want to see you sleep with him, too. I’m okay with that.” Hearing Henry says this freezes me in mid-step.
Did I hear Henry right? Or did I have so much to drink that I’m imagining things? “Really?”
“Really! It would be so hot to see you with another man! Especially Xavier!”
“You don’t think it would be weird? I mean, he’s our friend. It seems like he’s your new best friend.”
Henry thinks for a moment. “Maybe. But I think it would be hotter to see you two. I nearly shot my wad right there when you kissed him! Holy fuck that was hot!”
I can’t deny that was a hot kiss and I’m still reeling from it. That extremely abbreviated and directed-at-me version of Truth or Dare is not something I expected for this weekend, but it was so sexy! And Xavier’s kiss? It was hotter than that actor in the wet t-shirt in that version of Pride and Prejudice that everyone raves about. Seriously. It was magical and intense and I’m still sexually wired from that kiss!
“But will we be okay?” I ask. I walk back to the bed and sit down next to him, close, but not quite touching him. It feels like I can’t really touch him until we figure this out. Henry’s looking at me like he wants to have sex, but I can’t leave this conversation unfinished.
“Sure, why wouldn’t we be? You think he’s hot, right?” Henry responds, looking at me like it’s no big deal.
Of course I think Xavier’s hot! It wasn’t until we started spending so much time with Xavier that I remembered how sexy I find black men – and Xavier is drop-dead sexy. He has an amazing body and I like who he is as a person! I’d love to know what he looks like without any clothes on… I’ve always found black men incredibly sexy, but I’ve never slept with a black man. It was something I always meant to do…but then I met Henry and that was that.
“Look. I can’t deny I’m attracted to Xavier. And after tonight, I think we all know that the attraction is mutual,” I say, looking away from Henry. I still can’t quite wrap my mind around him not being mad at me about this.
“There was something about the way that Xavier treats you,” Henry says. He touches my arm. “Look at me. I started seeing you through his eyes, imagining what it would be like to sleep with you for the first time. To watch your eyes as I touched you and discovered what you like and what you responded to. Not that I ever forget how gorgeous you are, but watching him kiss you was so hot. I gotta admit it was hot to imagine you kissing him and touching him. Does that make you mad?”
I think a moment before answering. “No, I don’t think so.”
“Fuck yeah,” Henry drawls, rubbing his crotch. “Watching him kissed you turn me on. I want to see you with Xavier. You like Xavier. Xavier sure as hell wants to fuck you. Am I missing something?”
I sigh in exasperation.
“We’re not in our twenties anymore! This is our marriage! I thought you were joking on Tuesday night!” Of course, I had fantasized that he wasn’t joking…but that was a fantasy!
“What does it have to be any different? Who cares if we’re wearing rings and sharing a bank account. We can do whatever we want.”
Henry does have a point. Am I making too big a deal of this? Or is he downplaying the importance of our marriage?
“Is this just because you want to see me have sex with Xavier? Or is this something you want to see me do regularly, with other men?”
“I’m not sure,” he says. “I haven’t thought that far.”
“So if I want to sleep with another man, I just can?” I challenge.
“Well, no,” Henry says, and I think my question is finally sinking in.
More gently, I say, “Look, we need to figure this out together. Is this something we do together, like do you always want to watch? Do you want to participate? Are you okay if I sleep with someone else when you’re not there? What are the boundaries?”
Henry crosses the room and picks up a bottle of water from the table and drains it in one long gulp. He stands there and watches me, with a considering look in his eyes.
“This is what I’m thinking,” he starts, much more seriously this time. “This is something we do together, whether or not I’m with you when it happens. It’s not a free pass to just sleep with any guy you want. We talk about it first.”
“Good, because I don’t want that kind of marriage. It doesn’t seem like it would be a marriage.”
“Okay. But let me finish,” Henry says.
“Sorry. Go on.”
“Who’s to say we can’t open our marriage a little, or even just open it a little now and then?”
I hesitate before answering. “I’m not sure.”
“We had fun before we were married right?” Henry asks, pushing the subject.
“But that was before we were serious – I always thought of that as young and foolish behavior, not something we would do once we were married…”
Back before we got married, we used to go out drinking a lot, and get really trashed on the weekends. I suppose I was a bit wilder then, before we got serious – I thought playing games was a way to test Henry’s commitment to and desire for me. There was this bar we played pool at and I would regularly flirt with other guys, in front of Henry, and sometimes I’d let them kiss or grope me. It became a game we played and eventually reached the point that I would pick up one of these guys and we would take them home with us. Henry would watch these guys fuck me senseless, then we would send them on their way. In hindsight, I can see how foolish and dumb that was.
“It was always so hot to watch you with someone else,” Henry says, leaning towards me.
“Really? I always thought it was something we did when we were drunk.”
“Edith, it’s one of the reasons I asked you to marry me,” Henry says. The look in his eyes is intense and serious.
“What?” I ask, feeling a little alarmed. This is completely news to me!
“I loved how spontaneous you were, how you bucked the rules about how other people were having relationships.”
“But Henry, we drank a lot back then. I was also stupidly immature and thought that if you still came back after I teased you like that and played those games, that it meant you really loved me.” I’m trying to keep my voice down, but it’s really hard. My emotions are a jumble of confusion and wondering whether or not our marriage is as stable and good as I’ve thought up until this point.
When I look back at Henry, the expression on his face is a mixture of expectation and worry.
“Are you happy with our marriage?” I finally ask, bracing myself for the worst.
“Oh, Edith! Of course I am!” Henry says emphatically, moving from across the table to the chair next to me and pulling it close to me. He puts his hand on my arm and his eyes soften. “Don’t ever think I don’t love you will all my heart.”
“Really?” I ask. I still feel so confused. “Do you want me to be like I was when we were dating? Or do you want me to be like I’ve been since we’ve been married?”
Henry thinks for a moment, his eyes never leaving mine.
“Is it possible to have the woman you are now; with a little bit of the woman you were when we were dating?”
“Maybe?” I say. “Honestly, this is a lot to take in. I thought we were happy…”
“We are happy,” Henry says again. “And I’m happy, too. There’s no other woman I would have as my wife, Edith. You are the only woman I love and I love you completely.”
“Are you sure?” I ask, feeling a little reassured, but still confused.
“Absolutely,” he says.
“Do you miss the woman I was, the woman I was when we were dating?”
“Sometimes. A little.” Henry says, rubbing my arm now. “But it doesn’t mean I love you any less.”
“Okay,” I say, my stomach starting to unclench a little.
“This could be, something we do occasionally. And only when we both agree. You can say no. I can say no. I want to see you with another man, again. I love watching you like that, seeing if a man can turn you on in the same way I can, and see how they turn you on differently. It’s incredibly sexy and erotic for me. I’ve missed that, from when we were dating.”
“Okay.” I hadn’t realized he had thought this through so much. What seemed like a porn fantasy is now something more…real. It seems more about watching me and a little less so about the other man, though I’m not sure I see where the dividing line is there.
“What do you think?” Henry asks, coming back to the bed and sitting down next to me. “Would this make you happy?”
“I’m just concerned about what it will do to our marriage, how our marriage will change. I don’t want it to become like it was when we were dating – that was fun, but it’s not what I want now.”
“That makes sense,” Henry agrees.
“I think I’m okay with this,” I say. “I might want to revisit this at some point, though. Sleeping with Xavier would definitely make me happy.”
“I’m fine with that.”
“Do you want to sleep with other women?” I ask, mentally crossing my fingers for luck. I realize it sounds weird that I don’t want him to sleep with another woman, even if I get to sleep with another man, but I don’t want to share him. I’m not sure I want to be shared, but my desire for Xavier is stronger than that. Does that make me a hypocrite or just an incredibly horny wife with permission from her husband?
“Not particularly,” Henry says, cuddling up to me and wrapping his arms around me. “You’re more than enough woman for me.”
I can’t help but smile like a teenager at that. “You flatterer.”
“So, we’re on the same page?” Henry asks.
I turn towards him and smile. “Yeah, I think we are,” I say, then lean in and give him a long, slow kiss. He kisses me back enthusiastically.
Henry pushes me back on the bed and pins me down.
I smile and squirm under him. We make love quickly and urgently. New emotions flood through me and it seems like tonight, sex with my husband means more – like there is a new promise between us and a new freedom for me. It’s heady and exciting to know that I have a pass to sleep with Xavier, and it scares me a little, too.




Chapter 9 – At Sea
“So,” Xavier says at breakfast the next morning, a slow smile spreading on his face, “I heard back from Felix and he said we could borrow his boat today. You guys want to go?”
“Is this Felix of the big-ass boat Felix?” Marcus asks, grabbing a couple pieces of toast from a plate in the center of the table.
“Yeah, the one we went out with last month.”
“Where is he? Isn’t he out here every weekend?” Marcus asks. “Seems like he’s out here more than you are.”
Xavier’s laugh booms. “True. True. He is out here a lot this year. Felix had to fly to Japan for a business thing. Apparently all last minute and non-negotiable.”
“Ah, too bad,” Marlene says. “For one of those hedge fund guys, he’s not bad. A bit brash, but…”
“It’s a roomy thing, the boat,” Xavier says, looking directly at me. “You’ve seen the dock down the beach a way?”
I nod and smile, but even I can feel it’s a little forced. I’m distracted and not-quite-here because I feel awkward about last night and my conversation with Henry afterwards. What makes it stranger is that Xavier seems the same as he did yesterday, like the kiss didn’t happen last night. I’m torn between a regret of agreeing to come out this weekend, since we had planned to try and work through some things this weekend, but also happy we came because Xavier shirtless, the beach, and Xavier shirtless and flirting with me – and apparently I can sleep with him if I really want to. And I do – but it’s not as easy as just doing it. The prospect of making my fantasy a reality is intimidating. Can I really have this and a happy marriage with Henry? I push these thoughts out of my mind and focus on right here, right now.
When everyone agrees that boating is the preferred activity for the day, Xavier says, “Then that’s settled. I know where he keeps his spare keys, so I’ll pick those up when we walk over.”
“Help me put together some lunch?” Marlene asks, standing and heading towards the kitchen.
Once we’re alone, she turns to me and gives me a hug.
“Are you okay? After last night… And you and Henry look so serious out there. Or, more like you look so serious.”
Marlene and I work on putting together a picnic hamper of snacks and sandwiches, and a cooler of beer and booze, and I tell her about the conversation Henry and I had.
“Don’t worry,” Marlene says, “I’m sure it’s going to work out so that everyone’s happy.”
I wish I felt the same confidence.
Part of me wishes I had the nerve to just ask Xavier, or even Marlene since she knows him better, just what’s going on. Am I the only one that doesn’t understand the rules of engagement for the weekend? Is there a sub-text I’m missing?
And what about me? Right now, I’m not sure I even know what I want. Sure, the idea of sleeping with Xavier is sexy and not without its enticements, but…my marriage. Henry. What does that mean for our marriage? Does it mean we’re so far into a rut that we need me to sleep with another man in order for Henry and I to be happy? I thought we were happy. Does it mean that we can’t work it out on our own? Is Henry really happy, like he claims, with our marriage?
So many questions are running through my mind that it’s overwhelming and making me kind of sad. I don’t want to be sad this weekend, dammit!
Once we’re on the boat, which is, as far as I can tell, a yacht, the mood of our group increases in happiness and relaxedness. Being out on the open water is nothing short of perfect and this boat is amazing. It’s a luxurious three-level Fairline Targa yacht, with a bedroom and full kitchen below deck, a big deck with seats, and then an upper level with the steering and radio equipment. It feels like the kind of thing you see in movies, when people are on the Italian or French Riviera.
There is just enough wind for there to be light waves, but the boat powers smoothly through them. Xavier cuts the motor when there aren’t any other boats around and we’re far enough away that the shoreline looks as thin as a pencil.
“Isn’t this wonderful?” Xavier asks, peeling off his shirt and pulling a bottle of beer from the cooler. “I’ve been thinking about buying one of these.”
“That’d be pretty sweet,” Henry says, taking a long pull on a bottle of beer and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.
“Go swimming if you like. There’s a dive deck aft.”
“Is it safe?” I ask. “Is there anything I need to worry about?”
“Nah, nothing to worry about out here. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a shark around here. As long as you know how to swim, you’ll be fine. Just don’t go too far, in case another boat comes by – it’s easy to miss swimmers if you’re not looking for them.”
“Got it,” I say, then head down to the dive deck. There, I slide out of my shorts and tank top and leave them by the stairs.
I shield my eyes and survey the water. There aren’t any other boats close by, so I raise my arms above my head and dive in.
The water feels delicious as I swim below the surface. Everything goes even quieter and the heat of the sun is suddenly, coolly muted.
I swim around the boat a couple of times, stretching my muscles and letting the cool sea water flow around me and buoy me up. It feels amazing out here – quiet and secluded, away from everything.
Floating on my back, I close my eyes and consider the whole thing with Xavier. It’s fun and it feels like a delicious seduction, but I know it’s forbidden. It doesn’t matter that my body sometimes literally aches for him. Like last night, my pussy was throbbing and I couldn’t stop imagining what it would be like to be in his arms, above him and below him, and having him inside me.
Swimming back to the boat, it feels good to stretch out my muscles. I can feel the kinks and tightness melting away.
“Good swim?” Henry asks, handing me a towel as I climb up the ladder and back on the boat.
“Yeah,” I say, rubbing the towel over my arms and squeezing the excess water from my hair. “It’s a little cool, but it feels refreshing – like you’re floating in the middle of nowhere. It’s relaxing, if you want to give it a try.”
“Maybe I will,” he says, then heads back to where he left his beer.
Back up on deck, I lay down next to Marlene, who’s engrossed in a fat paperback, and I lather the sunblock on my skin and then lay out on a lounger, a cold bottle of beer at my side and my hat shielding my face. I can hear the guys talking in the distance, probably sports again, and it’s nice to hear the chatter of their voices, even though I can’t really make out the conversation.
“Hey, I’m going out for a dip, want to come?” Marlene asks, stretching her arms as she stands up.
“Nah, I think I’m going to stay here. I’ll probably go out again later, though.”
I watch Marlene as she goes down the stairs to the dive deck, and then diving into the water.
When I go to turn over and lay on my stomach, Marlene still isn’t back, but I need more sunblock put on my back. I don’t see Henry around, but I see Xavier sitting on the upper deck, watching the water. I’m not sure where the other guys went and I wonder if I dozed off for a while. Between the beer and the sun, it wouldn’t be a surprise.
“Hey,” I say, shielding my eyes as I call up to Xavier.
I feel my sex twinge and hum at just the sight of Xavier. Spending time with him is something I enjoy, but I’m realizing that after this weekend, it’s not something I should do often. Instead, I should let Henry have that friendship and step away a little. It’s getting awkward. Or, at least it’s becoming awkward for me. And what will everything be like if I do sleep with him? How will his friendship with Henry and me be? Will he think he can have me whenever he feels like it? Whenever I feel like it?
Even though it would be better if Henry or Marlene did it, I ask Xavier to spread sunblock on my back. I want to lay on my stomach and read the paperback I have in my bag, but I don’t want my back to fry.
“Sure,” Xavier says. He strolls over and takes the bottle of sunblock from my hands. I lay back down on the lounger and turn my head away from him. The sight of Xavier wearing just a pair of short swim trunks makes me melt into a puddle of desire.
“Oh!” He squirts the sunblock on my back and I’m surprised at how it seems to be cooler than anything else right now. I hear him put the bottle back down on the table next to me, and then his hands are on me.
It takes everything in me to not squirm and press my body up into his touch, like a contented cat. His hands move in slow circles up and down my back. It feels like he’s lingering, but I’m pretty sure that’s just me fantasizing than what he’s really doing.
Xavier’s hands move to the sides of my torso and I can feel my nipples twinge and contract almost painfully tight and my body arches up into his hands. If I had to sit up right now, there is absolutely no way I could hide the arousal that Xavier’s touch incites in me. When he lazily slides his hands down the sides of my torso, just barely running his finger along the side of my breast, I have to bite my lip to stifle a gasp and a moan.
“I think that’s good,” I say quickly, feeling my face and chest flood with heat and color.
“Are you sure,” he asks, his voice slow and low. “I can spread some more cream on you, if you need it.”
It feels like he’s deliberately trying to provoke a reaction from me, though I’m trying hard not to take the bait. I’m not sure I could actually stop myself if Xavier really touched me. The wall of my ability to resist him is becoming weaker and weaker.
“Yeah, I’m fine,” I say, turning my head so I can look at him and give him a big smile.
“Right. Then I’ll leave you to your sunbathing,” he says.
As he walks back to his seat, I can’t help but stare at his high butt and incredibly well-toned legs. His skin is glistening with sweat and it looks darkly magnificent.
You’ve gotta stop drooling over Xavier! I try and tell myself, though I don’t tear my eyes away from him. When he turns to sit down, he looks my way and I’m glad I’m wearing dark sunglasses and have a hat on. I hope he can’t see that I’m watching him, I think, then shift myself in the lounger so that my face is not directly facing him.
“Are you staring at Xav’s ass?” Henry’s playful voice snaps me out of my daydream. He’s dripping wet, clearly having gone for a swim. Wow, I must have dozed off for a while.
“Why would I ever do that?” I tease, though Henry knows why I am. Since we’ve been with Xavier this weekend, my attraction to him has only grown – and know Henry knows... After our spectacularly awkward conversation last night, I feel a little less guilty about ogling Xavier. It still seems so…wicked. I mean, how does it work, Henry sharing me with Xavier? Obviously, the sex part is easy. But what does it do for our marriage? Does it mean we love each other less? I’m still working this out for myself.
More quietly, Henry says, “You know why.” Henry’s a bit more enthusiastic about this than I am. I mean, in theory I’m ten-thousand percent down with this! I’ve been imagining what Xavier’s cock looks and tastes like, and how it would feel to ride his cock, since about the moment I first laid eyes on him. But acting out that fantasy? I’m a little…okay, I’m a lot nervous about that!
“I know,” I say, smiling at him.
Marcus and Marlene come out of the water at the same time, laughing at some joke, and Marcus and Henry go up and join Xavier.
Marlene smiles back at me and lays down on the lounger next to me. “Enjoying the day?” She asks, looking at me as if there’s another question she wants to ask, but isn’t.
“Oh, definitely,” I say.
Thoughts of sex flood my mind. Sex with Henry. What I imagine sex would be like with Xavier. Henry and I have been having really good sex this weekend, fueled partly by my attraction to Xavier, though now that Henry knows about that, there’s a different electricity between us. The atmosphere feels heady with sexual promise. Is this the beginning of a new phase of our marriage?




Chapter 10 – Poker Night
“Today was amazing!” Henry says, his face bright red with a sunburn.
After our talk last night, I feel pretty good about everything with Henry. I don’t have any reason to doubt him when he says he’s okay with the idea of me sleeping with Xavier. I’m still more than a little self-conscious about the kiss, but I’ve been able to kinda play that off as a drunken thing, when Marcus teased me about it and Marlene asked me about it later.
Now, we’re heading back to the house and Xavier and Marcus are going to grill again. The plan is to just stay in and chill out, keep it low key. There’s been a vibe between Xavier and me all day, and when we’ve touched it’s been like a bolt of electricity, though neither of us has said anything or even hinted at anything. It makes me wonder if last night really was a drunken thing or if he’s just lying in wait before springing something new on me. The funny thing is, my body is reacting to him even more! I can’t stop thinking about the kiss, how consuming it was and how it felt so delicious, yet utterly, utterly wrong. Too, in hindsight it was sexy that Henry was there to witness that. I’ve never thought of myself as an exhibitionist, but…
“Help me make sides for dinner?” Marlene asks once we’re back at the beach house.
“Definitely,” I say. “I’m just going to go change my clothes first.”
“Yeah, take your time.”
Upstairs, I slip off my denim shorts and catch my reflection in the mirror. After just a few days, I’ve developed a deep tan and there are noticeable lines from my bikini. I run my hands down my sides, turning and looking at my body. I think after Henry and I married, I stopped really looking at my body. Sure, I go to the gym or take yoga classes most weeks, and I try to eat well and keep fit, but I stopped thinking about my body as a body. It’s like after getting married, there has been a lot less need to keep close tabs on my body and to remind myself how I looked. Looking at my body now, it’s like I’m seeing it anew. My muscles are still toned and my stomach is flat, and I have nice muscle definition, without looking like a body builder. And after all the time in the sun, my medium blonde hair is so much lighter. Smiling at my reflection, I feel good about how I look. One thing that’s happened from spending all this time around Xavier, is that I’m feeling incredibly sexy – and in a much different way than I do when I’m with Henry. I know that Henry feels that way about me, but it’s a completely different thing receiving that attention from Xavier. It’s like having the most popular boy in school fawn over you.
Returning to the kitchen, I wash my hands at the kitchen sink. “What can I help you with?”
Marlene explains the salad and vegetable kabobs she wants, so we set to chopping vegetables. We get in a groove with the work, her handing me vegetables and telling me exactly what she wants, though we don’t really talk otherwise. It’s a nice break from the intensity of the weekend and preparing the food is almost meditative.
“Do you want me to put these on the skewers?”
“Not yet,” Marlene says. “We need to marinate them for about thirty minutes.” She pours some white wine vinegar and olive oil into a bowl, then adds a handful of parsley, lime juice, and garlic.
Once everything is done, we grab some beers and walk out to the beach.
“This place is addictive, isn’t it?” Marlene asks.
“God, yes,” I say. “I don’t think I’d ever return to the city if I lived here. It’s just so, relaxing and beautiful. I wouldn’t even mind winter storms.”
“You’re starting to sound like Xavier. No, no. Don’t worry about anything,” she laughs when I start to blush again. “You can talk about it if you want to, otherwise I’m not going to ask.”
“Honestly, I don’t know what to think,” I confide. She saw what happened last night, so it’s not like the news is a revelation to her. “I love Henry, but I’m also attracted to Xavier. Does that make me a bad wife?”
“Well, what does Henry think?”
I tell her about the conversation we had last night and how he’s okay with me sleeping with Xavier. “But I still can’t quite wrap my mind around that.”
“Girl, if you have the chance for Xavier, jump at it.”
I give her a long look. “I thought you’re with Marcus?”
“Oh, I am. But I went out with Xavier first. We dated for a few months, but it just wasn’t right. Then one day he invites Marcus over to watch a football game, and it was done. I saw Marcus and just knew he was the one. We’re probably getting married before too much longer.”
I sit and watch the waves for a moment, to process this.
“Isn’t that weird?”
“Nah. Well, maybe it was when I first met Marcus and realized he was the one for me.” Marlene finishes her beer and pushes the bottle into the sand so that it doesn’t fall over and roll away. “But I can tell you this as sure as I can tell you anything: sex with Xavier is out of this world.” Marlene smiles and shakes her head at a memory.
“Really?”
“Really. If you have the ‘get out of jail’ free card for sleeping with him, do it. You will not be disappointed. And I’ve seen the way he watches you and how you react to him, even before last night. He’s definitely interested in you.”
“But I’m married…” I say, my confusion about the situation settling in again.
“Fuck being married. Xavier is hot and you will not regret it. Don’t overthink it.”
“Interesting,” I say. “It’s tempting, that’s for sure.”
Marlene just smiles knowingly. “Let’s go check and see how the guys are doing. The grill has to be super hot for the kabobs, so we have to do them first and let the grill cool a bit.”
We all find a better groove during dinner. After talking with Marlene on the beach, something inside me relaxed a little bit. Why not take the opportunity?
By the time we’re all sitting on the deck after dinner, I’m drinking a little more than normal, but I feel good. It’s helping me loosen up a little bit more – because I’ve decided I’m going to take Marlene’s advice and I’m definitely going to sleep with Xavier tonight. I don’t know exactly how it’s going to happen, but I will be exploring every dark inch of his body before the night is out.
“Hey, Xav,” I say, leaning forward and looking at him. He’s sitting a couple of seats down from me.
“Yeah, Edith,” he smiles. “What’s up?”
“Got any cards? How about playing gin or something?”
“Know how to play poker?” Xavier asks. Marlene gives him a quick glance, but I can’t read the look on her face.
“A bit, but I could use a refresher.”
“Everyone else?”
We get fresh drinks and then settle in at the dining table. Xavier goes over the rules and makes sure everyone understands. He has poker chips, but we’re not going to play for money, just the chips.
At the end of a few rounds, I’m up a bit and have almost as large a stack of chips as Xavier and Marcus.
“I’m not sure you’re going to make it much longer, Henry,” Xavier says, eyeing Henry’s dwindling pile of chips.
“It’s alright. This is fun, but not my night for poker. I don’t have Edith’s luck tonight.” He says, leaning over and giving me a quick kiss.
“How about we make this a little more interesting?” Marlene asks with a smile.
Xavier raises his eyebrow at me and the edges of his mouth lift into a sly smile. “Just what did you have in mind?”
“Why not some strip poker?”
Everyone looks at me. “What? Why not? We’re all friends here.”
Xavier laughs and says, “Sure, why not? What do the rest of you think?”
“I’m game,” Marcus says. “Honey?”
“I’m game, too,” Henry says. “Edith?”
I’m feeling bold from the beer and scotch we’ve been drinking. “What the hell,” I say. Marlene winks at me when I look at her and it’s obvious that she’s helping me with my decision to sleep with Xavier.
“Alrighty then. Deal and let’s get this party started.”
“Whatever you say, Marlene,” Xavier says, then looks at me with a smirk on his face.
None of us are wearing much in the way of clothing, so it doesn’t take long before the men are bare-chested and Marlene and I have taken off our tank tops, but we still have our bikinis on.
“I fold,” Henry says, pushing his cards to the center of the table.
“Call,” I say, then everyone starts revealing their cards.
Marcus flips his cards, revealing a pair of twos and a pair of eights.
“Hah!” Marlene cries out happily. “I have you beat!” She flips her cards, revealing three sixes.
“Well, I think I have everyone beat,” I boast. “Look and weep!”
I turn over my cards, showing four Kings.
“Look at you!” Marlene exclaims, smiling and leaning over to give me a hug. “I bet you’ve won this hand!”
“Man, I can’t top that,” Henry says, revealing a completely unmatched set of cards.
Xavier snort-laughs. “What in the hell were you thinking?”
“Bluffing. Sometimes it works…”
“What about you?” Marcus says to Xavier. “Your turn.”
Xavier reveals his cards. Three aces.
“Whoa. That’s a beautiful thing, but that means my beautiful wife wins!” Henry says, leaning over and giving me a big, smacking kiss.
“I won!!” I scream, greedily pulling all the chips towards me. I can’t believe I’ve won the last few hands! It feels incredibly lucky.
If I didn’t know better, I would think Xavier was stacking the deck in my favor, but why would he do that?
“I’m probably going to be out soon, too,” Marlene says after a few more hands. She’s down to just her bikini.
I still have my bikini and shorts on, since I’ve won the last few hands. Marcus and Henry are down to their boxers, though Xavier still has his shorts on.
“I need to take you to Vegas!” Henry says, smiling broadly and leaning over to kiss me. “I’m so proud of you!”
I see Xavier and Marcus exchange a look, but I have no idea what it means.
“Let’s up the stakes,” Xavier says, looking at everyone in turn. “What do you say. Are you game?”
“What do you have in mind?” I ask. I’m hoping I win a couple more rounds, so that Xavier ends up naked…
“How about,” Xavier says, rubbing his chin for a moment, “we play for sex? Winner gets to choose who they want to take to bed, no strings attached, doesn’t have to be who they came here with.”
I tense up, but quickly relax. I’ve been winning, so that probably means I’ll get to choose.
“Sure,” I say, feeling confident. I finish my beer and get up to grab another from the fridge, and bring a couple more back to the table.
Everyone else agrees, and we start.
The next round, I lose.
“You gotta take something off,” Marcus says.
I feel frustrated. What went differently this hand? Whatever, I think. Clearly this was just a one-off loss.
“Fine,” I say, though I’m smiling. I stand up and shimmy out of my denim skirt, making a show of tossing it onto the couch.
“That’s a fine woman you got there, Henry,” Marcus says. “Better keep an eye on her or someone’s going to snatch her up!”
On the next hand, Henry, Marcus, and I fold, leaving Marlene going up against Xavier. Marlene loses.
“Guys…” she says. All she has on is her bikini.
“Gotta follow the rules, babe,” Xavier says, grinning at her. He motions his hands in a just take it off already motion.
“Fine. It’s nothing you haven’t seen before,” she admonishes, though she’s laughing as she says it. She undoes her bikini top and sits back down topless. She has amazing, small breasts – incredibly perky and pale. She’s clearly been working on her tan this summer.
I see Henry’s eyes flare slightly, like he didn’t realize this game would actually go this far. I’m just feeling a little relieved that I’m not the one who lost this hand. I really want to sleep with Xavier, but I’m not sure I want to be on display to Marcus and Marlene. That seems like it might be a bit much.
The next hand, Marcus folds early, Henry goes all in, and I bet half my chips.
Xavier flips over the next card and Henry groans. “Well that’s me out.”
“Sorry man,” Xavier says. “Couldn’t have known.”
“Enh, it’s no biggie. I’ve never been great at poker.” Henry says, stretching and draping his arm over the back of my chair.
“Looks like it’s you and me,” Xavier says, grinning at me. I do my best to hide the fact that I’m really gambling on this hand. I have a decent hand, but I’m totally bluffing.
And then Xavier turns over the next card.
“Well fuck,” I say. I turn over my cards and all the guys just shake their heads, and Xavier collects all the chips from the center of the table.
“You held out for that?” Marcus asks.
“It was a gamble, I know,” I say. “Well, I guess I’m joining the club,” I say, smiling at Marlene.
“It’s a good club she says,” laughing as I undo my bikini top and my breasts spill out. Unlike Marlene, my breasts are much larger and heavier than hers. I can hear a sharp intake of breath from Marcus, as I toss my bikini top on top of my skirt. Glancing at Xavier, he’s just staring at my breasts and licking his lips, and it just makes me wet. The sight of his tongue sends a shiver through me, as I imagine him with his head between his legs and his tongue on my clit.
I bet low the next hand and fold early, so it comes down to Marcus and Xavier. Marcus goes all in. Again, Xavier wins. Marcus is left in his boxers and out of chips.
Xavier is the only person wearing more than a single piece of clothing. All the confidence I felt earlier in the game is gone. How could I have gone from winning so many hands to losing?
Now, it’s just Marlene and I against Xavier. There’s just no way we can win individually – Marlene and I are down to small piles of chips and unless one of us wins, we’re both out this round. I look at Marlene.
“Pool our resources?” I ask.
“Actually, I think I’ll just donate my chips to you.”
“Are you sure?”
“Completely,” she says, handing me her remaining chips. “Now beat Xavier and make him strip!”
Laughing, I say, “I’ll do my damnedest, you can count on it!”
Xavier deals the cards.
I peek at my cards, trying not to show my excitement when I see two Jacks and a King. A pair isn’t the greatest, but I’m going to gamble and ask for three new cards. I place half my chips in the pot and discard three cards. Xavier slides three new cards to me. When I look at my cards, it takes every bit of restraint to not start screaming and jumping up and down! I’ve just been dealt amazing cards!
I watch Xavier as he considers the cards he has. His face gives absolutely nothing away. Placing them face-down on the table, he looks at me and smiles. “I see your bet and raise it.”
When I see the card that Xavier turns over in the river, I do my best not to react at all, but it’s hard. Unless he has aces, I’m pretty sure that I can win this hand no problem. I push all my chips in and call.
“And I see your bet and call.” I push all my chips in, to match his and up the stakes.
“Show us what you got!” Marcus says, leaning forward.
“Well, I have this,” I tease, turning over two Kings. “And maybe I have these, too.”
“Holy shit! That’s amazing, Edith!” Marlene exclaims when she sees the three Jacks. It’s a Full House and not that many hands can beat it.
“Man, I think you’re going to be doing some stripping soon,” Henry jokes.
As soon as Xavier smiles, I know I’m done for.
“Show me your cards.”
I turn over my cards and spread them out in front of me. Picking up my beer, I take a swig from it, and then nervously play with the paper label.
With excruciating slowness, Xavier turns over his cards. He has four Aces. I’ve lost.
“Well fuck,” I say.
Even though I’m pretty certain Xavier is going to choose me to take to bed tonight, I’m frustrated and mad as hell at losing so badly.
“Take it off,” Xavier says. “Follow the rules… Show me your tan lines – all of them.”
I’m excited to strip in front of Xavier, though I’m less excited about Marcus seeing me naked. But I’ve had just enough beer to not care that much, so I stand up, hook my thumbs on the sides of my bikini bottoms, and slide them off.
“Damn,” Xavier says, slowly looking me up and down.
I sit back down and cross my arms across my chest.
“Awww, don’t be a sore loser,” Marcus says.
“What happened there? I was doing so well there for a while.” I can’t help but pout.
Marcus and Xavier share a look and laugh.
“You know that trip Xavier and I are going on next week?” Marcus asks. I nod my head. “We’re going to the Shasta Poker Invitational in Vegas next week.”
“Oh! I’ve heard about that. Remember, Edith, that’s the one I watched last year, on TV.”
“But,” I say, pausing as it all comes crashing together in my mind. “Those are pros.” I turn to Xavier. “You mean to tell me you’re a professional poker player?”
He laughs and leans back in his chair, though I can see him still eyeing my body. “Semi-pro. If I win at Shasta, then I’ll be ranked as pro.”
“Goddammit. That’s not fair,” I say. “You let me win all those hands, didn’t you?” In my anger and frustration, I start waving my arms. All the men’s eyes go straight to my chest before I realize how much I’m jiggling and bouncing around.
Xavier smiles and stands up and walks around the table, stopping behind me and putting his hands on my shoulders.
“Yes, yes I did,” he says into my ear and he snakes a hand under my hair and down my chest. He caresses my breasts and rolls my already-hard nipple in his fingers. I groan.
“And now I’m going to take my prize. All night long.” Xavier pulls my hair away from my neck and licks it.
I’m incredibly wet.
“Annnnd I think that’s our cue to go to bed. Right darling?” Marlene says, standing up and holding Marcus’s hand. Marcus is clearly enjoying what he’s seeing, but Marlene pulls him towards the stairs. “We’ll see you all in the morning. Have fun!”
“Goodnight you two,” Xavier says, never taking his hands off of me.
Xavier grasps my arm and lifts me up out of my chair, holding me in front of him.
“Now where were we?” He asks, lightly running his hands over my breasts and stomach, and smiling like the cat who got the cream. “Oh that’s right, it’s time for me to collect my prize.”




Chapter 11 – The Claiming of the Prize
I’m standing in front of Xavier, naked, and my body is quivering with anticipation. Xavier runs his hands lightly over my body, and it makes me gasp and moan.
Is this really happening?! I ask myself. It’s like all of my birthdays and Christmases rolled into one big, dark, luscious gift.
I glance at Henry and he’s staring at us intently.
“Don’t look at him,” Xavier puts his hand on my chin and moves my head so that I’m looking up at his face. “Look at me. Tonight, you are mine. He,” Xavier says, tilting his head at Henry, “he can watch. But he can’t speak and he can’t act. It’s only you and me.”
My knees practically go weak. My pussy is already throbbing and begging for attention, and I’ve been wet for what seems like hours.
Xavier chuckles. “You’re not going to say anything? You’re not going to do anything?”
A blush spreads over me. Honestly, I don’t know what to do. It feels like I’ve won the lottery – I can’t quite believe it and I don’t know what the first thing I want to do is – even though I’ve run through this scenario in my mind a hundred times just since the weekend started. There are just so many things I want to do.
“This blushing is really quite charming,” Xavier runs his finger along my hairline and down my neck. I tilt my head so that my neck is extended under his hand.
I pause another moment before speaking, enjoying the feel of his hand on my skin. Even though we’ve touched before, it’s always been for normal things – passing plates, bottles of beer – though when he rubbed sunblock on my back certainly didn’t feel normal or innocent. Part of me wants this night to go as slowly as possible and I want to remember every sinful and sexy minute of it.
“You’re the winner,” I say, licking my lips and staring into his eyes, “your game, your win, your rules. You lead.”
A sound like a growl comes from Xavier and he pulls me close to him. My nipples are as hard as bullets and they press into his bare chest. His hand slides down my back and grasps my ass, hard. “Is that so?”
“Y-yes,” I say. My heart is racing and this is so overwhelming that I feel like I’m about to faint.
“Then come with me,” he says. He turns my body around so that I’m in front of him. He places his hands on my hips and directs me through the living room and up the stairs to his bedroom. I’m not sure where Henry is right now and I’m not sure I care, because with Xavier’s hand on my naked body, my mind is on overload and all I can think about is fucking him.
We reach the doorway to his bedroom and I turn to Xavier.
“Make this unforgettable,” I say. I place both of my hands on his chest and his muscles shift and ripple below my touch. Reaching up with one hand, I pull his head down to mine and lift my head up to kiss him, while running my other hand down across his stomach and pushing my fingers under the elastic of his boxer shorts. Xavier gasps as my fingertips touch the very top of the inside of his thighs. I tickle the hair there slightly and pull my head away from his, so I can watch his reaction. His eyes fall on my arm in his shorts and he pushes his hips towards my hand.
We walk backward into his bedroom and he pushes me onto his bed.
His bed is enormous and fills half of the room. The balcony doors off his room are open and salty air is making the gauzy white curtains flutter and billow into the room.
I lay back on Xavier’s bed, watching him. He’s looking at me like I’m a delicious meal and he’s going to take his time devouring me. I’m looking forward to it.
Xavier walks over to the wall and presses a button that makes a door slide away, revealing an expensive collection of electronics and a large television. He pushes a few buttons and music fills the air, a heavy bass thumping and pounding urgently.
Facing me again, Xavier comes and stands in front of me. I’m laying back on his bed, propped on my elbows, one leg hanging over the edge of the bed and the other cocked up on the bed. I’m open and exposed to him, and it’s thrilling!
“That looks really tasty,” Xavier says, his eyes raking over my body and stopping on my pussy. My body is yearning so much for him to touch me, but the anticipation is almost worth it. I squirm as he stares at me – it’s like he’s memorizing my body.
“Kneel on the floor,” Xavier says. A shiver runs through me. I’m finally going to see him naked! Tingles run through my body. Will he be as large as I think he is? Will I even be able to fit it in me? My mind races and I can’t help smiling like an idiot as I lower myself in front of him, folding my legs underneath me and sitting on my heels.
I look up at him and smile, then reach for his shorts. Xavier stands straight as I undo his shorts and pull them and his boxers down. I keep eye contact with him the entire time and savor the feeling of his muscles flexing in response to the touch of my hands on his skin.
Standing naked in front of me, Xavier is even more impressive than I ever imagined. His body is ripped and is a perfect example of muscle definition. He looks like a predatory panther.
I run my hands up his legs, tracing his muscles and feeling his springy hair bend beneath my hands. He groans slightly. I take my time tracing my hands up his legs, feeling his strength and power, and savoring every moment of this fantasy come to life.
Xavier’s cock twitches and bounces when I run finger along the line of it. He’s hard. And big. Bigger than any cock I’ve ever seen. It’s gorgeous and thick and long. Meeting Xavier’s eyes, I open my mouth and take the head of his luscious cock in my mouth, working my tongue in time to the bass of the music.
“Suck it, Edith. Suck it hard and take it all,” Xavier growls, putting his hand on my head and pushing it down.
I gasp and choke as his cock invades my mouth. I work to open my mouth and throat, while bobbing my head up and down his cock, licking and sucking it like it’s a big, savory piece of candy. When I slip my mouth off the tip of his cock, it glistens with my saliva. He pushes my head down again and I can taste pre-cum on his cock. I eagerly lick it up and open my mouth wide, taking more and more of him.  Faster than I expect it, he’s twitching in my mouth and I sense he’s about to cum. I keep my mouth on him and start moving my tongue and head faster, while grabbing the base of his cock with one hand. When I start tickling his tight balls with my other hand, he throws his head back and moans deeply.
“Oh fuck!”
His cum blasts against the back of my throat and I swallow all of it. Licking him clean and working his cock as it twitches. The sounds from Xavier’s mouth are primal and his hand is tangled in my hair.
“Ah, shit. Yeahhhh,” he moans loudly, twitching a last time.
My pussy is so wet and throbbing, it hurts. It needs attention and I can’t wait for him to start touching me.
“Oh baby. That was fast, but still good,” Xavier says, taking my hand and pulling me up so that I’m standing again. He holds me in a close embrace and he moves our bodies in time to the music. When he kisses my mouth, I’m surprised. Most men I’ve been with don’t like tasting themselves, Henry included. It’s so hot that he’s doing this that I’m pressing myself up against him hard. His cock is twitching and jerking and I can feel him getting hard again. Holy shit, this is going to be a good night!
“Slow down, girl,” Xavier chuckles. His voice sounds like a low growl and it’s turning me on even more.
He leads me over to the deck, turning me around so that my hands are on the railing.
“Spread your legs,” he demands and I happily and eagerly do.
Xavier’s hands run over my skin and it feels electric. The breeze off the water is cool and makes my nipples almost painfully hard.
“Oh!” I cry out.
“Is that too much, baby?” Xavier asks, pinching my nipple hard. He doesn’t lessen his pinch, but lightly twists my nipple. It hurts a little, but it also feels delicious and I press my breasts into his hands.
“It’s perfect,” I gasp.
“You have the best tits,” he says into my ear. He’s bent over me from behind and the heat from his body is warming my back. His hands are splayed over my breasts, massaging them roughly. I arch my back into him and rub my ass against him, desperate to feel more of his touch on my skin and feel his cock buried deep inside of me.
“Slow down, baby. Slow down,” he says, lowering his hands to my hips and holding them still. He’s holding me tightly and I can feel his fingers digging into my skin. I want him to bruise me and mark me.
He lifts himself off my back and runs his hands over my ass and lower back, pushing me forward evening more.
Then without warming, his hot mouth is on my pussy and his tongue is licking me and exploring me roughly.
“Oh my god,” I moan loudly. I don’t care who hears me. My body is shaking as he licks and sucks at my pussy. My leg muscles already feel so weak that I’m not sure I could stand up if he wasn’t holding me and I wasn’t holding on to the railing.
When Xavier starts sucking my clit, I think I’m going to explode right then. It feels like my body is opening up fast and hard. Waves of sensation are crashing over me again and again. All of my senses are on overload – it’s like I can feel everything all at once.
All the flirtations, all of the looks and touches, they’re resulting in this. I can’t even wrap my head around this, much less that Henry is okay with this – that he’s even excited by this.
This is really happening!
Xavier is a tease. He’ll suck my clit and flick it with his tongue, and then every time I feel like I’m about to cum, he stops. When he pushes his fingers inside of me, I grind down on them greedily, eager to release the tension that I’m feeling. Xavier is driving me crazy!
Finally, fingers still shoved deep inside of me, Xavier gives my clit attention again. He licks slowly, drawing circles around and across my clit. I’m so aroused, it feels like I have a pulsing balloon between my legs. I would never, ever tell Henry, but I haven’t been this turned on in years. It’s like something new, something…wilder is being tapped inside of me.
“Oh, god…” I moan. “I’m so close!”
Xavier starts sucking harder and plunging his fingers in and out of me, and in seconds I’m cumming hard, my body bucking and jerking like I’m being electrocuted, and Xavier keeps sucking, like he’s trying to drinking all of my cum and keep my orgasm lasting as long as it possibly can, and I nearly black out because it feels so good and so bad and I can’t believe this is really happening and I feel like I’m about to crumple out of sheer pleasure, but I’m nowhere near close to being done with Xavier.
I fall to my knees when Xavier releases me, completely unable to stand up. My senses are all hyper-alert. The aftershocks of my orgasm, the saltwater breeze on my skin, the heat from Xavier’s body as he stands behind me.
“Damn, baby,” Xavier says. I can hear the smile in his voice. He kneels behind me and pushes the hair back from my face and kisses my forehead tenderly. “We’re only just getting started.”
Xavier never stops touching me, his hands on my arms, across my breasts, down my legs.
“Come,” he says, gently lifting me up so that I’m standing. My muscles are still so weak; I feel like I can barely stand up.
He leads me into the bedroom and sits on the edge of the bed. I can see his big cock is fully hard again and I want to feel it inside me.
He takes my hands gently and pulls me onto his lap. “You’re in control now,” he says.
Even though I know I should take my time, I can’t wait! I reach below me and grab his cock, then hold it steady and slide down onto it, taking all Xavier in one long plunge.
“Oh. My. God.” I scream. He’s so big that it hurts.
“Aw, damn your pussy’s tight!” Xavier’s eyes are partially rolled back and his mouth is hanging open.
I lower my mouth to his and find his tongue, teasing and sucking on it as if his big cock is still in my mouth. I start working my hips back and forth, feeling myself stretch around his thick cock, my pussy opening itself for him.
Xavier grabs me and digs his fingers dig into my ass. I wrap my arms around his neck and start riding him, rocking back and forth and rubbing my clit against him. Inside me, Xavier feels better than I ever imagined! He starts pulling my ass and I match his movements, sliding up and down his cock. It feels so good that I can’t stop from moving quickly, trying to reach my next orgasm.
“Slow down, baby,” Xavier says again. “You’ve really been wanting me, haven’t you?” He asks, a smile on his lips and a sparkle in his eyes.
“Yessss,” I say slowly. There’s no point in denying it, because we’d both know I was lying.
I wrap my arms around Xavier and hold him tightly, feeling his sweaty skin against mine. I ride the tip of his cock until it drives me insane and then I slide down his full length and start grinding against him, trying to feel as much of him as I possibly can.
“Oh sweet fuck,” Xavier moans, bouncing under me and thrusting up into my pussy. “Goddamnnn!”
“On your knees!” Xavier suddenly demands, forcibly lifting me off of him and onto the bed. Before I can realize what’s happening, he’s thrusting into me from behind, fast and hard. I grab onto the bed to support myself.
“Oh shit,” I say. Xavier is not holding back now. I can hear the sound of and feel his balls slapping against me. Every thrust of his big cock is hitting my g-spot and it’s driving me crazy! Another orgasm builds fast in me and my body clenches and bucks against his as I cum again, harder than before.
But Xavier doesn’t stop. I feel raw and tender, but he keeps pounding into me like a jackhammer, his hands holding my hips so that I can’t escape him. I whimper from being so tender, but there’s no way I want this to stop.
When I raise my head, I see Henry, standing in the corner and watching. His eyes are wide and his mouth in open, like he can’t believe what he’s seeing. And a new wave of emotions crashes over me. Is Henry really enjoying watching this? Because there is no way in hell that I can deny that I’m enjoying this more than I ever expected to. I feel so dirty and bad….and I like it. Looking Henry in the eye, I raise my hips into Xavier and buck against his big block cock.
In a moment, I feel empty. Where did Xavier go?!
I look behind me and I see him rummaging in a drawer.
“On your stomach,” he demands and I slump onto the bed. There is a quick squirt of something cool and I feel his hand smear it across my ass. “Spread your legs more.”
When I do, I feel his finger probing at my ass – something I’ve never allowed any other man to do. I squirm and buck against him, not wanting him to invade me that way.
“Baby, this can be easy or it can be hard. Real hard,” he says, pausing. “Relax.”
I do my best to relax, but it makes me tense and squirm for him to put his finger up my ass.
“Good girl,” he says.
I raise my hips up, offering my pussy to him. I want him to keep fucking me until I scream.
As if answering my request, he starts sliding his cock into me again, making shallow thrusts and hitting my g-spot each time.
“Oh, yes. Fuck me like that,” I moan. I’m lying flat on the bed and Xavier is pounding into me. Every time his cock crashes through my pussy, he rubs my g-spot hard and raw. It’s been a long time since I’ve had so many orgasms in a short time, but tonight is breaking all kinds of expectations and records.
Xavier slows down and pushes himself all the way inside of me – and I can feel his balls against my pussy, too. I bounce my hips up and ride him, trying to get closer to my next orgasm. He slaps my ass and I can hear him making sounds as I grind against him. He slaps my ass a second time, and then I feel his finger probing around my ass again. But this time, I feel something new and then he’s sliding something hard and cold and large into my ass.
“What the…” I start to say, but he slaps my ass again and grabs my hips.
I resist, bucking my hips and pressing down, but he has me pinned and he’s thrusting himself into my pussy, fast and deep. One of his hands is holding the toy deep in my ass and his other has reached around and is playing with my tender and swollen clit.
“That’s too much. It’s too much,” I scream, bucking and writhing under Xavier, trying to get free. But my body takes control and a new orgasm starts ripping through my body.
“Cum with me, baby. Cum with me,” Xavier yells. The song on the stereo is fast and I can feel the bass flowing over my skin. Xavier matches the fast pace with his thrusts and his finger on my clit.
I grab onto the sheets for dear life as my third orgasm starts to crest and rise through my body.
“Oh sweet fuck!” I yell, bouncing my hips against Xavier.
“Bounce that ass!” Xavier shouts over the music, slapping my ass again.
“Oh fuck I’m going to cum,” I scream, my body now completely out of my control. I’m acutely aware of everything. The invasion of my ass. My pussy throbbing and pulsing against Xavier’s cock. My sensitive nipples rubbing against the blanket. My hands clenching the blanket – it’s almost painful.
When my orgasm hits me, my body is bucking against Xavier and he’s grunting and thrusting into me. I move my hips against and he thrusts in one more time, burying himself deep inside me. I move my hips over his cock, screaming as my orgasm overloads all of my senses and my pussy gushes against him. He pulls to toy out of my ass and that releases a new orgasm. I scream out because the pleasure is so profound.
Xavier pulls out, then thrusts into me hard three times, pushing me across the bed. I can’t even describe the sounds coming out of him, but I find it hotter and sexier than anything I’ve ever experienced before.
Our orgasms finish at the same time and Xavier slumps against me. His body is sweaty and hot, and it encompasses all of me. My skin is aflame and sensitive to the touch.
Xavier pulls out of me and rolls over, pulling me with him. He holds onto me tightly and my body relaxes into him fully. I can feel his cock twitching against my ass and the aftershocks of my orgasm is still coursing through my body.
“Holy shit,” I whisper, trying to catch my breath. Xavier is holding me tightly. I feel tiny in his arms.
--
When I open my eyes, I realize I’ve been asleep. The room is still dark and I can hear the regular sound of Xavier’s breath behind me. Henry is gone.
I lay there for a moment. Everything comes crashing through my mind. It’s not Henry’s arms that are around me, but Xavier’s. Hugging Xavier’s arms closer to me, I stay in bed for a little while longer.
It really happened. I’m both awed and scared that it really happened. My mind flits between Xavier and Henry. Do I stay with Xavier? Do I go back to Henry? I have no idea what I should do.




Epilogue
The sun wakes me up in the morning. My head is pounding and my mouth is dry.
And then it all comes flooding back to me. The poker game. Sex….with Xavier…with Henry watching.
I lay in bed and wrap my arms around Henry. Is he going to regret this?
I slide out of bed and go to the bathroom and look at myself in the mirror. There are slight circles under my eyes, but there is a glow on my skin and I can’t help grinning at myself. It really happened! I got to live my fantasy!
“Hey, sexy,” Henry says, coming into the bathroom and wrapping his arms around me. I tense for a moment, until I see his reflection in the mirror. He’s smiling like he’s won the lottery.
“Hey,” I say. I can’t help but feel a little wary. It’s one thing to say you want to see something, and quite another to actually see it.
“Are we okay?” I ask, hugging his arms tightly to me.
He hugs me back tightly and kissing my neck. “Why wouldn’t we be?”
“Last night…”
“Last night was out of this world!” Henry says, incredibly animated considering how early it is.
“Really?”
“You have no idea!” Henry says, his voice rising with enthusiasm. “I never thought it would be that hot, but ohmygod, you were spectacular! I was so hard it hurt.”
We take a shower together and Henry is incredibly tender and loving with me. He cleans my body and washes my hair, touching me gently. When he discovers bruises on my breasts, he carefully kisses each of them. The tenderness and love he shows me makes my heart swell so much that I think it’s going to burst from happiness. We did this. We are happy. We are stronger than we were before.
We don’t have sex before going downstairs, but it feels like we made a different kind of love this morning, deepening the intimacy we share.
“You coming down for breakfast?” Henry asks, standing in the doorway.
“Hold on a minute. I want to check the traffic app and see what we’re looking at today.”
“Sure,” he says, plopping down next to me on the bed. “I don’t even want to think about the gridlock on the way back to town.”
“Me, neither.”
I rummage in my bag and pull out my phone. It seems unfathomable that I haven’t turned it on or checked it since we arrived.
I open my email, first, before I even realize what I’m doing, it’s such an ingrained thing. Check email, first. My heart stops.
“OH MY GOD!” I shout.
“What?”
“We got the contract!! The email came in on Friday, but my phone’s been off all weekend!”
“Oh, honey, I’m so proud of you! You’re really doing it and making it big! I always knew you would.”
Henry wraps me in his arms and holds me tightly.
“And you know what this means, right?” I whisper in his ear, before kissing his neck.
“Hmmm?”
“It means that football season tickets are a go – and I want one, too.”
Henry pulls away from me, his eyes bright with joy. “Are you kidding?”
“Not one bit. This contract is really going to be that huge. It’ll take a couple of months to get everything up, but we are going to do better than we were before. A lot better.”
“You are fucking amazing!” Henry says excitedly, picking me up and swinging me in a big circle. “I love you so, so much.”
Laughing, I say, “Now put me down. I love you, too. Now and forever.”
I smile and I can feel myself relax into his arms as he lowers me and hugs me tightly. It really does feel like I’ve been given the greatest gift of all – my business landed its first big break, I have the absolute love of my husband, and I got to sleep with the man I’ve been lusting after all summer.
What woman could ask for anything more?
 



cover.jpeg





