

A hotwife is a married woman who has sexual relationships outside of her marriage, with her husband’s full knowledge and consent.

A hothusband is a married man who has sexual relationships outside of his marriage, with his wife’s consent and knowledge.

The story I’m going to share with you is more than tales of a hotwife and hothusband as it’s so much more than that.

Some girls don’t want to have a serious relationship and get married, but I was never one of those girls.

I’ve always been the girl who’s been in love with love.

I think the way I felt was due to my parents.

They were high school sweethearts, turned college sweethearts who married a couple of years after graduating college.

My parents were always affectionate toward one another, constantly holding hands, hugging, and giving each other kisses.

Being raised by two parents who were so in love made me want the same thing.

Unfortunately, I was an obese child and in both elementary and junior high school.

When I was a freshman in high school, nothing had changed.

It didn’t help my self-esteem that my older sister, Brianna was pretty, slim, and extremely popular.

Brianna and I are a year apart, and I’m a year older than my younger brother, Craig.

Craig was also slim, handsome, fit, and almost as popular as Brianna was.

I was the middle child of two good-looking and popular siblings, and as such, it didn’t help with my self-esteem issues.

I was never called Marissa but rather Brie’s younger sister and Craig’s older sister

I’ve always been close with Craig and had been close to Brianna when we were little.

Brie was a girly girl, and I was more of a tomboy.

As we became older, our differences damaged our relationship.

She was always trying to get me to wear makeup and dress differently, but I would have nothing to do with it.

As my weight increased, Brianna began to make fun of me constantly, and it got so bad I didn’t feel comfortable eating anything around her.

Boys in school used to try to become my friend to get close to Brie, making me feel worthless and ugly.

I wanted nothing more than to look like Brie, and as pathetic as it sounds, I used to imagine what it would be like to be her.

I used to imagine boys being so nervous around me that they were afraid to approach me and decline date after date just because I could.

In highs school, sophomore year, I had the hugest crush on a boy named Brian Samuels.

When he asked me to be his study buddy, I was overjoyed, and I tried my best to make myself look attractive as possible.

I got it into my head that he was using the excuse of being my study buddy because he wanted more than a friendship with me.

When I realized that Brian didn’t want to come to my house to study and to get to know me better but rather so he could quiz me on Brie, I was devastated.

I blamed Brie for Brian not liking me as anything more than a friend, and I was beyond angry toward her.

I was sitting in the living room, eating potato chips and drinking a soda, when Brie came strolling into the house.

“Do you know Brian Samuels?” she asked me.

“Yeah,” I replied.

“I don’t know why he would ever think I would say yes, but he asked me out today,” she said to me arrogantly.

“Of course he did!” I snapped at her.

“What the hell is your problem?!” she shouted.

“You’re my fucking problem!” I exclaimed as she looked at me with annoyance.

“What did I do to you?!” she shouted.

“I’m sick and tired of being your sister!” I screamed at the top of my lungs.

I could see the hurt in her eyes as she looked at me.

“What?” she asked with her voice trembling.

“You heard me!” I screamed.

“Why are you treating me like this?” she said with her eyes becoming watery.

“It’s not so fun when the shoe is on the other foot, is it?!

I’m tired of you being Ms. popular just because you look the way you do!

I’m tired of your mightier-than-thou attitude, and you have no idea what my life is like because of you!” I yelled.

“As if I affect your life!” she replied.

“Why aren’t you as pretty as Brie?!

Why do you and your sister look so different when you have the same parents?!

I would love to change places with you for one day…one day so that you can understand what my life is like because of you!” I cried.

“Who said those things to you?” she asked with shock and surprise.

“No one, but I know that’s what everyone thinks!” I said to her.

“My God, Marissa, no one thinks that,” she said to me.

“Everyone thinks that!” I screamed as I watched a tear leave her eye.

“Marissa…” she began to say to me as I jumped off the couch, crossed my arms, and looked at her in anger.

“You have no idea what it’s like for me!

You have no idea what it’s like to be the fat ugly sister of Brianna Blake!” I screamed with tears streaming from my eyes.

“You’re not ugly,” she said to me.

“Yeah, I am, and I also know that I’m fat as you always love to tell me that I am,” I said to her.

“I’m just messing with you,” she said to me.

“I’m tired of you messing with me!

I’m tired of being your sister, and I want nothing to do with you!” I said to her through tears.

Brie looked at me with her jaw clenched.

She quickly walked to the couch, picked up the bag of potato chips I was eating out of, and threw it at me.

The bag hit me in my face as I then looked at her in shock.

“You want to blame me, then fine, but take a look in the mirror, Marissa!

It’s my fault that you feel the way you do!

If you’re not happy with yourself, do something about it!

Have a salad with a glass of water instead of filling your body with garbage!” she screamed at me.

“Hey!” Craig yelled out as soon as he entered the house.

Brie looked at Craig and said, “She’s lost her fucking mind!”

Brie ran out of the living room, up the stairs, and angrily slammed her bedroom door shut.

“What’s going on?” Craig asked.

“I’m sick and tired of Brie!” I exclaimed.

“What did she do?” he asked as I then stared at him.

“She...uh…um….” I stumbled over my words as I couldn’t answer his question.

Craig and I stared at one another in silence as I then sobbed hysterically.

“Why don’t I look like her?” I asked through tears.

“What are you talking about, Marissa?” he asked with worry.

“Mom is gorgeous, and Marissa looks like mom.

Dad is handsome, and you look just like him.

It’s like I don’t even belong in this family

Everyone looks amazing, and I don’t.

“You’re not ugly,” he said to me with sincerity.

“I’m fat and ugly,” I cried.

“Marissa, listen to me.

You’re just as pretty as Brie and mom.

I know Brie messes with you about your weight, but that’s her way of trying to get you to do something about it.

Remember, she used to do the same thing to me, and had she not, I wouldn’t work out the way I do,” he explained.

I let his words sink in and realized that he was telling me the truth.

Brie used to make more fun of Craig’s weight than she did my weight.

When Craig changed his body, I became her new target, but I somehow forgot.

“Will you help me?” I asked.

“Of course, I’ll help you, but you need to commit.

I can give you all the help in the world, but I can’t do it for you,” he explained to me.

That afternoon was the start of my transformation, and I couldn’t have done it without Craig.

When I first started exercising with him, I would become physically ill.

When I cried and told him I couldn’t do it, he wouldn’t take no for an answer.

He encouraged me, gave me confidence, and even charted my weight loss.

I would drop one pound, and he would act like I did the most amazing thing on Earth.

The summer between my sophomore and junior year of high school, I had lost so much weight that I was swimming in my clothes.

I was in my bedroom, doing crunches and leg lifts as I laid on the floor when Brie came in my room with a ton of clothes.

Brie and I had been avoiding each other and hardly spoke after I had lost my mind.

“Stacey and I are going to the mall, and I was wondering if maybe you’d like to come with us,” Brie said to me.

“You’re inviting me to the mall?” I asked with shock.

“Listen, I know I can be a bitch, and I could have handled things differently, but you know how I am.

I’m so proud of you, and I’m sorry that I treated you the way that I did.

It’s just that I knew how unhappy you were, and I thought that if I treated you the way I used to treat Craig, you would do something about it.

It was wrong of me to treat my sister like my brother and expect the same result,” she said to me as I found myself become emotional.

“I’m sorry too, but it did work.

If I didn’t lose my shit and you didn’t scold me, I wouldn’t have asked Craig for help.

I didn’t mean all those things that I said to you, and I wish I could take it all back,” I responded.

“I want us to start over,” she said to me with watery eyes.

“I’d like that,” I replied.

“So, will you come to the mall?” she asked.

I wanted nothing more than to spend the day with Brianna at the mall, but I was nervous about being around Stacey.

Stacey was one of Brie’s closest friends and part of Brie’s clique.

Brie’s clique also included Brie’s best friend Amanda as well as Greta and Debra.

Whenever I was around Stacey, I felt the same way I did when around boys I liked.

I would start to sweat, feel nervous, and wonder what it would be like to be kissed by her.

It was confusing to me because she was the only girl that made me feel that way.

Stacey was about five feet six inches tall, had long blonde hair, light gray eyes, a pretty face, and an amazing body.

She was the lead in all the school plays and was the best player on the girl's soccer team.

I did go to the mall that day with Brie and Stacey, and it was the beginning of a new start between Brie and me.

I had always wanted to look like Brianna and become as popular as she was, but I never understood what it was like to walk in her shoes until I became part of the clique.

I went from invisible to highly visible.

I was no longer Brie’s younger sister and Craig’s older sister.

I was now referred to by the boys as hot Marissa and became popular.

My new look gave me confidence that I never had and all the attention I received went to my head.

I had always suffered from a resting bitch face, but the look on my face then matched my personality.

Boys were now nervous about approaching me, and it made me feel amazing to shoot down those who built up the courage to approach me.

It gave me satisfaction to decline Brian’s invitation to take me out.

I looked at him, rolled my eyes, and said, “As if I would go out with you.”

Being pretty and popular was nothing like I thought it would be.

Most of the girls I had been friendly with now smiled in my face and talked shit behind my back.

When many of the boys looked at me, I knew they were thinking about seeing me nude and doing sexual things to me.

I wanted to go out on a date, get walked to my front door, and get kissed for the first time.

My issue was that I had no interest in any of the boys at school.

They were the same boys who paid me no attention but now acted as if I were a goddess.

After winter break that year, I saw Steven Carter for the first time.

It was like one of those moments in a movie where a person sees another person, and time plays in slow motion.

I was standing at my locker with Greta and Debra in the morning when I saw him.

He was tall, handsome, and so ripped I could see the muscle definition in his arms and stomach through his shirt.

“Yummy,” Greta said out loud to us as Steven and I locked eyes.

When he smiled at me, my body felt warm, and I felt panicked.

I didn’t know if I should run away or stay still as he walked past me as we continued to stare at one another.

One look at Steven, and my new confidence had disappeared.

Debra laughed and said, “Did you see the way he looked at Marissa,” as Greta looked at me and rolled her eyes.

“You have a boyfriend,” I said to Greta as she then shrugged her shoulders and walked away.

I had four periods with Steven, including lunch and all we did that week was make eye contact and then look away repeatedly.

That weekend Brianna gave me the rundown on Steven.

She found out he was from New York and moved to Arizona after his parents divorced.

He lived with his mother not too far from our house, and he played baseball.

When Brie told me he had been asking about me, I was happy and scared to death.

Nervously, I asked Brie, “What has he been asking about me?”

“The usual like do you have a boyfriend and if you’re a bitch or not,” she answered.

“Brie, I am a bitch,” I responded as she laughed and replied, “Yeah, but you don’t need to be with him if you like him.”

“Why hasn’t he approached me, though?” I asked.

“The word on the street is that he’s intimidated,” she said to me with a wink.

“He’s intimidated by me?” I asked with astonishment.

“If you want to get to know him, you’re going to need to approach him,” she told me.

“I can’t do that, Brie,” I said in despair.

“It’s super easy.

Write your cell phone number on a small piece of paper.

When you write your name, draw a heart over the “i,” and hand it to him after your last class with him on Friday,” she explained.

“Will that work?” I questioned.

“Trust me, it works.

That’s how I finally got Chris to make a move,” she answered.

On Friday of the next week, after my last class with Steven, I did what Brie told me to do.

When the bell sounded to signal the end of class, I walked past his desk and placed the small paper with my name on number onto it.

Steven called me that night, and it made me feel amazing that he sounded so nervous during our conversation.

I went on my first date ever the next night, and I had my first kiss at the end of it.

He was cute, charming, funny, smart, and we became a couple.

Our sexual chemistry couldn’t have been any higher.

Sex was something I had never thought much about, but it was constantly on my mind once we started fooling around.

I went to Brie for advice, and she told me if I wasn’t ready to go all the way, I could do things to keep him content for the time being.

It made me less nervous to know that Steven was also a virgin and was just as sexually inexperienced as I was.

I began jerking him off whenever we fooled around, and he was happy with that for a while.

When I felt he was getting bored with me giving him hand jobs, I decided to suck his dick.

I enjoyed the act of sucking his dick but what I liked most was that it made him feel good.

Debra told me that if I wanted to see his head explode, I should let him cum in my mouth and keep sucking him for a little while after, so I did.

I would get him off all the time, but I wouldn’t let him touch me.

I was scared to let him touch me down below but even more nervous about seeing me nude.

The first time he touched my pleasure zone was the first time I had an orgasm, and it forever changed my life.

Steven had placed his hand under my panties and began to touch me, and I got so turned I told him I wanted him to go down on me.

He didn’t hesitate as he pulled my panties off from beneath my skirt and went to town.

The first time he touched my vagina was when he ate my pussy resulting in my first orgasm.

It was the most intense euphoric feeling I ever experienced, and I wanted to have that feeling all the time.

Steven loved going down on me, and I loved cumming in his mouth, so the sixty-nine became our preferred position.

At the start of summer break, we took things up a notch, and I started to let him rub his cock on my pussy, and then it happened.

“Baby, please let me just put the tip in,” he begged of me.

“Just the tip, Steve,” I said to him with lust.

With a minute of feeling the head of his cock inside of me, I took hold of it and guided him inside of me.

Having him inside of me was a great feeling, but it was even better when he began to fuck me.

I didn't want him to stop fucking me.

He pulled out of me about ten seconds later, and when I felt his hot cum land on my ass, it was another life-changing event.

It was like Steve, and I was attempting to break world records.

One weekend we used three packs of condoms using all nine in two days.

Steven and I would become seniors at the start of the new school year, and Craig would be a junior.

Stacey was going to North Carolina on a soccer scholarship.

Greta was going to college in California.

Debra was going to college in Florida.

My sister and Amanda were going away to college together in Texas.

Brianna and our clique spent as much time together, but it was coming to an end.

They planned to have a final party before leaving for college at Greta’s house.

Greta’s parents were going away for the weekend, so they all went to Greta’s the night before the party to start setting up.

I would have helped, but I wanted to see Steven off as he was going to New York for a week to spend time with his father and another reason.

It was also a convenient excuse not to be around Stacey.

Even in a relationship with Steven and being sexually active did nothing to change how Stacey made me feel.

It made my feelings for Stacey even stronger.

Brie had an odd look on her face as she entered my room close to 2 AM.

“Are you okay?” I asked as she looked at me with a blank expression and shrugged her shoulders.

“What’s going on?” I asked with worry.

We set up for the party and talked about college and how much we would miss high school.

Everyone except for Stacey was sad about it coming to an end.

As she talked about how much she was looking forward to leaving, she had this relieved expression on her face.

Debra got upset and felt that Stacey didn’t care that we were all parting ways.

Debra went on a tirade that if Stacey was so happy to be leaving, it meant that she was also happy leaving us.

Stacey denied it, but Debra wouldn’t leave it alone, and then Stacey started crying and told us the reason.

Marissa, Stacey told us she’s gay,” Brie told me.

“Stacey’s gay?!” I exclaimed.

“She told us she has known since she was twelve.

It was all so terrible,” she said to me with an upset tone.

“You think it’s terrible she’s gay?” I asked.

“No, Marissa!

It was terrible to hear Stacey tell us what life has been like for her.

We all should have known what she was going through, but none of us did.

She would get into these depressed moods but always had an excuse.

Stacey was so terrified about her family knowing but just as scared to tell any of us.

She’s felt alone, scared, and had been so depressed at times that she had thought about killing herself.

Stacey told her parents last week, and her mom won’t even look at her.

Stacey said she’s happy to be leaving so she can finally be who she’s always been for the first time in her life,” Brie explained.

“I’m shocked,” I admitted.

“So were we, but at least she finally got it off her chest.

She looked as if the weight of the world was off her shoulders.

I’ll never forget the look on her face when we told her we didn’t care and that we all still loved her.

We even joked about how we should have known, considering she went on dates but always had a reason she didn’t want to keep dating a guy,” she told me.

That night I had an erotic dream about Stacey that felt so real that I masturbated to the memory when I awoke.

At the party, I couldn’t take my eyes off Stacey.

She was wearing an all-black bikini, and I kept imagining what she looked like in the nude.

The more I drank, the more my imagination ran wild, and she kept noticing I was staring at her.

Had Steven not been in New York visiting his father, he would have been a much-needed distraction.

I played a game of beer pong with my sister’s now ex-boyfriend Chris as my teammate against Stacey and my brother Craig.

I couldn’t stop staring at her tits and was so distracted by her I couldn’t hit a shot.

It was well after midnight, and the party was still going strong when Stacey again noticed me staring at her and looked extremely annoyed.

She walked over to me, grabbed my hand, and walked me into the house.

She used a key attached to a string around her neck to unlock Greta’s bedroom, and we entered.

Stacey locked the bedroom door, pulled me into Greta’s bathroom, and locked the bathroom door.

She let go of my hand and stared at me.

“Why have you been staring at me sexually all night?” she asked me with seriousness.

I was feeling no pain, she looked amazing, and I knew she was leaving for college soon.

I decided to shoot my shot and let the chips fall where they may.

“What type of girl are you attracted to?” I asked as she then looked at me with her eyes wide open.

“Brie told you,” she said as I nodded my head.

“Why are you asking me?” she questioned.

“I want you so bad,” I said as I licked my lips and stared at her lips.

“Are you fucking with me?” she asked with shock.

“No, I’m not fucking with you, but I want to fuck you,” I said as she began to walk backward.

As Stacey walked backward, I walked toward her as she walked back first into the bathroom door.

I pressed my body against hers and twirled her long blonde hair with my finger.

“I’ve always wanted to feel your lips against mine,” I said to her with yearning.

“Marissa, you’re drunk, and you’re Brie’s sister,” she said to me with her voice shaking.

“The only reason I’m telling you is that I am drunk.

Don’t worry about Brie.

It can be our little secret,” I said to her as I pressed my lips against hers.

As soon as he opened her mouth slightly, I stuck my tongue in her mouth.

As soon as she touched my tongue with hers, I became aroused.

Stacey stopped kissing me and stared at me.

“No, Marrisa,” she said to me.

“I’m not your type,” I said to her feeling embarrassed and rejected.

“Marissa, you are my type, but we’re friends,” she said to me.

“We’ll always be friends but much closer friends,” I said to her.

I could tell she was deep in thought, so I decided to help her with her decision-making process.

I took a few steps away from her, removed my bathing suit top, and then removed my bottom.

Again, had I not been drunk, there is no way I would have stripped naked in front of Stacey.

“If Brie finds out about this, she’ll never talk to me again,” Stacey said to me as she gazed at my nude body.

“She won’t find out,” I said to her in a convincing voice.

Stacey closed the distance between us and then touched my breasts as I felt I would lose control at any moment.

We kissed with our tongues, and then I lost control.

I walked her backward as we kissed so that she was again leaning against the bathroom door.

I quickly placed my right hand under her bikini bottoms and touched her as she became tense for a moment.

The feeling of my fingers touching her wet pussy was exciting and felt natural.

Everything I did was without thought or hesitation.

I stopped touching her and pulled her bikini bottom down to her ankles and off.

I pressed my body against hers and untied her top.

I kissed her nipples and then licked each.

It was like I was possessed as I licked her lips and then sucked on her bottom lip.

The next thing I knew, Stacey was sitting on the bathroom counter, and I was in between her legs, licking her pussy and playing with her clitoris.

I couldn’t get enough of her tart and sweet-tasting pussy.

Not even a minute later, I was lying on my back on the bathroom floor in a sixty-nine with Stacey.

The way Stacey orally performed was so much better than Steven that I felt she may have ruined oral sex for me permanently.

We made each other cum, dressed, washed up, and left the bathroom and Greta’s room without a single person at the party knowing what we had done.

Stacey and I had sex again the night before she left for college, and even though I had cheated on Steve, it didn’t bother me.

I also didn’t care or was bothered that I was bisexual.

Senior year came and went in a blur.

I was staying in Arizona for college, and Steven was heading to Rhode Island.

We realized that it would be impossible to make our relationship work, so we broke up before he left for school.

It was a mutual breakup, but it hurt, and I did cry my eyes out.

We had told each other that we loved one another, but although I had said the words back repeatedly, I knew I was only saying the words.

The truth was my feelings for Stacey were stronger than they ever were for Steven.

During my freshman year of college, I met my best friend, Alexa, my roommate.

We had a lot in common and hit it off from the first day.

We both loved to party, were both easy on the eyes, and loved sex.

She had no issue that I liked girls and was the one person who knew how I felt about Stacey.

Stacey and I were friends, but we were friends with benefits when we were home for winter and summer breaks.

We had agreed that we were both happy with how our relationship worked, but I was no longer happy after our third winter break.

I planned to tell Stacey how I felt during our upcoming summer break.

I wanted Stacey to be mine and mine only.

I didn’t care that she was going to college in North Carolina and that I was in Arizona.

Stacey’s plan was always to come back home after graduation, so I didn’t care that I would have another year of college left after she graduated.

I didn’t know how the conversation would go, but it was a conversation I never had with her.

In February of that year, Stacy met someone and decided to spend the summer break in North Carolina.

When I saw Stacey during the holidays over winter break, she told me that we couldn’t continue to do what we had been doing.

She was in a relationship with a girl named Tatiana and had feelings for her.

I wanted to tell her to forget Tatiana and be with me.

Instead, I told her I understood and was happy for her even though I was dying inside.

After graduation, Stacey stayed in North Carolina and married Tatiana two years later.

College was an insane experience, and during my fours years of college, I didn’t have a single serious relationship but had lots of sex.

I had sex with guys, girls, and both at the same time.

It wasn’t that I didn't want to find someone and fall in love.

It just didn’t happen for me.

Being heartbroken over Stacey probably played a part.

At twenty-five, I was Alexa’s maid of honor, and by twenty-seven, I had given up all hope of finding love.

My friends who weren’t married all seemed to be in serious relationships and getting engaged at breakneck speed.

When Brianna became engaged to James, I was happy for her but admittedly jealous.

“What’s wrong with me?” I asked during Brie’s engagement party.

“There’s nothing wrong with you, Marissa.

Your forever is out there, but you just haven’t found that person,” she answered.

A few days after my twenty-eighth birthday, I had one of the worst dates of my life.

“I’m done with dating,” I vented to Alexa at her house.

“It couldn’t have been that bad,” she said to me.

“Not only did he look nothing like his profile picture, but he was also a creep.

I was so disgusted when I arrived at home I closed all my online dating profiles.

I’m just going to get a bunch of cats and become a crazy cat lady,” I explained.

“You know as well as I do that in a few weeks, you’ll be back at it again,” she said to me as I rolled my eyes and then nodded my head in agreement.

I would normally take a few weeks off from dating when I felt this way, but this time around, it was different.

I was tired of dating for what seemed like the sake of dating.

Being bisexual meant my pool of candidates was larger, but it was the same, whether girl or guy.

I decided to take a prolonged hiatus from the dating scene, and I did for over two months.

I had finished working out at the gym and decided to make a quick stop at the supermarket to buy a few items.

I was pushing a shopping cart down an aisle and wasn’t paying attention as I listened to music from my cell phone through my earbuds.

I walked away from the shopping cart as I scrolled through music when I accidentally walked into someone.

I hit his shoulder, causing him to lose his balance and crashing into a stack of canned goods.

“Oh my God, I’m so sorry!” I exclaimed as he slowly rose to his feet.

He brushed himself off as he shook his head while looking at the floor and then looked up toward me when our eyes met.

I watched a smile slowly appear on his face.

“Ow,” he said to me in a tone that I couldn’t tell if he was serious or not.

“Are you okay?” I asked with worry.

“I’m not sure.

I feel okay now, but maybe I won’t later on,” he replied as I couldn’t stop a smile from appearing on my face.

He stood around six feet tall, had short, neatly combed black hair, and was extremely cute.

He had light brown eyes, and when he smiled, I could see small dimples in his cheeks.

He was extremely fit, and I could see the muscle definition in his arms.

We stood smiling at one another in the supermarket when he said, “If you give me your number, I can call you later to tell you how I’m feeling.”

I giggled and rolled my eyes.

“I’m Mark, by the way,” he said.

“Marissa,” I responded.

“Marissa, may I have your number?” he asked.

“I’m sorry, but no,” I replied.

“First, you hurt my body, and now you’ve hurt my feelings,” he said to me as I again giggled.

“Nice try, Mark, but I’m not interested in dating anyone,” I told him.

“I only want your number as you expressed concern over my well-being,” he responded.

“I’m going to take your word that your okay at the moment, and I hope you’ll be okay later on as well,” I replied.

Mark was my type, but I was honest with him when I told him I wasn’t interested in dating anyone.

We went our separate ways, but as if by fate, I bumped into him again, literally.

I was talking to Alexa on my cell phone and in a rush as I entered a greeting card store to purchase a birthday card for my mom.

I quickly walked as I made a beeline for the birthday card section and felt my knee contact with something, the side of Mark’s head as he kneeled in the aisle.

“I’m starting to think you have a vendetta against me,” he said, rubbing the side of his head.

“I’m so sorry,” I said to him with embarrassment as he then smiled at me.

“The least you can do is give me your number so you can let me know where you’ll be so I can avoid you for the sake of my health,” he said to me.

I reluctantly gave him my number but wasn’t sure if he would reach out to me.

Mark was tenacious in his effort to take me out on a date, so I finally agreed after a little over a week to meet him out.

We met for cocktails on a Saturday night, and I was comfortable with him from the start.

We talked for hours without a single awkward moment the entire night.

I learned he was born and raised in Seattle, moved to Arizona recently, was a self-employed business consultant, and had a younger sister.

I liked that he, too, was self-employed, was close to his family, and worked out religiously.

We had so much in common it was astonishing to me.

At the end of the night, we hugged goodnight and agreed that we would both like to get together again.

I met Mark out a handful more times, and in between our get-togethers, we would spend hours talking on the phone and texting throughout the day.

We saw each other for about three weeks when I finally allowed him to pick me up at my apartment.

Finances were not a subject we had discussed, but when I saw his car, I felt that money was probably an issue for him.

I thought he was a gentleman when he opened the door for me but learned that the passenger side door of his car couldn’t be close properly from inside.

He needed to lift the door at a certain angle to have it close, or it wouldn’t close.

When his credit card was declined at the restaurant when he attempted to pay the bill, I thought he would die from embarrassment.

I insisted on paying the bill, and he seemed to appreciate that I didn’t make a big deal about it.

That night was the first time we kissed, and when we did, I felt the sparks fly.

There was no denying I was sexually attracted to him, and for as bad as I wanted to invite him inside that night, I didn’t.

I wasn’t sure that if we started to fool around, we wouldn’t wind up in my bed, and I didn’t want to tempt myself by putting myself into that situation.

It wasn’t until after our ninth date that I invited him into my apartment.

Mark was a great kisser, and I wanted him badly.

I was admittedly easy, but I didn't want him to know that because I liked him so much.

I decided my best course of action was to play hard to get.

After date number ten, I jerked him off as he played with me.

After date eleven, I went down on him, and he went down on me.

Mark had amazing oral skills, and I never orgasmed as fast as I did from a guy going down on me.

After date twelve and dating him for close to two months, I finally cracked.

He was licking and kissing every inch of my pussy, and I couldn’t take it anymore.

“I want you,” I cried out as he stopped going down on me.

“Are you sure?” he asked as I bit down on my lower lip and replied, “Absolutely.”

Mark was attentive, passionate and the sex was amazing.

I didn’t care that he didn’t have money, but I was bothered that he hadn’t invited me to his place.

I felt he was embarrassed by his living conditions, which was why he hadn’t invited me to his place, so I left it alone.

I was nervous when I took him home to meet my family as my dad never liked a guy I brought home, not that I had brought many guys home.

I was ecstatic that my mom, brother, and sister liked him but ever more so that my dad took an immediate liking to him.

It was the same with Alexa and Chris, and I thought that Mark could be the one.

Mark and I were out for dinner and drinks on a Friday night as he had told me he had plans over the weekend that I didn’t question.

He looked confused for a moment as he then smiled and yelled out, “Mira!” when a pretty woman looked at him and yelled out his name.

I felt my heart sink when he introduced me as his friend Marissa to his younger sister.

After he met my family, we agreed that we would see each other exclusively, and to me, that meant I was his girlfriend, and he was my boyfriend.

However, when I learned that his plans for the weekend were that his parents were in town, I was hurt and confused.

He had already met my family, but his family was in town, and he thought so little of me that he chose not to invite me to meet them.

I felt the only reason I had met his sister was that we accidentally bumped into her.

I still hadn’t seen his place, and when considering everything, I believed he was stringing me along for whatever reason he had.

I excused myself to use the restroom and called Alexa to call me to leave the restaurant.

“It was nice to meet you, Mira,” I said to her after Alexa called me.

I didn’t kiss Mark goodnight or even tell him to call me later.

Instead, I said, “Enjoy your weekend,” and took off to Alexa’s house.

“How could I be so fucking stupid?!” I cried over drinks with Alexa.

“I’m sorry, Marissa,” she replied.

“I don’t understand why he would treat me so well…meet my family and tell me he wanted to be exclusive if all he wanted was to have sex with me,” I cried.

“Some guys are just assholes,” she told me.

“I thought he was different…I thought he was the one!” I sobbed hysterically.

“The one,” she repeated as she looked at me with worry.

“I’m in love with him, Alexa,” I cried.

I was in love with Mark.

I was finally in love but with the wrong person.

I didn’t want to but felt it best to end it with him.

When he attempted to call me on Saturday night, I ignored his call.

I also ignored his calls and text message all day Sunday when he unexpectedly showed up at my apartment that night.

I opened my door, stared at him, and said, “I don’t want to see you anymore.”

“Why?!” he exclaimed.

“I have plenty of reasons, Marcus,” I said, knowing how much he hated to be called by his actual name.

“I didn’t care that you’re broke and you’re embarrassed about your place.

However, I do care that you introduced me to your sister as your friend.

I care that you met my family, and you asked me to be exclusive, yet you didn’t tell me your family was visiting.

Not only didn’t you tell me your family was visiting, but you don’t even want me to meet them,” I said to him.

“I can explain,” he said to me as I rolled my eyes and crossed my arms.

“Go ahead then, explain,” I said to him.

“Come with me,” he said to me.

“Where?” I asked.

“I want to take you to my place, and I’ll explain everything there,” he answered.

I was beyond confused as he pulled his piece of a crap car into the driveway of a luxurious house and next to a black Porsche.

I was even more confused when we entered the house, and he said, “Welcome to my home.”

“This is your house?!” I exclaimed as he nodded his head.

“It’s a rental for now, but I live here,” he replied.

“The Porsche in the driveway is yours too?” I asked with sarcasm.

“Yeah, it is,” he answered as he looked at him in puzzlement.

“I’m not broke.

I’m the furthest thing from broke.

I didn’t tell anyone about us, not my friends, my best friend, and not my family, because I needed to be sure.

That’s the only reason I introduced you to my sister as my friend, and I didn’t take you to meet my parents yet.

That’s the only reason I didn’t bring you here sooner.

I told my sister and my parents about us last night, and I want you to meet them before they go home next weekend,” he explained to me.

“You needed to make sure I wasn’t a gold digger!” I screamed.

“I never lied to you.

I didn’t disclose everything, but I am now because I’m sure about you, about us,” he responded.

“You could have told me you had money at any time.

It wouldn’t have made a difference,” I told him.

With a pained expression on his face, he looked at me and said, “I know, and I’m sorry.”

“What else haven’t you told me?” I asked him.

“That I’m in love with you,” he immediately replied.

“You love me, but you’ve been lying to me the entire time?” I said to him in disbelief.

“I never lied to you, Marissa.

The only thing I withheld is that I have money,” he confessed.

“Why?!” I exclaimed.

“Susan,” he responded.

“What does your ex-girlfriend have to do with me?” I asked him.

“I was going to ask her to marry me, but I found out that the only reason she was with me was because of my money.

My entire life has been about how much money my family has, and then it became about how much money I have.

I overheard her talking to her mom about how she was still in love with her ex-boyfriend but that he could never give her the life I could.

She was settling for me, and I needed to ensure that it would never happen again.

Since then, I’ve always pretended to be broke whenever I meet a new woman.

You’re the only woman I’ve met who doesn’t care.

I’ve had women take one look at the car and refuse to get inside.

I can’t tell you how many times I never heard from women I had been dating after having my credit card declined,” he told me.

“You should have told me after we slept together the first time,” I said to him, choking back tears.

“I wanted to, but I needed to tell my family about us in person before I did,” he said to me.

“Why?” I asked.

“I told them the next woman I had them meet would be the woman I would marry, my fiancé,” he replied.

“You told me you want me to meet your parents this week,” I said to him, baffled as can be.

“I know I did, and I didn’t want to ask you this way but will you marry me?” he said to me.

I watched him get down onto a knee and remove a ring from inside of pocket as I then covered my mouth with my hand.

“I asked for your parent’s blessing last night and told them everything.

I know it’s fast, and I don’t expect you to marry me tomorrow, but I know I want to spend the rest of my life with you.

Marry me, Marissa,” he said to me.

I was speechless and all the anger and hurt I had felt disappeared as I looked at Mark on his knee, holding a ring.

It was everything I ever wanted.

He was everything I had ever wanted.

I began to cry, nodded my head, and answered, “Yes.”

I met his parents later that week, and a month later, our families met for the first time.

A month later, I went to Seattle to meet his friends and Mark’s best friend, Sam.

Mark and I had a year-long engagement, and my wedding was a fairy tale come true where I became Mrs. Mark Rodgers.

Mark and I settled into married life and purchased an old home in the suburbs

He spared no expense in gut-renovating the house.

My boutique was doing extremely well, but his company took off like a rocket.

Mark was proud that he could achieve his level of success on his own, and I was happy for him but not thrilled that he was traveling as much as he was.

There is a saying that if you don’t give a man what he wants, he’ll find it somewhere else, and I wasn’t taking the risk.

I gave in to every one of his desires when it came to sex.

Mark loved taking erotic pictures of me and filming us having sex.

Life was good, and I was happy personally and professionally.

My boutique was doing so well that I hired a full-time manager and spent most of my time relaxing at home and hanging out with Alexa or my sister.

Mark and I had celebrated our second wedding anniversary the week prior, and this day was not unlike any other day until it was.

I was cleaning in the kitchen when everything began to shake violently.

I had never been through an earthquake before.

It didn’t last long, but it lasted long enough to the point where I was frightened.

After the tremors, I walked through the house, room by room, to pick up the items that had fallen.

I entered Mark’s man cave to find a laptop sitting on the floor that I had never seen before.

I don’t know where it came from, but I knew it was Mark’s as I knew it didn’t belong to me.

My curiosity got the better of me, so I powered it on, and when prompted for the password, I entered the password that Mark used for practically everything, the date we met for the very first time.

I couldn’t believe my eyes as I bounced around inside the laptop.

There were hundreds of porn videos inside numerous folders that seemed to be meticulously categorized by genre.

I felt that I was invading Mark’s privacy as I bounced around the computer until I noticed a folder within a folder with my name on the folder.

I clicked on the folder, “Marissa,” and was stunned beyond belief when I clicked the folder with the title of “Cum Tributes.”

Inside the folder were close to a hundred photographs that I had allowed Mark to take of me covered in semen.

I naively thought it was Mark who had masturbated on my erotic photographs until I researched the term “cum tribute.”

I would think that most married women would be furious and disgusted that their husbands would share nude pictures of their wives with strangers, but I wasn’t.

Seeing so many photographs of my nude body cover in ejaculate from men who didn’t know me made turned me on.

When I opened a folder titled “Face Only” to find almost as many photographs of my face covered in sperm, it was more arousing to me.

Men found me so attractive that nothing more than looking at my face and imaging whatever they imagined got them so excited that they orgasmed.

No matter my image, whether a normal picture of me or a photograph of me in swimwear, they all were covered in sperm.

I clicked on the email shortcut on the laptop and was stunned that there were hundreds of emails.

Every subject of the email referred to me in one way or another.

When Mark called to check in on me to assure I was safe, I made no mention of the laptop.

I became consumed by the laptop and the contents.

It took me days to read all the emails, but it also took me the same amount of time to realize the porn videos were different to an extent but, for the most part, were the same.

Wife sharing, hotwife, cuckolding, sloppy seconds all revolved around married men sharing their wives with other men or watching wives have intercourse with friends and strangers.

Having my images covered in sperm was one thing, but I was having trouble deciphering if the contents of the porn videos were things Mark wanted or didn’t want.

Was it fantasy or things he wanted to be a reality?

I lost track of time as I wanted to view every item contained in the computer that I didn’t hear Mark enter the house when he did.

“Oh shit!” he exclaimed as I sat on the living room couch with the laptop on my legs.

I closed the lid and stared at him as he stared at me.

Nervously he asked, “How did you find that?”

“After the earthquake, I cleaned up around the house and found it on the floor in your man cave,” I answered as he looked as if he didn’t know what to do with himself.

“How was your trip, honey?” I asked him as he swallowed his saliva loudly.

“Productive,” he instantly replied.

“Are you hungry?’ I asked.

He slowly shook his head and replied, “I need a drink.”

“Make me one, please,” I responded as I got off the couch and followed him into his man cave.

He made us cocktails as he stood behind his bar and looked at me.

I smiled, sipped my drink, and then took a seat on a stool.

“Marissa, I can’t read you right now,” he admitted to me.

“I’m not mad, Mark,” I responded as his expression went from worried to surprised.

“You’re not?” he asked in a low tone of voice as I shook my head.

“I’ve spent almost the entire week going through the laptop, and I was stunned at first, but now I’m filled with questions,” I admitted to him.

“Do you want a divorce?” he asked with worry.

“No, do you?!” I exclaimed as he instantly shook his head.

“Baby, I’m not mad, I promise, but can we have an honest discussion about this?” I said to him.

“Yeah,” he replied.

“As I said, I’m not mad, and thank you,” I said to him.

“Thank me?” he replied.

“I went through every picture.

Not one image showed my face and nude body at the same time.

Normal pictures of me, nude photos that didn’t show my face and vice versa, so thank you,” I said to him as he stared at me.

“I didn’t want anyone to realize that it was you nude in case the guy knew you or knew of you,” he told me.

“Why did you start doing it?” I questioned.

“I was drunk one night, out with a bunch of people from a company I had just closed as a client a little while after we married.

We started talking about girlfriends and wives.

The guys were talking about cheating, and I told them I would never cheat because I had the hottest wife on Earth.

I went on and on about you and told them that you were so hot that all I needed to satisfy myself was to jerk off to your nudes since I already knew your face.

They all started laughing and joking about how pussy whipped I was, and then I pulled up one of your nudes on my phone, and they understood how I felt.

This guy told me that he felt the same way about his wife and showed me photos of his wife’s naked body covered in jizz.

He went on to tell me that his wife would get so turned on by guys cumming to her that they would have the most amazing sex.

He told me the website where he posted her nudes, so when I went back to my hotel room, I opened an account and posted a nude of you.

I had forgotten that I posted the picture, but my inbox filled with your image covered a few weeks later when I logged back into the email account.

I masturbated to the images of you covered in semen and became hooked,” Mark explained.

“Thank you for being honest,” I responded as he stared at me.

“There are so many videos of wives having sex in front of their husbands.

Does it turn you on to think about me getting fucked by a guy while you watch?” I asked

“It does,” he answered.

I removed myself from the stool, quickly undressed, and placed my nude body on top of the bar.

“I want you to fuck me while you tell me what you fantasize about,” I said to him as he quickly undressed his bottom half.

Mark went down on me to get my pussy wet and ready for him.

He then placed himself on top of the bar in between my legs and inserted himself into me.

“Tell me, baby,” I moaned.

As he began to fuck me, he exclaimed, “I want to eat your ass while a guy eats your pussy!

Then I want to watch him fuck you while you suck my dick at the same time!”

“Tell me more!” I yelled out in pleasure.

“I want him to fuck you from behind while you look at me!” he shouted as he pounded my pussy as I then wrapped my legs around him.

“What else!” I shouted.

Mark gazed into my eyes with the look that told me he was going to cum.

I unwrapped my legs from around him as he quickly removed himself from inside of me and spewed on my pussy.

He had never orgasmed as fast as he did.

Mark and I removed ourselves from the top of the bar and dressed.

“Thinking about those things turns you on,” I said to him as he smirked at me and then nodded his head.

“I’m surprised that you’re so understanding about this.

When I saw you with the laptop when I walked in, I thought you were going to be upset,” he told me.

“I was shocked when I found it, but there’s no harm in it.

It’s nothing more than fantasy,” I responded.

“Yeah, fantasy,” he replied.

Mark and I always had a good sex life, but it was similar to when we first started having sex.

We were having sex three times a day, most days, and every time we did, he told me about what he wanted to watch me have done.

It was arousing, and he would fuck me with a vigor that I had rarely experienced from him.

As the months passed, we continued to have sex all the time, but Mark was talking dirtier and dirtier about the things he wanted to watch me do with other men.

I thought it was nothing more than fantasy, and although Mark had agreed that it was, I was beginning to think he wanted it to become a reality.

“Mark, baby…this is just something you fantasize about, right?” I asked him with concern after another amazing sexual encounter.

“Yeah,” he replied.

“You would never want to watch me have sex with a guy in real life,” I said to him.

“Only if you wanted to,” he replied with a huge smile.

“If I wanted to, you would okay with it?” I asked with surprise.

“Yeah,” he instantly replied as I then looked at him in shock.

“You’re not serious…you’re joking,” I said to him.

“No, I’m serious.

If you wanted to have sex with a guy in front of me, I would be all for it,” he responded.

“I thought this was just a fantasy thing for you,” I admitted.

“It is a fantasy, but I would love to have it happen,” he said to me with honesty.

“You wouldn’t get jealous?” I questioned.

It would just be sex,” he replied.

“Are you telling me that you want to watch me have sex with another man?” I asked him with my heart pounding and my pulse racing.

“I’m telling you that if you wanted to do it, then yeah, I would,” he answered.

I was intrigued but concerned.

Mark telling me he wouldn’t get jealous fantasizing about it was different from watching me do it.

A month later, Mark had arrived from a business trip as I was returning home at the same time after spending the day at my boutique.

“God, I missed you,” he said to me as he kissed me passionately and ran his hands all over my ass.

“You want to go upstairs?” I asked as I kicked off my shoes.

Mark picked me up, placed me over his shoulder, and carried me up the stairs and into our bedroom.

He tossed me onto the bed on my stomach and then quickly pulled my pants and panties down to around my knees.

He rimmed my asshole and then inserted his tongue into my ass.

“Holy shit!” I exclaimed as he ate my ass as if he were a ravenous animal.

He removed his tongue from inside my ass only long enough to get my pants and panties completely off.

As Mark ate my ass, he inserted his fingers inside my pussy.

He tongue-fucked my ass as he finger fucked me, and although he had done this to me before, this time felt different.

“I want to fuck your ass,” he said to me with lust.

“Fuck my ass then,” I replied.

Anal sex was the one thing I allowed Mark to do that I had never done with anyone.

Mark quickly got off the bed and went into his nightstand, and then went into mine.

He took hold of my vibrator, and I watched as he saturated it with lubricant.

“Get on your knees, baby,” he said to me as I got onto my knees as he wanted.

I felt him squirt lube into my ass, and then he inserted the vibrator into my ass.

As he fucked my ass with the vibrator, he said, “Imagine this is a guy fucking your ass, and I’m watching him do it to you.”

“Put your dick in my ass, Mark,” I said to him.

“I want to fuck your ass while a guy has his cock inside of your pussy,” he said with lust.

He replaced the vibrator with his cock and quickly orgasmed inside of my ass.

When he removed his cock from inside me, I could feel his hot cum leave my ass and drip onto my pussy.

“Mark, why do you want to watch me with a guy and not a girl?” I questioned.

“We can do that too if you want,” he responded.

I was then beyond intrigued.

I believed I would never be with a woman again when I married Mark, and I was fine with it.

Being fine with it didn’t mean that I didn’t yearn for the touch of a woman.

Part of me had hoped that the love of my life would be a woman as I could always experience having her penetrate me before I met Mark.

Artificial cock would have been easier than dealing with no pussy ever again, but Mark telling me he would be okay with me having pussy again was appealing.

“If you want to do this, we can do it once and see how it goes,” I said to him.

“Seriously?!” he exclaimed with excitement.

“Yeah, but if either of us is unhappy after it happens, we don’t ever do it again,” I responded with seriousness.

“Agreed.

We do it one time, and if either of us never wants to experience it again, we move on, and we don’t even ever have to talk about it,” he replied.

“Mark, if we do this, we can never undo it.

We both need to be a thousand percent sure this is what we both want,” I told him.

“Let’s take a week or so to think about it and to talk about it,” he said to me as I agreed.

We did take the time to think about it and talk about it.

Although the plan was to mull it over for a week, we took a month.

The caveat came down to three possibilities.

The first two were easy.

We could both enjoy it, or both hate it.

Either of those possibilities was the best-case scenario.

If we both enjoyed it, we could continue to do it.

If we both disliked it, then we would never do it again.

A major aspect of our sex life was that we both enjoyed fantasizing about the possibility and talking about it, but if either of us didn’t enjoy it, that would ruin our sex life.

In that event, it would ruin our marriage forever.

If either of us didn’t enjoy it, talking about it during sex would no longer happen.

If we didn’t talk about it, our sex life would deteriorate and ultimately lead to the failure of our marriage.

The ultimate question was if heading down the path was worth risking our marriage.

We talked about it repeatedly and decided that it was something we needed to do.

We were both past the point of talking about it.

As we were both past the point of talking about it, it would negatively affect our relationship if we didn’t do it, so we started our journey.

There was no shortage of mobile applications and websites for what we were looking for, but we decided on one in particular.

There were safeguards in place to protect identities, and through forums, we learned that the website was trustworthy and people like us had a great deal of success.

We paid the fee, created our profile, and there was no shortage of inquiries.

The was no shortage of men, both married and not, who were more than willing to have no strings attached sex with a woman with her husband present.

However, there was a shortage of guys I found attractive enough to want to have sex.

Mark understood, and he didn’t pressure me to make a selection, and I was appreciative.

It had been three months since we started trying to find someone, and Mark felt that it was because I didn’t want to go through with it deep down inside.

That wasn’t the case.

I wasn’t overly excited about going through with it, but the reality was that I needed to be sexually attracted to a guy and just hadn’t come across that guy yet until I did.

He was younger than I would have liked.

I was thirty, and he was a twenty-two-year-old graduate student, but he checked all the boxes.

Scott was cute, physically fit, unattached, and had a valid reason for having a profile on the website.

He worked and attended graduate school full time and didn’t have time for dating or games, but he had sexual needs that were impossible to meet otherwise.

We exchanged photographs and then talked on the phone for a while a couple of times.

After I had my conversations with Scott, Mark had a couple of long conversations with him.

The deciding factor for both of us was that Scott wasn’t over eager and had his concerns when we video chatted through the website.

Scott needed assurance that we would be discreet and was extremely concerned about adversely affecting our marriage.

Mark and I made plans with Scott to meet at a sports bar close to where we all lived.

A sports bar would be casual, and there would be no pressure to fake who we all were.

I found Scott to be adorable and even more so when he admitted that he found me to be intimidating.

Scott and Mark bounded over my resting bitch face, and as the night progressed, Scott became more comfortable with us.

Scott’s schedule was as insane as he had told us, which is why we made plans to get together on a Sunday afternoon the following week.

Mark and I found him trustworthy enough to invite him to our house.

All of us were extremely nervous at the start of the afternoon and had cocktails to loosen up as we sat outside by the pool.

After a few hours of having drinks and talking, we all went inside.

There was an awkward moment of silence between all of us until Mark broke the silence by saying, “We should head into the guest room.”

“I’ll get her warmed up for you,” Mark said to Scott.

Mark and I kissed, groped one another, and then he undressed me.

Scott looked at my nude body with lust and said, “You have the most amazing body I’ve ever seen.”

“Not bad for thirty,” I said to him.

“Nothing bad at all,” he responded.

I laid myself onto the bed onto my back as Scott placed himself between my spread legs and began to eat me.

Mark was sitting on the bed on my right side and watched as Scott orally performed.

Scott licking my pussy felt amazing, but I was concerned about letting myself go until Mark kissed me.

“Do you like the way Scott is licking your pussy, baby?” Mark asked as I gazed into his eyes.

“It feels so good, babe,” I moaned as Mark smiled and began to run his hands over my tits.

Scott reached up and took hold of my right breast as Mark took hold of my left breast and began to flick my nipple with his tongue.

Mark got off the bed, went into his nightstand, and tossed a box of condoms on the bed.

As soon as the box of condoms landed on the bed, Scott stopped orally performing.

He quickly got off the bed, took his clothes off quickly, and ripped open the box of condoms.

I watched as Scott tore a condom off and opened one with his teeth.

He quickly rolled the condom onto his manhood as Mark again took a seat on the bed.

Scott inserted himself into me in a missionary position and slowly began to fuck me as Mark kissed me with his tongue.

I had a cock inside of me while I kissed my husband at the same time and was as aroused as I had ever been!

“Mark, I want your dick in my mouth!” I exclaimed as soon as Mark stopped kissing me to watch Scott fuck me.

“I’m just here to watch,” Mark responded.

“Give me your fucking cock!” I commanded as Mark quickly removed himself from the bed.

Mark quickly removed his shorts and underwear and kneeled next to my head.

I took hold of Mark’s manhood and began to lick and suck as Scott began to fuck me harder.

Mark, Scott, and I had discussed the encounter, but nothing we had previously discussed happened in the midst of it.

As soon as I felt Scott throb inside me, I stopped sucking Mark’s dick and yelled at him to fuck me.

Mark quickly exchanged places with Scott and fucked me as hard as he ever had before.

Mark quickly removed himself from inside of me and shot his load onto my stomach.

I never saw so much sperm come out of his cock before!

“Scott, fuck me!” I cried out in almost begging for him.

“I need a minute,” he responded as I got off the bed, dropped to my knees, and began to suck Scott’s dick to get him hard again.

I didn't even mind the taste of the condom present on his dick as I sucked him until he was again erect.

I called Mark over to me and then alternated between sucking Mark’s dick and sucking Scott’s dick.

“I want you both inside of me!” I said with desire.

Scott put on another condom and laid on his back as I placed myself over him and guided his dick into my pussy.

Mark squirted lube onto my asshole, rubbed it in, tossed the lube onto the floor, and inserted his cock on my ass.

I don’t have the words to describe how amazing it felt to have two dicks inside of me simultaneously.

When it was all said and done, I had cum twice, Scott dropped three loads, and Mark spewed as many times as Scott had.

I was so exhausted and sexually gratified that I couldn’t move a muscle as Mark walked Scott out of the house.

I used every ounce of my strength to get out of the bed get myself into the shower.

As I showered, I realized every inch of me was sore.

Mark walked into the bathroom, and as he got into the shower, I exited the shower.

I laid in bed wrapped in a towel as Mark then exited and put on his boxer briefs.

I knew I had loved every second of every minute of the encounter, and even though Mark shot three loads, I wasn’t sure if it were something he would ever want to experience again.

“How do you feel, baby?” Mark asked.

“I’m sore everywhere,” I admitted to him.

“Marissa, that wasn’t my question,” he said to me with concern.

Mark looked so worried that it made me scared.

I knew from the experience it was something I wanted to happen repeatedly, but I was frightened, to be honest.

Seriously, I asked, “How do you feel about it?”

“I asked first,” he responded as I then sat up in bed and stared at him.

“This conversation needs to happen,” he said to me.

I inhaled deeply, exhaled slowly, and then stared at him.

“I loved it,” I confessed to him.

It was only seconds but felt like an eternity as a smile slowly appeared on his face.

“Thank God!” he yelled out in a combination of relief and joy.

“You liked it too?” I questioned as he began to laugh.

“That was better than I ever imagined!” he exclaimed with a closed fist as he then punched the air.

“You weren’t jealous?” I inquired.

“Not for a fucking second,” he instantly replied.

“The look on your face when he penetrated you was the hottest look I’ve ever seen on your face,” he said to me.

“We’re good then,” I said to him as he again smiled and nodded his head.

With Scott’s insane schedule, we couldn’t get together as much as we liked, but when Mark and I had sex, we talked dirty to each other about our most recent encounter with Scott.

Our relationship with Scott continued for close to eight months when he was offered a job in Michigan.

Not only would he earn a phenomenal income, but the company would pay for his graduate degree.

Mark and I went back to work trying to find another Scott, but it seemed impossible after two months.

We got as far as meeting two guys in person.

I liked one, but Mark didn’t, and Mark liked the other one, but I didn’t.

While involved with Scott, unbeknownst to Mark, I had taken it upon myself to find a woman.

Krista was in her late thirties, divorced, and had a demanding career as a registered nurse.

I had talked to her for well over a month before I confessed to Mark that I had found a woman I wanted.

She was bisexual, and although she preferred women, she found Mark to be attractive.

It was important to me to find a bisexual woman who would be open to sharing Mark.

He had told me repeatedly that when it came to encounters with women, he would only want to have sex with me.

I appreciated he felt that way, but as with the first encounter with Scott, plans tend to get thrown out the window amid an encounter.

Krista didn’t want to video chat, and although Mark found her attractive from her pictures, he didn’t seem enthusiastic about meeting her in person.

However, when we did meet with her in person, Mark was smitten.

I couldn't blame him for being attracted to her because I was attracted to her.

She was five feet four, had long straight brown hair, hazel eyes, a great body, and an amazing smile.

The first time we got together with Krista was at her apartment.

We were in her living room, chatting and drinking wine, when she initiated with me.

Krista and I kissed as we sat on her couch, and feeling the touch of a woman for the first time in love time aroused me greatly.

We undressed one another in her living room as I took a seat on her couch with my legs spread.

As she explored my nether region with her tongue, I placed my legs over her shoulders and ran my fingers through the front of her hair.

One look at Mark, and I knew he wanted her.

Mark caressed her ass as she orally performed on me and then started kissing her ass cheeks.

I watched as he placed his face behind her, and she stopped going down on me only long enough to let out a short gasp.

We stopped what we were doing to enter her bedroom.

I laid flat on my back as Krista again placed herself in between my legs.

As Mark watched her eat my pussy he ran his hand on his cock over his pant.

“You want to fuck her baby?” I asked in a low tone of voice.

He didn’t hesitate for a second as he quickly removed his pants and briefs.

He ripped open a condom and then rolled it onto his cock.

Mark licked Krista’s pussy for a little while and then penetrated her.

Mark fucked her so hard that she stopped eating my pussy and braced herself on my legs.

I played with her nipples and caressed her back as Mark fucked her silly.

I had loved having encounters with Scott, but this experience with Krista felt different.

Seeing the pleasure on his face while having his dick inside of another woman made me feel uneasy.

My uneasy feeling didn’t leave me until Mark fucked me from behind as I went down on Krista at the same time.

I found it extremely erotic to be sucking, kissing, and licking Krista’s pussy while being fucked by Mark.

Krista had orgasmed while being fucked by Mark, but I didn’t orgasm until Krista ate my pussy while Mark ate my asshole.

I did have a good time, but the experience made me feel insecure.

I suppressed my insecurities while getting together with Krista two more times.

Krista decided that even though she had a great time with Mark and me, it wasn’t something that she didn’t want to continue with anyone.

It was more along the lines that it was something she had always wanted to do, and she had.

I was a bit disappointed but was also a bit relieved at the same time.

I had chosen her mostly for me and partly for Mark.

I knew I much preferred being with Mark and another man instead of with Mark and another woman.

At this time, Mark and I had been married for three years and had shared only Scott and Krista.

Mark began to travel more than ever, and when he wasn’t traveling, he was putting in long hours at the office.

We had plans to meet with a guy named Robert at 9 PM at a hotel, but it was already 8:30 PM, and Mark still hadn’t arrived home.

“Babe, I’m sorry, but I’m helping Franklin with this proposal, and I’m not going to be able to make it,” Mark told me when he called me on my cell phone.

“It’s okay, honey.

I’ll call Robert and reschedule for another time,” I responded.

“No, go meet him,” he immediately replied.

“Meet him without you?” I asked with surprise.

“Have a great time, and when I get home tonight, you can tell me all about it,” Mark said to me with lust in his voice.

“Ar you sure?” I with surprise.

“I’m one thousand percent positive.

Have a great time, and we’ll talk about it after the date,” he said to me with no doubt in his voice.

“Mark, we’ve never discussed me doing something like this.

The point of doing this was so you could watch, join in, or both,” I told him.

“I know, baby, but hearing you tell me about what happens is just as good as being there in person,” he said to me.

“Mark, no, I’m going to cancel,” I responded.

“Marissa, don’t cancel.

I’m fully on board with this, and I honestly can’t wait to hear all about it,” he said to me, breathing heavily into the phone.

As I drove to the hotel, part of me felt like turning around and going back home, but I didn't.

I drove to the hotel and met Robert at the hotel bar.

I had an immediate sexual attraction to him as he did to me.

We had a few rounds of cocktails when he told me he was happy that Mark wasn’t with us.

Robert was worried he wouldn’t be able to perform with Mark watching us.

Even while walking to the hotel room, I was up in the air to have sex with Robert.

However, once we entered the hotel room, Robert didn’t give me much time to guess myself second any further.

He was a good kisser, and I could feel his hard cock pressed against me within seconds of us starting to kiss.

Robert removed my panties from underneath my skirt, and as he slid them down to my ankles, he asked, “Can you leave your heels on?”

“Sure,” I responded as he gently placed me onto the bed and went down on me.

While Robert was going down on me, I became relaxed, and the only thing I could think of was how good it felt.

I was so wet that Robert stopped eating my pussy to wipe his face against the inside of my legs a few times.

As he devoured my pussy I removed my blouse and bra.

He stopped giving me oral to undress quickly.

I wasn’t sure if his cock was as big as it looked, or it looked bigger because he had no pubic hair.

I was worried about his dick hurting me when penetrating me, so to gauge the size of his dick, I decided to suck him.

As I sucked his cock he moaned, groaned, and ran his fingers through my hair.

“I’m going to cum,” he cried out as I sucked his cock more vigorously and began to jerk him at the same time.

I placed my hands on his ass and pushed him deeper into my mouth as he then exploded into the back of my throat.

I was amazed that after sucking him off, he didn’t become soft.

Robert stayed hard as I then rode him until I orgasmed.

The entire encounter lasted for less than an hour, and although I had gone through with it, I was worried.

I was concerned Mark would become jealous and angry when I told him what happened, but he didn’t.

Mark was at home when I arrived, and he was excited to hear about what I did with Robert.

I began to undress and told Mark I would tell him everything after showering.

He told me I could shower afterward as he excitedly watched me finish undressing.

“Tell me everything, baby!” he exclaimed as he began to kiss and lick my neck.

Robert had eaten me out and fucked my pussy, but Mark was now going down on me as I began to tell him.

As Mark fucked me, he gazed into my eyes.

“Did he cum in your mouth?” Mark asked.

When I answered that, Robert spewed in my mouth, and I swallowed.

Mark then stuck his tongue deep into my mouth.

“Did he make you cum?!” Mark inquired.

When I answered that I rode Robert until I orgasmed, Mark removed his dick from inside me.

I placed his dick into my mouth with Mark on his knees, and he spewed within seconds.

Sperm shot from his dick like water from a cannon into my mouth, and I needed to swallow three times.

Mark and I showered together with a huge smile on his face the entire time.

I had trouble sleeping that night.

I had sex with another man, and not only did Mark not care, but it provided sexual gratification for him.

I felt that I needed to talk to someone about what I had done, but I didn't want anyone to know the full details of my sex life.

I decided to attempt to get advice from Alexa indirectly.

Alexa and I had a girl's night out after work the following Friday.

We were having drinks when I looked at her and asked, “Do you still want to have sex with other men?”

“Fuck yeah!” she immediately answered.

“Would you?” I inquired as she quickly shook her head.

“Of course not.

I love Bruce, and I would never cheat on him,” she replied and then looked at me oddly.

“Are you having an affair?” she asked me with concern.

“No, I’m not having an affair.

I  just came across this article online about married men who enjoyed watching their girlfriends and wives with other men.

The article also said some guys get off to having the women have sex with random guys and then report back.

I was curious about your take on it,” I explained.

“If Bruce could handle it, I would do that shit, but it’s not a possibility

He still gets jealous and pissy over my previous sexual exploits,” she responded.

“But you would if he could handle it?” I questioned.

“If Bruce could handle it, I would let the hot bartender bend me over tonight.

To me, there’s something unnatural about having sex with one person for life,” she said to me with a wink.

“Why did you wink at me?” I inquired.

“I know what this is.

You miss the ladies,” she said to me with a smirk.

“No, I don’t,” I responded.

“You can’t bullshit me.

You’ve had more sex in your life with girls than guys, and I’m honestly surprised that you married a man,” she said to me.

“What makes you say that?” I questioned with shock.

“You were in love with Stacey for all that time, and if you remember, you were trying to break world records with girls in college,” she responded.

“I was not!” I yelled out.

“Marissa, our last semester in college, you fucked at least five girls,” she responded.

“I did not!” I exclaimed.

“Think about it,” Alexa responded.

I thought about it, and she was right to an extent.

I didn't fuck five girls during my last semester in college.

I fucked seven girls, most curious girls.

I grinned at her as she smiled.

“That’s one thing I know Bruce could handle, but you know I would never.

I’m sure Mark wouldn't have a problem with it,” she responded.

“What makes you think that?” I asked.

“Almost all guys have a fantasy about watching their girls with other girls, and Mark knows that you’ve always been bisexual,” she answered.

“Unlike you, I think it’s perfectly normal to be so in love you would only ever want to have sex with one person for life,” I told Alexa.

“No shit,” she said through laughter.

I knew I enjoyed having sex with other men, but part of me was bothered that Mark enjoyed it as much as he did.

On the other side of the fence, my sexual exploits had somehow made Mark and me closer.

Being a mom was something I always wanted, and Mark, too, wanted kids.

However, we decided that we needed to wait.

Mark’s company was rapidly expanding, and he needed things to slow down and get to a normal schedule before he could be the dad he wanted to be.

I decided to get an IUD as I felt it was the best way to assure I didn't accidentally become pregnant.

With a ninety-nine percent effective rate, the likelihood of me getting pregnant was slim to none.

When Mark and I met Mike, there was no need to have Mike wear a condom during sex.

It was shocking not only to see Mark as turned on as he was to see Mike’s cum drip from my pussy but to watch Mark coat the head of his cock with Mike’s sperm.

Mike was the first married guy we encountered, but his wife was on board with it.

Mike’s wife, Veronica, wasn’t my ideal type, but she entered the picture after being with Mike twice.

Veronica was pretty and had nice eyes, but she had had a few extra pounds on her.

Mark was so excited when he watched Veronica eat my pussy while Mike fucked her that he needed to jerk off while watching.

Whenever the four of us got together, it was a nonstop fuck fest.

Having Mike and Vernoic eat my pussy simultaneously with Mark’s tongue inside my ass was the most intense orgasm I had experienced.

Veronica and I would suck off Mike and Mark simultaneously, and I would go down on Veronica with either Mark or Mike at the same time.

They would double penetrate both Veronica and me.

We did some freaky shit together.

The freakiest, I believe, was when I fucked Veronica’s ass with a strap on with both Mike and Mark inside of her pussy at the same time.

The four of us were seeing each other exclusively, and before I knew it, I was getting together alone with Mike, and Mark was doing the same with Veronica.

I would get together with Mike and Veronica without Mark, and he would get together with them without me.

For whatever reason, it didn’t bother me to know that Mark was having intercourse with Veronica, and I would get turned on whenever Mark told me about what he did to her.

I knew what I was doing was not what society would define as normal, but it was my normal.

Mark was away at a business conference in Las Vegas, and while we were video chatting, he casually mentioned that this young girl was hitting on him all night.

He was sitting at the bar when I noticed the girl standing behind him.

I wasn’t serious when I asked him if he wanted me to watch him fuck her, but I knew he was as soon as he replied.

“That would be so fucking hot!” he exclaimed.

“As if she would go along with that,” I responded with a fake laugh as the girl said, “She would.”

I was at a crossroads.

I had no issue with Mark having sex with Veronica without me present, so what difference would it make if I permitted Mark to have sex with this girl?

Mark looked at me through the screen on his phone with hope.

“If you want to,” I reluctantly said to Mark as he smiled from ear to ear.

“I’ll call you back in twenty minutes,” he said to me as he immediately ended the call.

I don’t know how to describe what I felt while watched this hot, tight-bodied, fit, twenty-two-year-old being fucked from behind by Mark.

As he fucked her from behind, he described how tight her pussy was as her tits bounced back and forth.

“I wish my mouth were on your pussy!” she cried out while staring into my eyes through the laptop.

The entire encounter between Mark and the girl may have only been about twenty minutes, but it felt like an eternity.

After Mark removed his condom and came on her ass, I watched them kiss.

I watched her get dressed and heard her exit his hotel room.

I smiled, told him that it was great, and ended the video conference.

The realization that I permitted and watched my husband fuck a girl he picked up at a bar crashed over me like waves during a storm.

My mind raced with me, trying to figure out how I went from finding Mark’s laptop to watching him fuck another girl on a video call.

Instead of telling Mark how I felt about his encounter, I didn't, and for that, I take full responsibility.

I should have told him that it bothered me, but instead of airing my grievance, I kept my mouth shut and pretended I was okay.

I wasn’t okay, yet I said nothing.

Our foursome ended when Veronica became pregnant.

As soon as we found our Mark went online and began searching for a similar arrangement.

In the meantime, he also continued seeking my permission to bed other women, and I allowed him to.

He was so happy, but I was becoming unhappier with each of his encounters.

“Hey, babe.

I think I found a guy for you,” Mark said to me.

I rolled my eyes and replied, “You mean a guy for you.”

“No, a guy for you.

It’s been a while,” he responded.

“I know, but I’m good,” I replied.

“You’re good?

What does that mean?” Mark inquired.

“What I just fucking said!

I’m good as I’m not interested in looking!” I barked at him.

“Why not?” he asked with surprise.

“I need a fucking break from this shit, Mark!” I screamed.

“Whoa, calm down, Marissa.

If you need a break, all you needed was to say so without ripping my fucking head off,” he responded with anger.

“I need a break, Mark,” I responded.

“Suit yourself,” he responded.

I wanted to say was that I needed him to take a break as well, but I didn't.

I didn't say what I wanted to say because I knew he had no intention or desire to stop what he was doing.

I began going back to the boutique every day and staying late.

I went along in my marriage to Mark, acting as if I was happy when I wasn’t even content.

“Marissa, baby, it’s been almost six months since we’ve done what we used to do with Mike and Veronica, but we’ve been there and done that.

I was thinking about taking things up a notch,” he said to me.

“What do you have in mind?” I asked as he continued to drink.

“I was thinking about you with myself and two other guys,” he said as he gently stroked my face.

“You and two other guys.

Why not make it to you and three other guys?

Why stop there?

Why don’t you find like ten guys for a gang bang?

Each guy can take turns fucking and cumming inside of me,” I responded.

“That would be fucking amazing!” he exclaimed with excitement.

That would be fucking amazing?!

I was saying it sarcastically, yet Mark took it as me being serious!

“Does it turn you on to think about having guys run a train on me and covering me in their hot sperm?” I asked.

“Absolutely,” he said as a look came across his face.

That look told me that he was truthful when he answered my question.

I needed to try and understand how far Mark would take things.

“I need a drink Mark,” I said to him as he smiled and made us drinks.

We went outside and took seats at the table as I tried to imagine the most insane thing imaginable.

“Mark, baby, I know.

Imagine me having ten guys at the same time,” I said to him.

I was fucking stunned to see the gears in his head begin to turn.

Mark sipped his drink and asked, “Ten at the same time?

How?”

“Think about it?” I responded in question as he looked at me and shrugged his shoulders.

“Okay, picture this.

I’m sitting on one guy's cock with two guys behind me.

One guy also has his dick in my pussy while the other guy has his rod in my ass.

Three guys are standing in front of me with two guys on either side of me.

I put three dicks in my mouth, and, at the same time, I hold two dicks in each of my hands.

While I’m being fucked I suck the three cocks and jerk off the other four, and it happens at all the same time,” I said to him.

“Wow, just wow!

That would be fucking astonishing!” Mark yelled out.

“Are you hard, baby?” I asked as he quickly nodded his head.

“Better yet, I could do it while I’m pregnant.

Imagine the same scenario but with me pregnant with our child,” I told him.

“Oh shit!

I can’t wait!” he screamed out with his eyes opened as wide as I had ever seen them opened.

“You know what would be even better?” I asked.

“No, what?!” he asked in reply.

“You could be guy eleven.

I don’t know what position I would need to be in buy maybe you could fit your dick inside my ass with a guy.

That way, I would have two cocks in my ass and two in my pussy with three in my mouth and four in my hands.

I don’t know, but maybe I could fit five dicks in my mouth.

The number thirteen is normally unlucky, but to me, nothing but positive.

I could have nine dicks inside my body at the same time,” I said to him with fake lust and excitement.

“Marissa, you are a goddess!

I thought we would slowly build up to something like that but knowing you’re game is amazing,” he said to me.

“Something like that?

Did you have something else in mind?” I questioned.

“I was thinking you, me, and all girls,” he answered.

“Tell me more, baby,” I replied.

“Instead of dicks I would be the only dick.

Four girls with strap ons, two in your ass, two in your pussy.

Another girl uses her tongue on your ass.

Then there would be another girl who uses her tongue on your pussy all at the same time.

There would be another girl who you would be going down on you.

That girl would have another girl going down on her who I fuck at the same time,” he explained.

I replayed his words and scenario in my head and counted.

Eight girls…nine including me,” I responded as he sat in silence for a moment and then sipped his drink.

“No need to stop at eight.

It could be like an endless chain of girls,” I responded while dumbfounded.

“Anything is possible.

It’s just a matter of finding as many as possible,” he responded.

I finished my drink and shook my empty glass in front of Mark as he then smiled and took hold of my glass.

He went inside the house to make more drinks as I sat in my chair with my mind in overdrive.

There could be nothing I could say that Mark wouldn’t agree to, but fantasy and reality are opposites.

Mark told me he thought we needed to build toward things slowly, but I wasn’t sure if he was messing around with me or serious.

As soon as he came back outside with the drinks, I knew he was serious about all of it.

“Guys are way easier to find than girls, so we should do the guy thing first,” he said to me.

He handed me the drink and retook his seat across from me.

“What do I mean to you?” I asked.

“You’re my wife,” he answered.

“Why did you marry me?” I questioned.

“I married you because I love you,” he retorted.

“I married you because I love you too but why me?

What about me made you realize I was the one and only woman for you?” I asked.

“Why is this important?” he questioned.

“It just is, Mark,” I replied.

“You know, after finding out about Susan, I wasn’t in a good place.

I wanted to find that one person I could be with who loved me and would accept me for who I am.

I thought it was her, but it wasn’t.

Susan was great about the sexual things, and I thought I had found my unicorn, but I hadn’t.

The only reason she went along with the things I wanted to do was because of the money.

She was willing to do whatever I wanted as long as I could keep her ass in the lap of luxury,” he said to me.

“What sexual things?” I asked while forcing myself to remain calm as possible.

“Anything I wanted.

It was close to what we discussed, but Susan and I never got there,” he answered

“How close to what we discussed?” I inquired with my heart pounding.

“Four guys and me.

She was sucking me off while stroking two guys.

Susan had one guy in her ass and the other guy inside of her pussy.

As she looked up at me while sucking my cock I felt she was the one for me.

I don’t need to tell you how stunning Susan was and probably still is, but I felt she was the one after that.

I asked her to marry me, and she accepted.

When I found out the only reason she was doing what I wanted was because of my money, it fucked me up.

When I met you and realized the money didn’t matter, I couldn’t have been happier.

I was a bit concerned that you were more into girls than guys, but then I wasn’t.

You were with me because of me, and I figured the worst case would be that you would need to be with a girl from time to time,” he explained.

“You never talked about the sexual things you wanted,” I responded.

“I didn’t know how to bring it up.

You were going to break up with me because of me not inviting you to meet my parents.

Then you didn’t break up with me when I confessed that I came from money and had money of my own.

I didn't want to take the chance of strike three.

I thought the best-case scenario would be us having women join us in the bedroom.

Even though it wasn’t ideal, it was fine,” he replied.

“It was fine,” I said to him.

“You’re beautiful, intelligent, driven, come from a great family, and have a sex drive higher than mine.

Not a morning goes by where I don’t wake up, look at you and realize I’m the luckiest man on Earth.

I thought accidentally leaving my laptop out was going to end us, but it didn’t.

When I saw you with my computer on your lap, I was trying to think of the best divorce attorney, but you weren’t mad or even upset.

Now that we’re here, I have no regrets,” he told me.

“You regretted marrying me?” I asked with shock.

“Regret isn’t the right word…I had doubts.

I am the way I am, and there were things that I needed that you weren’t providing.

You finding my laptop was the best thing that could have ever happened,” he responded.

“Why if I had freaked out when I found your laptop.

What if I decided against being shared or going out on dates with other men?

What if I had an issue with you being with other women?” I questioned.

“I don’t know, but there’s no point in thinking about it.

The past is the past and what’s important is the present,” he answered.

I had initially gone along with what Mark wanted because I felt it would have ruined our relationship, our marriage had I not.

I enjoyed being share with both Scott and Krista.

I hadn’t been sure about being with Robert, but I did enjoy the experience and knew that Mark enjoyed it as much as I did and possibly more.

Our time with Veronica and Mike was great at first, and I couldn’t pinpoint when our foursome turned into something else.

Mark picking up the young girl in Las Vegas then turned into Mike going out on dates and having sex with other women, but I was permitting him.

I could deal with Mark wanting to share me with two men, but knowing he wanted what I felt were insane encounters blew my mind.

Mark had no problem with me being gangbanged by upwards of ten men and having lesbian orgies with even more women than men.

It disgusted me to think about Mark wanting the same encounters to happen even while carrying our child.

There seemed to be no limit to what Mark wanted to experience, and I wasn’t sure what to do.

“So babe, what do you think?” he asked.

“About what, Mark?” I asked with confusion.

“Taking things up a notch,” he quickly answered.

I didn’t want to talk about it anymore, so instead of telling him how I felt, I replied, “Surprise me.”

Two days after that conversation, an event turned my life upside down.

Mark and I were sleeping when the ringing of my cell phone awoke me.

It was almost 3 AM when I answered my landlord's call to tell me of the fire.

My boutique and the other four stores on my block burnt to the ground.

My businesses, livelihood, and all that I had done over the years were gone in one night.

Insurance would cover my losses, but my landlord decided to sell the buildings to a real estate developer.

I needed to find a new location and rebuild my business from the ground up.

I spent weeks trying to find a suitable location, but I was having major issues.

The locations I liked were too expensive, and the somewhat reasonably priced locations were somewhat reasonably priced because of the less desirable locations.

I didn’t know if I should reopen or doing something else with my life.

I also didn’t know what something else could be.

I was sad, angry, depressed, frustrated, and lost.

Mark knew what I was going through and took me out for an amazing dinner followed by cocktails afterward.

I thought we were heading home afterward, but we didn’t.

Mark instead drove us to a luxury resort.

“I know how you've been feeling, and I thought it would be good to get you out of the house so you can relax and have a great time,” he said to me.

I felt grateful and happy as we walked to the suite, but my feelings vanished as soon as we entered.

Inside the suite were five couples, as in five men and five women.

All were drinking and chatting as I looked at Mark in disbelief as he winked and me and then smirked.

They all were in robes and wore masks that covered the upper part of their faces.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“This is a great time,” he replied as he then kissed my lips.

Mark took hold of my hand and walked me into a bedroom.

He had the bed covered in rose pedals.

In the middle of the bed, there was a blindfold.

“I want you to enjoy this.

Clear your mind, relax and enjoy this,” he said to me.

“Mark, I’m confused,” I said to him truthfully.

“They’re all here for you, love.

Undress put the blindfold on and enjoy what they’re going to do to you,” he said to me with lust and yearning.

I swallowed hard and looked at him in disbelief.

“I’m going through the most difficult time in my life, so to help me, you want me to be fucked by ten people?” I questioned.

I expected to spend the night alone with Mark, sipping champagne, relaxing, and enjoying one another's company.

Instead, Mark wanted to have an orgy!

“Take me home now!” I yelled at him.

He looked at me with surprise and shock on his face.

“Take you home?” he asked me with annoyance.

“I don’t know what you were thinking, but this is the last thing I need.

I’m not doing this,” I said to him with building anger.

“Do you have any idea how long and how much money this took me to put together?” he asked me with seriousness.

“Do you think I honestly give a fuck?!

We didn’t discuss this shit, Mark!” I screamed.

“We didn’t talk about this specific scenario, but we discussed similar things,” he responded.

“We talked about scenarios that I never agreed to!” I said to him through my clenched teeth.

“You were the one who brought up ten men!

Instead of ten men, I split it up with five couples!” he yelled at me in frustration.

“It was hypothetical!” I exclaimed.

“Marissa, I know you’ll enjoy this,” he said to now in a calm voice.

I took a seat on the foot of the bed and looked at Mark’s rising and falling chest.

Looking at his facial expression and demeanor, I knew this was something he wanted to happen badly.

“You want me to strip nude, put the blindfold on, and then go outside?” I questioned as he licked his lips and smiled.

“Imagine twenty hands all over your body, touching you.

You’ll be getting fucked and won’t know who it is fucking you.

You’re going to cum the most you ever have,” he said to me in a lustful tone.

“What are you going to do?” I asked.

“I’m going to watch, and afterward, we’ll come back inside here,” he answered.

“What do you want them to do to me?”  I inquired.

“I want to watch the men take turns fucking you.

I want to watch them jerk off and cover you in cum.

I want to watch two women lick your pussy at the same time while you suck dicks,” he said to me.

“Is getting you hard to think about it, baby?” I asked.

Mark exhaled slowly and nodded his head.

“I want to watch you jerk off as you tell me more,” I said to him.

He smirked, unzipped his pants, and took hold of his rock-hard dick.

Mark stared at me and started to slowly stroke himself.

“Think about this.

You can take all their cocks at the same time.

Put two in your mouth, one in your ass, and two in your pussy simultaneously.

Swallow their hot cum and have the other fills your ass and pussy

After they all cum, a couple of the women can suck the cum from inside your body.

Then the women can take turns eating your pussy until you orgasm,” he said to me as I watched him explode.

I stared at him expressionless as he put his dick back into his pants.

He walked to me and gently caressed my cheek.

I placed my hand on top of his and slowly removed it.

Mark looked confused as I arose from my seated position on the bed.

I didn't say a word as I exited the bedroom and the suite.

Mark didn’t follow me outside as I ordered an Uber and stood outside for close to twenty minutes waiting for the car to arrive.

I felt numb as I entered the house, made myself a drink, and leaned against the counter in the kitchen.

Mark hadn’t chased after me instead of choosing to remain at the suite and have himself a great time.

I wasn’t even a thought in his mind.

He knew why I left, but all that mattered was his sexual gratification.

Mark wouldn’t change because he couldn’t change.

He didn’t love me.

Mark loved what I was willing to do for his sexual gratification.

Had I known what the result would be, I wouldn’t have agreed to any of it, but I had.

I had agreed to it because I felt that my marriage would have ended, only to wind up where I now was.

All I had done was postpone the inevitable.

I had a few drinks and was about to go to bed when I heard the front door open.

I was surprised to see Mark.

“Babe, I’m sorry,” he said to me.

“What are you sorry for?” I asked.

“I’m sorry that I made the arrangement, and I’m sorry that I didn’t go after you.

I don’t know what I was thinking,” he said apologetically.

“Did you have a good time?” I asked with my voice trembling.

“I left them all there, and I went for a drive,” he replied.

“Oh,” I said in shock.

“You don’t want this anymore, do you?” he asked.

“I don’t,” I admitted to him as he then took a seat on the couch in the living room.

“I should have known,” he admitted to me as I took a seat next to him.

“I never said anything,” I said to Mark.

“Why?” he questioned.

“I wanted you to be happy because I love you,” I said to him.

“I love you to Marissa, and if you don’t want this anymore, neither do I,” he responded.

“You don’t want a divorce?” I ask with my voice shaking and tears now leaving my eyes.

“No, do you?!” he yelled out.

“No, I don’t, but I thought you would,” I confessed

We embraced tightly, and I felt foolish.

I believed my marriage was over, and Mark didn’t love me, but I was wrong.

As we laid in bed that night, we agreed that there would be no more sharing one another sexually and no more dates with others.

I thought it would tear our marriage apart, but it didn’t.

As the months passed, Mark and I lived as a normal married couple.

He helped me find a new location, and I reopened my boutique.

It was as difficult as I had imagined it to be as I had a large social media following and a database of my customers.

Within five months of reopening at my new location, I made more money than I ever had.

My marriage was now everything I had imagined to be.

I was deeply in love with Mark, and I believed he felt the same about me.

We even began discussing getting pregnant.

With my boutique doing better than ever and my new manager working out better than expected, I started going on business trips with Mark.

Mark was traveling more than ever, and it was his idea to have me with him as he felt we were becoming distant.

We were on a business trip in New York.

Mark had a meeting with a dot com start-up, and after his meeting, we made plans to meet up at an upscale bar a few blocks from the hotel.

I was sitting alone at the bar when I noticed this beautiful woman looking at me with interest.

We made eye contact a couple of times and looked away until we again made eye contact and didn’t look away.

I watched as she got off her bar chair and walked over to me.

“Hi, I’m Francesca,” she said to me as I smiled and replied, “Marissa.”

“Is it okay if I have a seat?” she asked as I smiled and nodded my head.

She bought me a drink, and I bought her a drink.

Francesca had long straight black hair, a beautiful face, a slim body, and captivating dark blue eyes.

Mark had told me he probably would arrive around 6:30 PM, but it was close to 8 PM, and I hadn’t heard from him.

The conversation with Francesca flowed easily, and there was obvious sexual chemistry between us.

She, too, was in New York on business and staying at the same hotel Mark and I were staying.

Mark arrived at the bar around 8:15 PM and apologized profusely for his meeting running so late as he joined Francesca and me at the bar.

We talked and continued to have drinks when I excused myself so that I could use the restroom.

When I returned, Francesa excused herself as her cell phone rang.

Mark smirked at me.

“Why are you looking at me that way?” I questioned.

“While you were gone, she asked if I would be okay with letting you hang out with her for a little while at the hotel,” he answered.

“What did you tell her?” I asked.

“I told her that I didn’t have an issue with you two hanging out alone for a while,” he responded.

“Mark, she doesn’t want to hang out with me,” I told him.

He sipped his drink, smiled, and put his glass down.

“I know what she has in mind,” he responded.

“No, it’s not a good idea,” I replied.

“Marissa, it’s okay.

I know you have needs I can’t provide,” he responded.

My heart was pounding, and my pulse was racing.

It had been so long since I enjoyed the touch of a woman, and I wanted Francesca badly.

“I’m okay, Mark,” I said to him as he shrugged his shoulders.

Mark’s cell phone alerted him to a text message as he took hold of his phone and looked at me.

“Shit, I need to go,” he said to me.

“Go where?” I questioned.

“I was only able to meet with one of the partners today, Brenden.

Brenden’s partner wants to meet up with me to go over what we discussed at the office,” he answered.

“Do what you need to do,” I responded.

“You’re the best,” Mark told me as he kissed me goodbye.

Francesca walked over to me and said, “Where did your husband go?”

“He needed to take care of a business thing,” I responded.

“Would you want to grab a drink at the hotel bar and hang out in the hot tub for a bit?” she asked.

There would be no harm in grabbing a drink at the hotel bar and taking a soak.

All I would need to do is say goodnight and part ways with her.

Within ten minutes after changing and entering the hot tub with Francesca, we kissed and caressed one another.

Although she had initiated, I didn’t say or do anything to stop it from happening.

Her body pressed against mine in hot water felt amazing, and I felt weak.

“Let’s go to my room,” she said to me as I looked at her beautiful face and into her amazing dark blue eyes.

“Okay,” I responded.

As I held onto the headboard with Francesca's mouth, lips, and tongue exploring my pleasure zone, Mark hadn’t crossed my mind at all.

As she finger fucked me while sucking on my clitoris, I only thought about how good I felt and how amazing of an orgasm she gave me.

Francesca had the most amazing tits I had ever seen.

As I devoured her pussy and enjoyed her unique taste, all I could think about was how badly I wanted to hear her climax as I caressed her tits and nipples at the same time.

Francesca orgasmed with my tongue inside of her as I played with her clitoris.

Hearing her cum brought a shiver down my spine.

Francesca and I made each other cum one more each as we then laid next to one another.

As soon as I opened my eyes and looked at the time, I felt horrible.

It was after 7 AM, and Francesa was getting dressed after showering.

“Last night was amazing,” she said to me as I got out of bed and put my bathing suit back on.

“It was,” I responded as she walked to me and kissed my lips.

“If you’re ever in Florida, call me,” she said as she handed me her business card and then began to pack her suitcase.

I entered my hotel room to find Mark lying in bed, scrolling through his cell phone.

He took one look at me and knew what I had done.

Mark smiled at me but didn’t say a word.

“I fell asleep,” I said to him.

“It was that good?” he asked as I nodded my head in reply.

“Tell me what happened,” he said to me with a grin.

As I told him all that had happened between Francesca, Mark wasn’t the only one who became excited.

As I thought about her nude body and how she made me feel, it made me aroused.

As I rode Mark, I told him how Francesca tasted and how she made me cum.

Feeling Mark shoot his load inside of me brought me over the edge as I too orgasmed with him still inside of me.

Mark had no issue with me having sex with Francesca and spending the night in her bed.

Mark was honest when he told me that if being with a woman from time to time was something I needed, he had no issue.

For the next week, all I could think about was what had led to the change in our relationship, me.

I began to feel that I had overreacted that night in the suite.

It wasn’t Mark’s fault that he didn’t realize the scenarios we discussed had been hypothetical.

It wasn’t his fault that he didn’t pick up on my sarcasm.

It was Mark who had thought it best to build up to things slowly, and I had to bypass it, hypothetical or not.

I had felt that the life I was living was not what I wanted, but I wasn’t so sure now.

If Mark was willing to allow me to do what I needed from time to time, I felt I should be willing to do the same for him.

I could try things for him, and if I felt I had gone as far as I was willing to go, all I needed to do was be open and honest with him.

Communication is important in any relationship but even more important in a marriage.

I knew I had a communication problem and decided that I needed to make a change.

For the first time in a long time, I talked to Mark, and we had an honest discussion

I told him how I felt when he picked up the girl in Las Vegas and how I permitted him to be with other women when I didn’t want to.

I admitted how insecure it made me feel, and I told him that how our relationships evolved with Mike and Veronica confused me.

He told me he understood and that had I been honest and spoke with him about how I felt, things would have been different.

Mark admitted that he still wanted to watch me with other men and go out for one-night stands, so I did.

Finding men who wanted to have no strings attached sex with me wasn’t difficult when I decided that married men would no longer be off-limits.

I made Mark happy, and I provided men with something they wanted that they weren’t getting at home.

I lived by the motto of giving my man what he wanted over risking him finding someone else to give it to him.

Their wives didn’t live by the same motto, and it wasn’t my fault.

The most common thing that husbands didn’t get at home were blowjobs followed by anal sex.

Nothing turned Mark on greater than fucking me after having a guy cum inside of me.

On the nights when I was too sore for more sex, Mark was happy to have me jerk him off while telling him what happened during my date.

Mark always wanted to know if I had orgasmed, and if I didn’t, he would get me off.

I was going out on average three nights per week for three months after Mark's open and honest discussion.

Mark kept bringing up how badly he wanted to share me with two other men, so I finally agreed.

We found two married men, Desmond and Henry, who were friends and made the arrangement.

Being fucked from behind while sucking Mark’s dick made me want more.

Being fucked in both holes by Henry and Desmond simultaneously while having Mark cum down my throat made me want more.

Having them all in me at the same time blew my mind and made me have the best orgasm I had ever experienced up that point in time.

Finding women to fuck was always harder than men, but it became less difficult when I decided that married women were no longer off the table.

I found the most amazing woman ever in Yolanda.

She was bisexual, and although her husband gave her permission to do what she felt she needed, he didn’t want to know about it.

Yolanda was tall, had bronze skin, and was half Hispanic and half African American.

She was young at twenty-three and loved to eat my pussy and ass.

Yolanda received the most pleasure from giving me pleasure and pleasure me she did.

She felt having her vagina penetrated would equate to cheating on her husband, so she would only let Mark sodomize her.

Mark didn’t mind, and to be honest, watching Mark ass fuck her turned me on.

I was comfortable meeting with Henry and Desmond while also seeing Yolanda, but Mark was becoming bored.

When Mark told me he wanted to find another guy to join Henry and Desmond, I agreed.

His name was Pierre, and after having a few encounters with him, I made the proposition for him to join in with Mark, Desmond, and Henry.

Pierre agreed, and off we went.

At this point, I realized that as far as I had gone, Susan had gone further.

Susan had gone as far as being with Mark and four other men simultaneously, and I felt I needed to pass her by.

I figured there wouldn't be much difference in adding two more men into the mix, and when I told Mark, he was like a kid on Christmas morning.

Mark and I added Gabriel and Jorge into the group, and the first time we all met, I was overwhelmed.

It was my first encounter with Mark and the five of them.

At one point in the encounter, I had Desmond, Henry, and Mark inside of me while having Pierre in my mouth as I jerked off Gabriel and Jorge.

I wasn’t sure how I felt about it, but Mark loved it so much that it made me feel better about the experience.

All was going well until a night with Yolanda.

Yolanda had never allowed Mark inside of her vagina, but she did for the third time on this night.

I didn't mind that Yolanda had let Mark fuck her the two times she did, but I was confused about why she did and was again allowing it.

That night I drove her to her friend's house.

I had always dropped her off down the block from her apartment.

When I stopped the car, she told me she needed to talk to me.

I turned the car off and asked her what she needed to discuss with me.

She asked me if I knew that Mark liked fucking her, and I told her I did.

“I’m in love with you, and I want us to be together,” she said to me.

I was shocked and concerned as I looked at her, unable to say a word in reply.

“I left Xavier so that you and I can be together,” she said to me.

“Yolanda, you should have talked to me before leaving your husband,” I responded.

She was smiling at me with such hope in her eyes I felt terrible as I watched her smile slowly disappear.

“Yolanda, I don’t know what to say,” I admitted to her.

“Say you love me too, and you want the same thing,” she responded as her smile disappeared.

“I love my husband,” I responded.

“We’ve been doing what we have because you’re not in love with Mark the same as I’m not in love with Xavier.

Mark doesn’t love you, Marrisa.

He’s using you,” she said to me.

“You don’t know the first thing about love or my marriage!

Mark isn’t using me!

I love him, and he loves me!” I shouted with anger.

Yolanda looked at me with tears leaving her eyes and shook her head.

“He loves you so much that he fucks me while looking at you and loved every second of it, every time.

He loves you so much that he tried to meet up with me without you.

He loves you so much that he gets off to watching multiple men fuck you.

That’s not love, Marissa.

You’re nothing more than a sexual object to Mark,” she said to me.

“What the fuck do you know?!

I’m thirty-one, and your twenty-three!” I screamed at her.

“Age doesn’t matter!

I know enough to know at my age that what you have with Mark isn’t love!

I know enough that I know that Xavier and I should have never married and that you shouldn’t have married Mark!” she said to me with passion.

We sat in silence for a minute or so as I then looked at her.

“I’m a lesbian who is married to a man, same as you.

When I told Xavier I was in love with you and wanted a divorce, he told me he understood.

He told me that he knew I would eventually leave him.

I may be young, but at least I know who I am and what I am,” she said to me while wiping her tears.

“I know who and what I am.

I’m not a lesbian.

I’m bisexual,” I responded.

“If you were bisexual, you and I would have never happened.

Being attracted to women is different from needing to be with women.

I love Xavier, but I’m not in love with him, and you’re not in love with Mark even though you love him.

I love you, and I know if you give us a chance, you’ll eventually feel the same toward me,” she said to me with a serious expression and the same hopeful eyes.

“Yolanda, I care about you, but I don’t feel the same, and I won’t.

I’m married, and I love my husband,” I said to her.

“I can make you happy,” she said to me in a pleading manner.

“I am happy,” I said to her.

“No, Marrissa, you think you’re happy,” Yolanda responded.

“I’m so sorry,” I said to her as she placed her hand on my cheek.

“Take care of yourself,” she said as she removed her hand from my cheek and began to sob.

She opened the car door and exited.

As I watched her walk away, I felt like the worst person in the world.

I felt responsible for ending her marriage and realized I was irresponsible by having sexual encounters with married people.

When I arrived home, I didn’t tell Mark all that Yolanda had said to me but did tell him that she was in love with me and had left her husband.

I told Mark I felt responsible for ending her marriage.

“Yolanda is young, and she mistook the sex as being something more than what it was.

She was unhappy, and at least she’s out of the marriage sooner than later,” he explained to me.

I couldn’t get what Yolanda said to me out of my head for weeks.

What bothered me most was her words of, “No, Marrissa, you think you’re happy,” playing over and again in my mind.

Was I happy, or was I pretending to be happy?

I was having sexual encounters with men and group sex to make Mark happy but did it make me happy?

It was my dream to have the same kind of marriage my parents had.

They were so in love and fully committed to one another.

They started and raised a family together.

Through up and downs, good times and bad, they had each other.

A man even looking at my mom drove my dad insane.

Bruce was even worse with Alexa.

Bruce would get jealous of Alexa’s ex-boyfriends.

The thought of any other guy touching Alexa even before they met would make him upset.

My brother-in-law James worshipped the ground, my sister, Brianna, walked on.

He was always super affectionate toward her.

James was always holding her hand, kissing her on her cheek lovingly and hugging her.

Mark was the most affectionate toward me after going on dates and having sex with men.

Whereas my dad, brother-in-law, and best friend's husband wouldn’t be able to handle having their wives touched by another man, my husband loved it.

My husband loved having men cum inside of me and fucking me afterward.

My husband loved watching me suck cock and have men spew down my throat.

Everyone’s relationship is different, and I felt bad that I was comparing my relationship to others, but I also knew that I wanted my relationship to be different.

I didn't have anyone to blame other than myself.

Mark and I had agreed that we would stop, and we did.

I had to fuck it all up by needing to be with Francesca during that business trip to New York.

I had a choice to be with her that night or not.

It wasn’t so much that I wanted to be with Francesca that night.

I needed to be with her that night.

“Being attracted to women is different from needing to be with women,” Yolanda said to me that night in my car.

The reason I began seeing Yolanda was that I needed the touch of a woman.

I needed to feel breasts and nipples on my hands and fingers.

I yearned for the taste and touch of a woman.

I needed the soft feel of lips on my own and the feelings of breasts pressed against my breasts.

If I loved Mark as much as I thought I did, he would be enough for me.

I wouldn’t need to be with women because he should complete me.

If Mark loved me as much as he said he did, why did he need to watch me with men?

Why did Mark need to share me with men and need me to have sex with random men?

Was my marriage to Mark a marriage based on love or something else?

Mark and I were in a good place in our marriage, the best place in a long time, but the more I asked myself if I were happy, the more I didn't know.

If I were happy, I should have known.

Mark’s thirty-fifth birthday was in the middle of the week, and he was away on business, so we decided we would celebrate that Saturday night.

He told me that he wanted to have a special night together, and after I took him out for dinner at this favorite restaurant, he drove us into downtown Phoenix.

I was confused as we entered the large commercial office building and entered the elevator.

Mark took hold of my hand and walked me toward a glass door.

I couldn’t see through the door and the large glass wall due to the dark black tint.

Welcome, Mr. Rodgers, a beautiful woman in a tight black leather outfit, greeted Mark.

“You have three hours,” she said with a smile as Mark provided her with his credit card.

The woman escorted us down a long hallway and unlocked a door.

“Have a great time,” the woman said as Mark walked us into the room.

The room was humongous and consisted of a large king-size four-pillar bed, racks of sex toys, whips, chains, and flogs.

“Happy birthday to me,” he said with a huge smile as he then kissed me passionately.

“Tonight is going to be special, baby,” he said to me with yearning.

Nervously, I asked, “What’s going to be so special?”

“We’re going to have company,” he said as he again kissed me.

“Baby, I need this to happen, one time,” he told me.

“What needs to happen, Mark?” I questioned.

“Fantasy turned reality for my birthday.

One time, baby, one time only,” he said to me.

“What’s going to happen?” I questioned.

“It’s a surprise,” he said to me as he again kissed me.

Mark undressed me, placed a blindfold over my eyes, and then handcuffed my wrists.

Mark wanted to watch me get gangbanged while blindfolded and handcuffed for his birthday.

I had been with up to six men, including Mark, simultaneously, but I had no idea what I was in store for on this night.

I laid in the bed as I heard Mark greet man after man.

I had no idea who was touching me.

All I knew was that I was getting touched, and Mark had greeted so many men that I lost count after ten.

While being fucked I sucked dick simultaneously and had no idea guys were jerking off until I found myself beginning to get covered in semen.

I knew that Mark wasn’t touching or fucking me.

He was talking dirty ad giving commands.

“Suck that dick, baby!”, “Cum inside of her!” “Shoot on her tits!” were just a few of the things he yelled out.

I felt like I was a fuck doll.

Guy after guy fucked my pussy and would either cum inside me or on me as I was also cum on by guys who were jerking off to watching me get fucked.

I didn’t know how many men were in the room and how many were fucking me.

I was riding a guy when I felt another dick enter my pussy with him and another enter my ass.

I had been triple penetrated before, but I could tell these men were larger than average size.

It hurt so much I did my best to grit my teeth and take it, but I instead began to cry while pleading with them to cum.

“It hurts…please cum…please!” I screamed out at the top of my lungs.

I would have continued to scream had it not been for a ball gag.

I didn't know how much time had passed when Mark removed the handcuffs from my wrists and took off the ball gag.

I had never seen the expression on Mark’s face that I saw that night, but I know I’ll never forget it.

Mark needed to hold me up when I placed my feet onto the floor, arose from the bed, and tried to walk.

He walked me to a small bathroom inside the dungeon room.

My asshole and pussy were numb.

I locked the door and looked at myself in the mirror.

I was exhausted and sweating profusely.

Covered in semen was my hair, chest, stomach, as was my back and ass.

I felt used, abused, and so disgusted that I vomited into the bathroom sink.

I took a long hot shower and didn’t get out until Mark told me we needed to go as he knocked on the door.

“That was even better than I had imagined,” he said to me as I forced a smile to my lips.

We drove home in silence, and as soon as we arrived home, I went back into the shower.

No matter how much or how long I washed, I couldn’t get the feeling of filth off me.

I was thankful Mark was asleep when I finally entered our bedroom.

When I awoke in the morning to the smell of coffee in the air, I forced myself out of bed.

I don’t know what getting hit by a truck felt like, but I imagined that it could be no worse than how I felt at that moment.

“Mark, I don’t know what that was last night, but never, ever again,” I said to him in an upset and serious tone.

“It was a one-time thing, and although it will be in my mind forever, I also have a recording,” he told me.

“You recorded it?!” I shouted.

“For our eyes only,” he instantly responded.

Mark was all over me about watching the recording with him, but I didn’t want to at first.

I didn't know exactly how many men I had sex with that night, but it was eating away at me, so I relented a week later.

Mark was bulging before he even brought up the recording on his laptop.

As I watched the recording, I counted twenty-one men in total.

Of the twenty-one men, all of them had fucked my pussy and ass.

Of the twenty-one men, ten of them had their dicks in my mouth.

While being fucked, guys were lined up on either side of the bed, jerking themselves and cumming on my body or getting themselves ready to enter me.

They varied in age, weight, height, and race.

I knew it was me in the video, but I didn't want to believe it was.

Listening to my voice begging for the guys to cum while screaming in pain made me feel horrorstricken.

Watching Mark stroke his cock and listen to him say what he said and the instructions he barked on the video disgusted me.

Watching Mark affix the ball gag in the video made me want to cause him physical harm.

I had been triple penetrated that night by a total of twelve of the men in attendance while being ball gagged.

“Marissa, this is fucking hot!” he exclaimed as he looked at me with lust and want.

“This is hot, Mark?!

It’s hot to see your wife get sexually abused for your sexual gratification?!” I shouted.

“You weren’t sexually abused

You liked it,” he responded.

“There was nothing I liked about any of this shit!” I screamed.

“You never asked for it to stop!” he yelled at me with annoyance and anger.

“You gagged me, Mark!

Do you have any idea what I felt like while you watched this happen to me?!

You have no clue how bad I wanted this to stop!” I exclaimed as he looked away from me.

“I will never have that happen to me again.

I don’t ever want to see this video again.

I don’t ever, ever want to hear about it or discuss it!”

“Okay,” he responded.

“I don’t want to look at you right now.

You disgust me,” I said to him as I began to pack a bag.

“Where are you going?” he inquired.

“I’m going to where I’ll be!” I screamed.

I checked into a hotel, and the next day I went to stay with Alexa and Bruce.

I told Alexa that Mark and I were having issues and needed some time away from him, but I confessed a few days later.

I told Alexa everything that Mark and I had done.

I needed to get it off my chest, and for as much as I worried that Alexa would not want anything more to do with me, it wasn’t the case.

I stayed with Bruce and Alexa for a little over two weeks without communicating with Mark at all.

The night I left her to go back home, we had a short but intense conversation.

“You need to leave him,” she said to me.

“We’re in a rough spot, is all,” I responded.

“Marissa, listen to me.

None of this is normal, and you’re not happy.

There is no good reason to stay with him,” she replied.

“For better or worse, until death does us part,” I told her as she shook her head.

I was serious in my reply to Alexa.

I was married, and I was going to try all that I could to get past the events of that night.

That was until I arrived home.

It was bad enough to feel trapped and confused but worse to walk in on what I did that night.

The television was on so loud I could hear it from down the hallway as I arrived at the top of the stairs.

I knew what Mark was watching, but I didn't know he wasn’t watching alone.

On the television was the video of me getting gang-banged.

Mark was fucking Francesca from behind as she watched the video play on the screen.

I took the scene in for a moment and realized the two of them were so into the moment they didn’t realize I was in the room.

I removed my cell phone and began to record.

I watched as Mark removed himself from inside of her and spewed on her lower back and ass.

Francesa turned her head and realized I was standing in the room.

“It’s so nice to see you again,” I said to her as Mark then realized I was in the room.

“You need to go,” he said to Francesca as she quickly dressed.

I stopped recording and looked at them both in disbelief.

After dressing, she walked out of the room and past me while looking down at the floor.

Mark put on a pair of shorts, took a seat on the bed, and turned the television off.

“I was going to call you,” he said to me.

“After you finished fucking her, I presume,” I responded with fury.

“I just got back from a trip, Marissa,” he attempted to explain.

“Florida, right?” I asked.

“Yeah, Florida,” he responded.

“Meeting Francesca at that bar in New York was planned.

You set it up.

You purposely left the bar so I would leave with her,” I said to Mark.

He looked at me with a blank expression and rubbed his face with his hands.

“Say something, damn it!” I shouted.

“I love you,” he replied.

“I want a divorce,” I told him.

“Marissa, you’re overreacting!” he yelled at me.

“Everything I’ve done and allowed to happen was to make you happy.

You fucking knew that after being with her, I would feel guilty and go right back to what we were doing.

You’ve used, manipulated, lied, and cheated on me, but you love me.

I came home tonight to do whatever I felt necessary for the sake of our marriage.

Even after over twenty men practically raped me for your sexual gratification, I was still willing to try to make this work.

The video was supposed to be for our eyes only, but yet here you were cheating on me with Francesca while watching the video.

I don’t know what your definition of love is, but it’s not my definition, and love is something we don’t have,” I said to him.

“I didn’t cheat on you, Marissa,” he responded.

“You had your dick inside of another woman without my permission or knowledge, and that Mark is cheating,” I replied.

“I know you’re upset, but I’ll stop it, all of it,” he told me.

“You won’t stop because you can’t stop Mark.

You fooled me once, but it’s not going to happen again.

I know you well enough to know that all this shit you’re into is because of who you are.

Who you are is not the man I thought I was marrying.

There’s no point in staying together because you can’t change, and I don’t want this life,” I replied.

“Damn it, Marrisa!” he screamed while balling his hands into fists.

“Is that next, Mark?

You going to hit me now?” I asked as he exhaled slowly and opened his hands.

“You act as if I haven’t tried my best to make this marriage work.

How many men would have married a lesbian out of love and then allow her to have sex with other women?” he questioned.

“The only reason you married me was that I don’t care about you and your family's money.

Come on, Mark.

We’ve been together long enough that we can be completely honest with each other, especially since it no longer matters what we say,” I said to Mark.

“So that’s it, huh?

After three years of marriage, you want a divorce, and that’s final,” he responded.

“Yes, Mark, I want a divorce, and that’s final,” I replied.

“Fine, have it your way.

If you want complete honesty, I’m going to give it to you.

I knew deep down inside you were still that overweight girl with self-esteem issues who wanted oh so badly to have her fairytale come true.

I didn’t believe for a second when you found out that I was hiding my money and my family's money that you were going anywhere, and I was correct.

Besides you not caring about money, I also knew you were a freak.

I know what I wanted from you, and you had already had threesomes, so all I needed to do was take things up a notch.

I left the laptop in my man cave on purpose.

The earthquake just sped it along.

If I didn’t want you to look at the laptop's contents, I sure as hell would have made the password impossible for you to figure out.

The funny thing is that I believed that you were bisexual when the truth is you’re a lesbian who allowed herself to marry a man.

You wanted to find love and have your ideal marriage so badly it didn’t matter with who.

I realized I was a tad bit in over my head when you craved pussy.

No matter how much dick you got, you still needed pussy.

Face the facts, babe.

You weren’t even that attracted to Cindy, but you still fucked her.

Five guys plus myself, yet you needed Yolanda.

You’re a thousand percent correct, by the way.

Francesca is a hot piece of ass, and I knew you wouldn’t be able to resist her, so I planned it all out with her.

I’ve been fucking and partying with her since before Susan.

The video was for our eyes only, but when I told Fran, she was beyond intrigued.

Within the first hour of the video, she was so hot and bothered she wished she were you.

I honestly didn’t expect you to come home tonight, but I wasn’t lying when I told you that I would call you.

Again, you were correct.

I was going to call you after fucking Fran.

I do love you, though, for who you are and everything you’ve done for me.

I know you don’t believe me, but know that I love you, and I always will,” he said to me.

It was painful to hear his words that night, but those words were what I needed to hear.

I could never get the years I spent with Mark back, but it was better to have it end the way it did at that time instead of losing more time.

Mark packed a bag that night and left the house, never to return, although we spoke frequently afterward.

Regardless of the emotional pain, I felt, speaking to Mark was necessary to officially part ways.

We both could have been cutthroat about finances, but neither wanted to prolong things, so the divorce was as amicable as possible.

I, too, left the house that night for all that it represented.

I alternated between staying with Brianna, Craig, and Alexa until my divorce was final.

There were words that Mark said to me that night that resonated with me.

“You wanted to find love and have your ideal marriage so badly it didn’t matter with who,” he said to me that night.

Mark also said, “The funny thing is that I believed that you were bisexual when the truth is you’re a lesbian who allowed herself to marry a man.”

The funny thing to me was that I believed I was bisexual when the truth was that I was lesbian.

As such, I wouldn’t have been able to have my ideal marriage with anyone other than a woman.

I was then a thirty-two-year-old divorced woman who was free to live her life as I should have all along.

Using the money from my divorce and the sale of my boutique, I spent an entire year traveling across the country and overseas.

At thirty-three, I came out to my friends and family.

I had spent some time in New York City, Manhattan during my travels, and decided to move there permanently.

I opened a boutique within months of moving that was a quarter the size of the two I owned in Arizona and rented an apartment above it.

I had lived in the city for a little over three years, and my entire life revolved around my boutique.

I dated from time to time and even had a few one-night stands, but I wasn’t close to finding love.

My closest and only friend was my boutique manager, Nadine.

She was a pretty, bubbly, twenty-four-year-old who began working for me from the day I opened.

Nadine and I went to a Boadway musical and walked down the street talking about how much we enjoyed it afterward.

As we walked, I saw a woman who looked oddly familiar and stopped walking.

Nadine stared at me in confusion as to why I had stopped walking.

As the woman approached us, she looked at me and stopped in her tracks.

“Marissa?” the woman said as my eyes opened wide.

“Oh my God, Stacey!” I exclaimed.

As things tend to happen with friends, Brianna and I lost touch with the clique after years apart while living our lives.

Brie was still best friends with Amanda, but Brie and I lost touch with Greta, Debra, and Stacey over the years.

We were all friends on social media, but that was the extent of our friendships.

Stacey and I hadn’t seen each other in person or spoken since she permanently relocated to North Carolina and married Tatiana.

I was invited to her wedding and declined and vice versa.

We went out for coffee at a diner and talked until the sun came up that night.

Stacey had been living in Manhattan for four years after she and Tatiana divorced.

Sharon and I exchanged numbers.

We texted while watching reality television shows to watching the same shows together in person.

We started meeting up after work to grab a bite to eat, and then we started meeting up for drinks on Friday nights.

Friday night drinks led to both of us staying over at each other’s apartments and going out for breakfast on Saturday morning or ordering in.

That evolved into Saturday nights and Sunday mornings together.

We were spending time together constantly.

Stacey and I had the deepest conversations.

We laughed, cried, hugged, and told one another how great it was to have reconnected after all the time that had passed.

We shared our shame-filled relationship experiences.

I had told her everything about my relationship with Mark.

She didn’t judge me for any of the things that I had done.

Stacey told me everything about her relationship with Tatiana, and I didn't judge her for anything she told me.

It was so great to have Stacey back in my life.

“Thank you for another great day,” I said to Nadine as we were closing the boutique.

“Tell Stacey I said hello,” she said to me.

“How do you know I’m seeing Stacey tonight?” I inquired.

“You’re in your super happy Stacey mood,” she answered.

“What in the hell are you talking about?” I questioned.

“Marissa, it’s no secret you have a resting bitch face.

You were in a fucked up mood all day today until close to six.

Suddenly, you were walking around with a huge smile on your face as you talked on your cell phone.

A smile that has yet to leave your face.

You went from cranky bitch to beyond happy because you talked to Stacey and made plans to hang out,” she explained.

“I’ll tell her you said hello,” I responded with a chuckle.

Nadine was right.

Talking to Stacey made me happy, but it made me extremely happy when I knew I would see Stacey.

I knew the reason why.

The feelings I once had for her were back and stronger than before.

I didn't know what to do about it.

I was scared to say anything to her as I felt it could ruin our friendship.

She wasn’t seeing anyone, so I felt it best not to say a word to her and hoped she would develop the same feelings toward me.

I went to my apartment, showered, purchased two bottles of her favorite wine, and took a cab to her apartment.

Stacy was normally always in a good mood, but on this night, she was upset and had already had a couple of glasses of wine.

“You have a bad day?” I asked her.

“I’m going to be forty,” she answered as she then poured me a glass of wine.

“In three years, Stacey,” I responded.

“I know it’s just that I never imagined I would be in this place at my age.

It’s fucking depressing.

I had my doubts when I married Tatiana, but I married her anyway.

I did what I felt I needed to do for us to stay together, only to wind up divorced anyway.

I think I missed out on meeting the person I was supposed to be with by being with her, and it makes me sad.

Being a lesbian is hard enough but being an emotionally damaged thirty-seven-year-old, divorced, and wrecked looking lesbian is the pits,” she said to me.

“You are the furthest thing from wrecked looking.

You’re even more beautiful now than you were when you made me all hot and bothered that night in the bathroom at that party in high school,” I told her.

“I know I told this before, but I honestly thought you were fucking with me that night.

I had a thing for you and thought because Brianna told you I was gay, you were taking it as an opportunity to mess with me since you knew,” she replied.

“You never told me you had a thing for me before,” I responded with shock.

“Seeing you with Steve used to drive me insane.

Did you seriously think I had sex with you that night just for the sake of having sex?” she replied.

“No, but I thought it happened because I talked you into it,” I answered honestly.

“Marissa, we didn’t do much talking that night.

When you kissed me, I felt like my body was on fire, and part of me couldn’t believe it happened.

The only reason I hesitated was that I was worried about Brie finding out.

If you remember, once you stripped, I was the one who made a move,” she said with laughter as she sipped her glass of wine.

We didn’t talk much that night, and the more I thought about it, the more I realized we had never talked much.

“We’ve talked more in the last four months than we ever talked during our encounters during breaks,” I said to her.

“I know.

A few minutes of talking and then right to sex,” she said through laughter.

I finished my glass of wine, and Stacey poured me another.

I didn’t know why I said what I said next.

Thinking back, I know it because I needed to tell her.

“I was so in love with you,” I said to her as she was sipping wine.

When the words left my mouth, she spat the wine in her mouth back into the glass and coughed.

“What did you just say?” she asked in shock and an upset tone.

“I was in love with you, and I never said anything,” I confessed to her.

“Why didn’t you ever say anything to me?!” she yelled at me.

“I was going to, but then you told me that you had feelings for Tatiana, so I didn't, and we were over,” I explained.

“I can’t fucking believe this!” she screamed as she placed her wine glass on the coffee table and began to pace.

“It was forever ago, so why are you so upset right now?” I asked with puzzlement.

“I had more than a thing for you.

I was completely in love with you.

We had sex that night in the bathroom, and then we had sex the next night before I left for school, and it meant everything to me.

It made me sick to my stomach that I was in love with you, and you were Steven.

You have no idea what it was like for me to go home for winter break and be your side piece, but I took what I could get.

When you and Steve broke up, I got into my head that we would be together, but then you wanted the friends with benefits thing, so I agreed.

I didn't want to agree, but at least it meant that I would still spend time with you.

Our time together was more than sex for me, and I felt it was just sex for you, but I wasn’t sure.

I started dating Tatiana to make you jealous.

I spent summer break in North Carolina working to make you think I didn’t come home because of her.

I was hoping to make you jealous, but it didn’t even bother you.

You were doing whatever the hell you were doing at school, and I wasn’t doing anything but crying.

I couldn’t do it to myself anymore.

Tatiana wanted to be with me, but I was in love with you.

When I went home that winter break, I told you I had feelings for her.

I also told you that we needed to stop the friends with benefits thing because I had feelings for her.

When you realized that sex was off the table and I was leaning toward another girl, I figured it would make you feel a certain way.

If you had feelings anywhere close to how I felt, that would have been the time to tell me.

Instead, you told me you understood and were happy for me.

I was devasted and spent the rest of that break crying my eyes out.

Then I got angry at myself.

You didn't want me, and Tatiana did, so I decided to give it a go with her,” Stacey told me.

I got up from my seat and looked at her as she stopped pacing.

“Oh my God.

Had I told you I was in love with you and wanted to be with you that night, we would have.

None of the things we went through would have happened,” I said to her.

Stacey looked at me as I watched a tear leave her eye.

“You could have said something to me,” I said to her.

“I was following your lead, Marissa,” she said to me as tears began to stream from her eyes.

“Could have, would have, should have, but neither us did.

“We missed out on so much, and I don’t want to experience that again,” I said to her.

“What are you saying?” she asked as she wiped her tears with her fingers and stared at me.

“I’ve been nervous and scared to tell you how I feel, but I need to.

Everything about you makes me happy.

There’s a reason why we found each other again after so much time.

We should have never been apart, and now we don’t have to.

I know this is sudden, and you probably think it’s coming from nostalgia, but it’s not the case.

Even though so much time has passed between us, and we’ve only been back in each other lives again for a few months, all the feelings I had are back as if they never left.

It’s like my feelings toward you stayed dormant over the years.

I don’t know if you see me as just a friend or not, but I want to try with you,” I confessed.

Stacey stared at me and quickly closed the distance between us.

Without hesitation, she kissed my lips, and we then started kissing with our tongues.

I knew why I had the feeling of butterflies in my stomach.

I was nervous.

The last time I truly felt the way I did at this moment was when kissing the last time I kissed Stacey.

We stopped kissing and gazed into one another’s eyes.

She suddenly pushed me back, sending me flying into a seated position on her couch.

Stacey sat on my legs as we again kissed with our tongues.

She stopped kissing me and began to lick and suck on my earlobe.

She then started kissing and licking my neck as my body felt as if it were on fire.

I didn't want to stop her, but I knew what would happen if I didn’t.

“Stacey, please stop,” I sighed as she removed herself from my legs and sat next to me.

“I’m sorry, but you have no idea how hard it’s been for me to share a bed with you and not make a move,” she said to me.

“You’ve wanted to make a move?” I asked with surprise.

Stacey bit down on her lower lip and slowly nodded her head.

“Since the first night we shared a bed,” she admitted.

My body tingled, and I felt lost as I gazed into her beautiful light eyes.

She slowly leaned her face toward mine as we again kissed.

She again sat on my legs, kissed my lips, and then inserted her tongue into my mouth.

I felt electric and quickly felt myself become aroused.

Stacey removed herself from my legs and then stood before me with a look of yearning on her face.

She removed her shirt, her pants and stood in her living room in her bra and panties.

I watched as she unhooked her bra, removed it, and then tossed it toward me.

She slowly and erotically removed her panties, kicked them to me with her right foot, and I caught them.

Stacey licked her lips, smiled, and slowly began to walk toward her bedroom.

As she walked through the doorway, she asked loudly, “You coming?”

I squeezed her panties, threw them onto the floor, and quickly got off the couch.

As I walked toward her bedroom, I began to undress, and by the time I entered her bedroom, I was already down to nothing more than my panties.

Stacey was sitting on the foot of her bed and looking at me with the sexiest look.

She pulled my panties down to my knees, rose to her feet and tossed me onto her bed, and then finished removing my panties.

For all the sex I had in my lifetime, I never wanted to have sex as much as I did right there and then.

When she pressed her body against mine, and I felt our breasts touch, I lost control.

We kissed passionately and began to grope each other.

We started rolling on her bed from right to left and then left to right, with us alternating between being on top and the bottom.

When we stopped rolling on the bed, I was again underneath her.

Stacey kissed and licked each of my nipples and slowly kissed down my stomach.

I arched my back and moaned in pleasure as I felt her tongue explore me.

Reconnecting with Stacey was a surprise, but I didn’t think it would lead to what was happening when we did.

It had been close to twenty years since this happened between Stacey and me last, and she learned a thing or two in our time apart.

When she started sucking on my clitoris and fingering me simultaneously, I felt as if I was going to combust internally.

After a few minutes, she removed her mouth from my clit and began to rub my clit as she continued to finger fuck me.

My body began to tremble as I gazed into her eyes and then climaxed hard and loud.

Stacey slid her body up mine and entered my mouth with her tongue as I rolled her over so that I was then on top.

I quickly placed myself between her legs and tasted her.

Feelings aside, Stacey still had the best tasting pussy I ever had.

It was an intense and amazing experience.

Hearing her moans, feeling the movement of her body, and the adorable sounds she made when having an orgasm felt both familiar and new.

We had sex again close to an hour later, and it was different the next time around.

It was gentle, soft, and erotic.

We took a shower together in the morning, where we again went at it.

We spent the entire day hanging out and cuddling while watching movies.

As we laid in bed that night with our foreheads pressed against one another’s, I had never felt so vulnerable.

Stacey and I were officially a couple, but I was admittedly worried about what the future held for us.

She had a similar experience in her marriage to Tatiana as I did in my marriage to Mark, and I knew it was a path I never wanted to walk down again.

Although Stacey told me repeatedly that she, too, didn’t want to walk that path either, I feared that she would get bored and want to spice things up in the bedroom, leading to us walking down that path.

We had been a couple for over three months and were practically living with one another.

Every night we either stayed at her place or my place.

I had never felt as I did toward Stacey before.

Not even toward her in the past.

All it took was for a woman, no matter the age or physical appearance of the woman, to look at Stacey, and I would become angry.

I would hold my feeling inside until I exploded on Stacey one night.

It wasn’t Stacey’s fault the waitress was flirting with her, and even though all Stacey said to me was that the waitress was attractive, I lost my mind when we got back to her place.

It was our first major argument and all my fault.

I was scared, insecure, nervous, and extremely jealous.

I knew I was fucking things up, but I couldn’t help myself.

We met up after work on a Friday night and went to a new lesbian bar that Stacey wanted to check out.

She told me that it would be nice to be in a place where we didn’t need to get looked at in the way we did whenever we showed affection toward each other in public.

The bar had a great atmosphere, and we were having a great time.

There was an extremely pretty girl in her early twenties who I kept noticing looking at Stacey.

As soon as I left Stacey’s side to use the bathroom, I saw the girl from my peripheral vision leave her group of friends and make her way toward Stacey.

The line for the bathroom was ridiculous, and by the time I made my way back to Stacey, close to half an hour had passed.

“I got you another drink,” Stacey said with a smile and then kissed me.

“Marissa, this is Britt.

Britt, this is my girlfriend Marissa,” Stacy introduced us.

Britt looked at me from my head to my feet.

Then back toward my face again but stopped at my breasts.

She smiled at me and then licked her lips.

“It was nice meeting you,” Britt said as she walked away from us and back to her group of friends.

Stacey let out a chuckle and looked at me.

“She asked me if you and I wanted to get out of here to get to know each other better,” Stacey said to me.

“What did you say to her?” I asked.

“What do you think I said to her?” she asked in reply.

“That you would talk to me about it?” I replied, unsure.

Stacey stared at me for a moment when a look of anger came across her face.

“I can’t fucking believe you!” she yelled at me as she removed herself from her seat, pushed past me, and headed toward the exit.

I chased after her as she walked so fast she was almost in a sprint.

“Stacey!” I yelled out as she kept walking.

“Stacey!” I again yelled out.

She stopped walking, turned around, and waited for me to catch up to her.

“That I would talk to you about it?!” she screamed at me.

“I didn’t say that’s what you said.

I asked you if that’s what you said,” I responded nervously.

“It’s the same fucking thing, Marrissa.

You know what I’ve been through, and I know what you’ve been through, so why in hell would you even think those words would be a possibility?

Is that what you want, huh?

You want us to pick up girls at bars and take them home to share?” she said to me with a serious expression on her face.

“No, that’s not what I want,” I answered truthfully.

“Why would you think that then?” she asked me.

“I don’t know,” I responded as I began to cry.

“How many times do I need to say the same thing over and again?” she responded in question.

I shrugged my shoulders as Stacey rolled her eyes and looked at me in frustration.

We took a cab back to my place in silence, and I was scared about what she would say to me when we arrived.

We entered my apartment, and I was surprised to see her remove her shoes and put her bag down.

“You're staying with me?” I asked.

“Marrisa, have a seat, please.

We need to have a serious conversation,” she said to me.

“I’m sorry…I’m so sorry,” I cried out.

I could see the look of frustration and annoyance on her face.

“I don’t want to lose you?” I said to her.

“I don’t want to break up, but if you don’t stop this shit, you’re not going to give me a choice,” she said with a sigh.

I slowly took a seat on my sofa and looked at her with shame.

“Why are you acting the way you’ve been acting?” she asked me with concern.

“I’ve never felt like this before, and I’m scared that it’s too good to be true.

I’m worried that you’re going to wake up one day and not want me anymore,” I confessed to her.

“Marissa, baby, you are all that I want.

I’ve never been so happy before, but this is getting to be too much.

I don’t want to be with anyone else, and I don’t want you to be with anyone other than me.

What we have is scary for me too, but I love you,” she said to me.

“You what?!” I asked in shock.

“I love you, Marissa,” she said to me.

“I love you too, Stacey,” I cried out as I jumped off the sofa, and we embraced.

Hearing those three words of I love you and saying the four words of I love you too changed everything for me.

It was the first time I said those words in reply where I did not doubt how I felt.

It was the first time I heard those words and believed them in my mind, body, and soul.

It took me some time to stop acting and feeling as I did, but Stacey remaining patient and understanding erased my insecurity.

Stacey and I remained in New York for another year and moved back to Arizona, where we married in a small ceremony a year later.

At least for a few days, the clique was back.

We all remain in contact.

Nadine took over my boutique, and we’re still close.

There were many reasons why I wanted to move back to Arizona, but two of the reasons were my family and Alexa.

Alexa and I are still besties, and Brie, Amanda, and Stacey are closer than they were as teenagers.

Having sexual relationships with others while married is not something many people can do, and although I did, it’s not something I will ever do again.

Fantasy should have never become a reality, but the experiences made me who I am today, the same as Stacey’s experiences made her who she is.

My marriage to Stacey is everything I ever wanted, and we couldn’t be happier, at least until our adoption is complete.

I think the most important lesson I learned was that doing things for the sole purpose of making someone else happy is a recipe for disaster, at least it was for me.

It was also a disaster for Stacey, but that’s another story.

A MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR – ANTOINETTE SAX

Thank you for reading “I’ll Do What You Want.”

If you enjoyed this story and would like to read more of my stories, please visit my Amazon Author Page by going to www.AntoinetteSax.info
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