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Chapter One
I wake up late with an ear-splitting headache. Last night was poker night at Jerry’s. I got cleaned out but had a great time with the guys. At this age, that’s what it’s all about.
I pop two aspirin and down some water. It’s Saturday morning and the house is empty.
Lana’s already taken the kids to baseball practice and is probably at yoga class by now.
Honest to god, I don’t know how she does it.
But I’m very glad she does because, well...it’s part of what’s allowed her to keep that tight, well-toned body of her’s into her late thirties.
And after two kids to boot.
Me? Well, let’s just say I skew more to the doughy side than the tight or toned side of the spectrum. 
She had her girl’s night last night while I was off at poker, book club they call it. Her and a handful of friends get together every few weeks to discuss some hot, new bestseller. But I doubt they even read the thing. 
I’m sure some of them at least skim it, but it’s mostly just an excuse to get together, drink some wine, and swap stories. 
Not at all unlike our poker night. I’m not judging.
And it’s good for her. She always seems refreshed and invigorated after those nights.
I almost always get laid.
Must be those steamy romances she’s skimming through.
That’s what I tell myself anyway.
I plod down the steps in my pajamas and head into the kitchen to put on some coffee. As I grind up some beans and start the machine, I glance into the living room where last night’s book club took place. 
It’s a mess.
I may be a bit of a slob when it comes to my body, but I can’t stand a mess in my physical surroundings. I’m anal like that. 
So, while the coffee brews I try to tidy up a little bit. 
I grab wine glasses from the coffee table, wipe it down, and remove some empty wine bottles that are standing sentinel on the mantle by the fireplace. 
After I’ve gotten everything in the dishwasher, I head back over to straighten up the pillows and cushions and fold some blankets.
As I straighten the last cushion, I run my hand in the crease along the left arm rest and bump into something cool and solid.
A hardcover book.
I pry it free from the crevasse and hold it in my hand.
I don’t bother to read the title but it’s exactly what I suspected: a hot, new romance best seller with a hot hunk on the front leaning in to kiss his bonny lass. 
Yuck.
I inspect the book, turning it over in my hand, running a finger down the spine. 
It’s pristine. Dare I say, never even cracked. I flip through the pages. No notes, no highlights, no stickies. Nothing folded over. 
There is only a single, solitary piece of paper tucked inside the front cover. Something I assume was meant to serve as a bookmark if Lana ever got around to finishing page one.
As I turn the book over one more time and prepare to place it down on the coffee table, the piece of paper slips free and floats to the ground.
It lands at my feet, face down.
I know it’s face down because it isn’t blank. I can see there’s some writing on the other side.
Time seems to slow way down in this moment as I bend down to pick it up off the floor. I turn it over and even though I have no reason to be nervous, I feel a pit forming in my stomach. 
I realize it’s my wife’s handwriting before I begin to comprehend the words. 
Scrawled across the top:

Lana’s List

Followed by a numbered list with five entries in all: 

	A big dick
	A really big dick
	A really, REALLY big dick
	Did I mention big dick?
	Yeah, a big dick


My hands are shaking now as I read over the list again and again, not fully understanding but the picture becoming clearer and clearer with each subsequent read.
In this moment I realize two things that make my world crumble. One, this is supposed to be a list of my wife’s sexual fantasies. Probably some silly game they were playing while they drank wine. They tend to do that.
But nonetheless, her’s was a single sexual fantasy that is apparently so strong she felt compelled to write it five different ways.
And two, I can’t help her with this...obsessive fantasy. Because if I could, well...it wouldn’t be a fantasy would it?
We have sex pretty frequently for a married couple of our age...with kids. And clearly, the dick she is getting (mine) doesn’t fit the bill. 
As I sit on the couch, drinking coffee and staring at the list, I repeat the following horrific mantra to myself over and over again: I can’t satisfy my wife. I can’t satisfy my wife. I can’t satisfy my wife.
Eventually, I hear the garage door open and it snaps me out of my stupor.
The door to the laundry room swings open and shut. 
I slide the list back inside the book and place it on the coffee table.
Lana enters the kitchen.
“Hey baby,” she says, her voice sweet, soft, and innocent.
I stare at her in her yoga pants and sports bra, her auburn hair up in a ponytail. 
God, she’s gorgeous.
A few lingering beads of sweat drip down her tummy in streaks.
For a moment I forget my dark discovery and simply revel in her beauty.
“How was yoga?” I finally manage to get out.
“It was good. Hot one today. Cranked it up over a hundred. I’m dying of thirst.”
I let out a fake chuckle.
“I bet. Hey, where are the kids?”
“They went over to the Kincaids to play video games after practice. I told Kelly one of us would be by around four to pick them up.”
She places her things down on the counter and walks over to the couch and stands behind me, placing her hands on my shoulders and offering me a gentle massage.
It’s slight but for a moment I feel her tense up. I look up at her and I see it. Her eyes locked on the book. She’s nervous? Maybe. I can’t tell.
But then it’s gone. She’s cool as a cucumber again.
“You had a late one last night.”
“Yeah, Lenny had a bottle of Blue Label we opened up after the game. Couldn’t pass that up.”
“Mmhmm,” she says with a wry smile. She isn’t judging. She’s as cool as they come. She likes tasting whisky with me. She even lets me smoke cigars in the house sometimes when the kids aren’t around. She’ll even take a few puffs too.
“How was book club?” I say with some mock sarcasm and nod towards the object of interest on the table. 
And then I see it again and I feel it too as her hands grip my shoulders just a little tighter. But she brushes it off and calms down again.
“It was...good,” she says, somewhat absentmindedly as if her thoughts have drifted just a bit off course to some other unknown destination.
“Anything exciting or fun happen? How was the book?”
She swallows hard.
“Oh, you know it was good. Nothing too crazy. Nikki had a little too much wine and Hank had to come pick her up so…”
“Typical book club,” I say, finishing her sentence. 
Yeah, we’re one of those couples.
She laughs.
“Yes, typical book club.”
I stand up and kiss her on the cheek. She’s back to staring at the book.
“Thanks for cleaning up,” she says. It's a little robotic and a little too loud. But I don’t say anything except, “no problem.”
“Want some coffee?” I ask as I walk by her into the kitchen.
“I’d love some,” she says, sweet as apple pie.
As soon as I’m past her she makes her move. I don’t see it because my back is turned, but I hear it.
She picks up the book off the table. Opens it and slides the piece of paper out. I hear it crinkling a bit in her hands as she folds it and slides it into the small hip pocket of her yoga pants that’s meant for a phone.
She turns around and I’m standing right there, offering her a cup of coffee. She jumps a little and thanks me for the coffee.
Then rushes off towards the stairs.
“Thanks,” she says, “I’m going to go up and take a shower.”
“Ok,” I say, sipping my coffee and watching her perfectly toned ass bound up the stairs.
I still haven’t processed everything yet and I’m not a confrontational guy. But I realize that one thing is clear: she isn’t going to bring it up. She’s probably hoping I have no idea what’s written on that list. If I want to clear the air on Lana’s List I’m going to have to be the one to bring it up.
So, I do the only thing I can think to do.



Chapter Two
I take out my phone and shoot off a text to Beth. She is married to my best friend, Jerry and had, over time, become pretty good friends with my wife along the way. But she knew me first and so I thought maybe I could pry some information out of her first before I confronted Lana.
Maybe I’m missing something. Maybe someone else wrote it. As a joke? Maybe. I can’t be sure and am filled with doubt and indecision.
It doesn’t take long for Beth to get back to me.
I don’t like her response.
Ooof. Not touching that one. All I can say is, it’s a game we play and maybe just try to forget about it. I’m sure it’s nothing that crazy.
I didn’t tell Beth what the list said, only that I’d read it. 
And I couldn’t forget about it. No matter how hard I tried.
I tell Beth as much.
Well...then talk to her. She’s your wife, man!
Easy for you to say, I think to myself. 
I consider for a moment reaching out to some of the others in the hopes that some clarifying details will help prove I am overreacting and there is simply nothing to it.
But I’m not close to any of them. Not like I am with Beth.
So, I put my phone away and go upstairs.
As I ascend the steps and walk down the long cream-colored hallway toward our bedroom I hear the shower running full force.
I tip toe across the hardwood and silently as I can, enter our bedroom so as not to alert Lana to my presence. I’m not sure what I hope to find but I want to snoop around for some more clues. 
Or maybe I just want to read the list again.
I can’t be sure why, I only know that I feel some strong pull to read it over.
And that’s the first time it happens. 
A series of jump cuts. Abrupt, fragmented images in my mind. Twisted nightmares.
Or are they fantasies?
Lana lays down on the bed - our bed.
She’s naked with a blindfold over her eyes and opens her legs as wide as the smile on her face which stretches from ear to ear in eager anticipation.
Next a huge cock slides inside her, taking her breath away.
It isn’t me. It’s another man.
Soon she’s cumming hard and fast.
And I snap out of it. I’m holding the list in my hand again and I don’t remember picking it up but her yoga pants are grasped in my other hand.
The funny thing is, I can still hear her cumming even though the fantasy is over and that’s when it hits me.
The shower.
Lana is masturbating in the shower.
My heart sinks but my cock rises and my world is swirling with confusion.
What the hell is happening to me?
Her moaning finally subsides and I hear the water cut off. 
I stuff the piece of paper back into her pants and throw them back on the other side of the room where they were laying before I enter. 
Before Lana emerges from the bathroom, I duck out of the room and head back downstairs for another cup of coffee.
I tuck my boner up into the waistband of my pants and try to make sense of what I’m feeling.
Am I mad or jealous or turned on? Intrigued or sad? 
I don’t know and I should probably just talk to her.
But how do you start a conversation like that?
In my experience, booze. And lots of it. That’s the ticket. 
So, I hatch a plan. Half-baked, to be sure, but at least it’s something.
And that calms my mind just a little bit.



Chapter Three
I make a last minute reservation for dinner at an Italian place downtown. A well kept secret. It’s “our place,” you could say.
Lana is over the moon with excitement when I tell her.
It’s nice now that the kids are old enough to be home without a sitter. We can just order them a pizza. Stick them in front of the television or video game console and we really don’t have to worry.
We leave our place around 6:30 and arrive at the restaurant at about 6:45.
We’re early, but they know us there and our table is ready when we arrive.
At dinner I hardly speak.
Lana talks a lot and I try to listen but every now and then I catch her eyes wandering around the dining room.
Maybe I’m paranoid, but I can’t help but envision her scanning the room for men she thinks might have really big dicks and fantasizing about what it would be like to have them filling her up instead of me.
As I play this dangerous game of mental chicken with myself, I take the fantasy too far and I lose. 
I am now hard under the table and thinking about my wife getting fucked by other men.
Men with bigger dicks than mine.
And I’m where? In the corner watching? At home by myself?
I’m more confused now than ever and I should probably just talk to her but I can’t find the courage. So I keep my mouth shut and try to focus on her story about some asshole driver she encountered on the road while on her way home from yoga this morning.
After a few glasses of wine I finally relax and my mind wanders elsewhere but I’m still not very talkative and Lana has noticed.
“You’re pretty quiet tonight,” she says, sipping her wine. 
I sip mine too and shrug.
“Just still recovering from last night,” I say. 
My mind flashes back to the book club and the texts from Beth. I’m a little more relaxed now with the alcohol flowing through my body and I almost just come right out with it.
But as soon as I start to speak the waiter arrives at our table with two plates of pasta and we dig in.
By the time we finish, I’m afraid the moment has passed and we silently pay the check and leave.
We don’t speak much on the way home but that’s normal.
My favorite thing about us is that we don’t constantly try to fill the silence with idle small talk like some couples do.
It’s nice to have someone to enjoy the lulls with.
Only this time, the silence feels heavy. There’s pressure building up around us. 
I don’t know if Lana senses it or not. But something has to give soon.
When we get back home the kids are parked right where we left them with an empty pizza box and an empty bottle of soda. 
Lana and I watch them from the kitchen and have some limoncello.
After an hour or so, we tell them it’s time for bed and send them upstairs.
I make us a couple of cocktails for a nightcap once they’re gone and we head over to the couch and I turn on the fireplace.
I’m feeling pretty loose now and I can tell Lana is too because she slips off her dress and her heels and curls up onto the couch in a ball wearing nothing but her sexiest lingerie. She pats the cushion next to her and invites me to sit down.
I do.
She puts her drink down on a coaster on the coffee table and starts to nibble on my ear. My dick is instantly at attention. Even before she starts running her hand over the outside of my pants.
I close my eyes and exhale sharply, reveling in the tingling sensation going down my spine. I feel her hand reach inside my waistband and grab a handful of my cock.
She’s very gentle as she starts stroking me, still nibbling on my ear.
“Somebody’s extra excited today,” she whispers in my ear.
“What do you mean?” I whisper back.
“I’ve never felt you this hard before, David. What’s got you so worked up?”
I shrug my shoulders. But I know. And it makes me sick to my stomach.
I’m thinking about the list again.
But before I can say anything else she has my pants pulled down around my ankles. My shirt is still on and she’s on top of me, straddling my legs and humping her pelvis against my crotch.
I can feel the smooth silk and lace of her panties brushing up against my cock and I almost cum right then and there but I manage to keep it together. 
The desensitizing effect of the alcohol is probably helping more than anything.
Without another word said, she slides her panties to the side and slips the head of my dick inside her.
She’s as wet as I’ve ever felt her and soon she has me all the way inside down to the base of my shaft and she just holds it there.
Lana stares deep into my eyes, grabbing the hair on the back of my head and running her fingers through it and she gently rocks her hips back and forth, with downward pressure on my cock.
It feels amazing.
She closes her eyes and brings me into her mouth for a soft, wet, deep, kiss and begins to ride me.
“Oh fuck yes,” she whispers, leaning back from our kiss and really getting into it now. “You feel so good baby.”
“You feel amazing,” I say in response. Trying not to cum too soon.
All I can think about, besides how amazing this feels, is what she is thinking about right now.
Is she pretending someone else is railing her right now?
Is she dreaming of big dicked studs who aren’t me?
Is she satisfied or is this all an act?
She’s right on the edge of an orgasm when I lose all control and explode inside her. Lana cums hard as I unleash a torrent of seed deep inside her womb and she collapses on the couch next to me.

. . .

We’re up in bed, post-sex. Still reveling in each other. I made us another night cap and we’re sipping together in bed. In silence, we toast to the amazing sex and each take a long, hard pull before placing them back down on our respective night stands.
But I can’t get it out of my head and I just have to know.
I’m not sure I’m ready for the answer but the words are flying before I have time to consider the consequences.
“Are you happy with my dick?”



Chapter Four
Lana is on the bed next to me gasping for air. I asked my question just after she’d taken a long pull on her drink and clearly, it caught her by surprise. She’s coughing, choking, gasping for air. I pat her on the back a few times.
“My god, are you ok?” I ask over and over again. She nods her head in the affirmative each time I ask, but I keep asking anyway. I’m probably being annoying, but I don’t care. 
Finally, she regains her composure. 
She takes another cautious sip of her drink, clears her throat and manages to say, “What did you just ask me?”
Her voice is soft and a little horse from all the coughing. She hasn’t quite regained the full, robustness of her vocals yet and she sounds like she just woke up or came down with a bad case of the flu.
I patiently repeat myself. She heard it. I see no reason why I should beat around the bush. 
“Are you happy with my dick?”
She laughs. It’s an indignant laugh. One that’s meant to convey a sense of how dare you or perhaps more charitably, you can’t be serious.
But I am serious, and don’t call me Shirley.
She studies my face for a moment and I don’t back down. I stare back, unblinking.
“Seriously?”
Ok, enough games. I’ve had enough to drink tonight that I’m in a mood to just let it fly. Sure, I might regret it tomorrow, but right now I don’t give a shit.
“I found your list.”
She starts to protest, genuinely confused, and then it dawns on her. She knows exactly what I’m talking about and her face falls.
“Shit,” she mutters and looks away from me, unable to make eye contact.
“Yeah, shit,” I say. I fold my hands in my lap and wait patiently for her to turn her gaze back to me and say something.
Only that moment never comes. 
After a minute, maybe more, Lana gets up out of bed. She puts a big t-shirt on that covers her body half way down to her thighs and leaves the room.
Without saying a word.
She just leaves.

. . .

My heart is beating out of my chest as I run a hand over the place in our bed where my wife had just been sitting next to me seconds ago.
It’s warm to the touch, but cooling fast.
Did I make a mistake? Should I go to her?
I am racked with indecision.
Finally, I swing my feet to the side and push myself up out of bed and slowly walk down the hallway and descend the stairs. I do all this as quietly as I can in nothing but my boxer briefs. The last thing I need right now is for one or both of the kids to wake up and ask what’s going on.
I turn the corner from the foyer and enter the kitchen. 
The lights are low, dimmed to their lowest level, giving the whole place an eerie, but comfortable glow. 
I see the back of Lana’s head, her auburn hair falling over the back of the couch. As I approach, she’s dead still. Her head is tilted down like she’s reading something and I know it instantly. 
The list. 
My heart begins to flutter at the mere thought of the list and once again, blood rushes into my shaft and that same series of jump cuts begins playing in my mind. Only this time, I feel like I want to take them further, see where they lead. 
But the film is cut short. 
“David?”
Lana’s voice. Soft and horse. It snaps me out of it. 
“I’m sorry,” she whispers. And that’s all she can manage to get out before she begins to cry.
The list burns up in my mind, gone, at least for a time, and there is only the woman I love.
I rush over to her and put my arm around her.
“Shh, it’s ok,” I whisper. “It’s ok.”
She looks up at me with small droplets dripping down her cheeks.
“No, no. It’s not ok.”
“It is, really. I don’t care about the list. Forget all about it.”
She shakes her head and steadies herself, regaining some composure.
“I’m not sorry about the list, David.”
I stare back at her, dumbfounded and completely unready for what’s about to come out of her mouth next.
“I’m sorry about the answer to your question.”
My gut caves in on itself. I’d almost totally forgotten about the question I asked that caused this whole mess and before I have time to think, I’m asking it again.
“Are you satisfied with my dick?”
Lana locks her eyes on me, a single tear now streaks down the left side of her face as she tries to stiffen her upper lip.
“No.”
I’m crushed. Smashed. Broken into a million tiny pieces.
But the one thing that isn’t broken, apparently, is my cock. Because it’s hard as a rock and ready to go. 
I’m heartbroken and for some reason, I’ve never been this turned on in my entire life. 
Go figure.
And there’s nowhere to hide. I’m wearing nothing but my boxer briefs and I’m exposed. The crotch pitches itself like one of those easy popup tents and I can’t do a damn thing to stop it.
Lana’s eyes go wide almost immediately. She places a hand over her mouth and just stares at my erection.
Her eyes are dry now and wide with a surprised curiosity and I think I heard her let out a soft gasp.
She looks right at mea and smiles and says, “Oh my, David.”
Her left hand reaches for my bulging cock and rests softly on the head as if she’s testing to see if it’s real.
It is.
And she slowly starts stroking me.
I don’t want her to and I hate myself for it. But I lose all control. It feels so good. 
So, I don’t stop her.



Chapter Five
“You’re so hard,” she whispers in my ear. “Again.”
“I know,” I whisper back. And I understand the implication of the word again and how she said it.
I’m rarely, if ever, able to get an erection this quickly after I just came. Back in college? Sure, sometimes. But even then it was a stretch. 
But this? This was completely unprecedented in my old age and I think both of us were amazed by the sight of it, though we never really said it out loud.
Lana moves closer to me on the couch and starts to nibble on my ear again.
“Why do you think that is?”
“I don’t know,” I say, lying through my teeth.
She squeezes my cock a little harder.
“Oh, I think you do, baby. I think you do.”
I swallow hard and shake my head in the negative, hoping she’ll drop the subject and just get on with it. But she’s relentless.
“Really?” 
She pulls my boxer briefs off and grips the flesh of my cock now, stroking a little faster than before. 
“Because I’m starting to put it all together. You were really hard earlier. Harder and bigger than I’d ever felt you and now...this.”
She nods down towards my lap and we both turn our gazes to my engorge penis. She’s right, it's slightly bigger than normal from all the excitement and she has me dead to rights.
“It’s the list, isn’t it?”
I shake my head no again.
“Really? So...the thought of me with another man - a bigger man - isn’t turning you on right now? You’re not thinking about me getting fucked hard by someone else?”
I close my eyes tight and gulp hard.
“Fuck,” I whisper.
“Fuck what?” she asks.
“Fuck, that’s so hot hearing you say that.”
Just like that. It is that easy. And I can finally relax a little. 
It was hot. I don’t know why I kept denying it to myself. 
Lana smiles a wicked smile and climbs on top of me again.
“Good,” she says, taking my chin in her hand and guiding my mouth towards her for a kiss as she slides her wet slit down onto my cock for the second time in less than an hour. 
“Because I really, really need a big dick inside me.”
She starts grinding her hips again, working herself up into a frenzy. But this time, something is different. I almost don’t recognize her.
“I mean, your dick’s nice and all but I’ve just been feeling…”
She stops short and begins to cum on my dick. It’s a powerful, leg-shaking orgasm. Possibly the most powerful one I’ve ever seen her have.
“Fuck, this is so hot,” she whispers and starts sloppily kissing me, biting my bottom lip and licking the sides of my face like she simply can’t get enough.
“Is this turning you on baby? Hearing my talk about another man’s dick? Getting fucked so good?”
I nod vigorously. It’s so hot I can’t even speak. I can barely focus enough to nod my head. 
“What would you do while he fucks me?” 
I shrug my shoulders. I really hadn’t considered it.
“I want you to watch me,” she whispers. “I want you to sit and watch me get fucked. Stroke your cock while another man stretches this little married pussy out.”
I’m finished. I can’t hold it any longer. Those last few sentences she blurted out are so hot, my head is completely overwhelmed with dopamine and adrenaline and I bust hard and deep inside her.
She cums too and then collapses on the couch next to me. 
For a moment I worry we’ve been too loud and I freeze. The only thing I hear is my wife’s breath and the beating of my heart inside my chest. Nothing else.
All is quiet. 
“Fuck baby. That was amazing,” she whispers. Pulling the big t-shirt back on over her body.
I pull back on my boxer briefs and we each start to come down from the high.
It’s a strange feeling. I don’t think either of us fully comprehends what just happened or what it might mean.
Lana turns to me, a sobriety returning to her eyes, and she asks me, “So, what do we do now?”
I pause for a moment. I open my mouth and stop. 
And then, once again, before I really have time to consider what I’m saying, the words are coming out of my mouth. It’s almost like someone else is speaking when I hear them come out. 
“Well, isn’t it obvious?” I place my hand on her knee. “We need to find you someone with a big dick to fuck your brains out.”
The shock of my words hit us both like a punch in the gut and we just sit there in silence, letting the gravity of the moment wash over us.

TO BE CONTINUED



BONUS: Sharing Annabelle: A Hotwife Romance Novella
Please enjoy the following free preview of F. Rey Noel’s debut romance novella, Sharing Annabelle (Click HERE to purchase Sharing Annabell: A Hotwife Romance)



Chapter 1
It was a hot and sweaty Christmas and my wife, Annabelle, and I couldn’t have been in higher spirits. We had finally made it happen. We had finally managed to delicately, politely, and with less fanfare than anticipated and quite a bit more confidence and grace, inform our respective families that we would not be joining them for the holiday season this year. We were opting instead to spend it in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, all-inclusive resort that we’d been dying to visit for the better part of a decade.
We had successfully traded the gray, gloomy winter, beige food, and bland egg nog for palm-lined beaches, coral reefs, Michelin-Star-quality restaurants, and an endless supply of tropical drinks with tiny umbrellas. Instead of suffering quietly in the bitter, freezing cold and miserable snow and the cacophony of blaring car horns from angry, stressed-out Massholes, we were frolicking half-naked beneath a Caribbean sun on a gorgeous white-sand beach with crystal clear, azure water providing the relaxing soundtrack to a much different kind of Christmas than we were used to. Needless to say, it was a Christmas that we wouldn’t soon forget.
On Christmas Eve, the third day of our stay, we decided to have brunch at the restaurant located on the third-story veranda overlooking the gigantic pool area below with a breathtaking view of the ocean several hundred yards beyond that. It was a pristine day and one that, as I recall, seemed to demand copious amounts of champagne with our expertly prepared eggs benedict. Annabelle and I clinked glass after glass, toasting our ingenious escape from the East Coast and our families, and laughed in the mid-morning sun, truly enjoying each other's company for the first time in what felt like years. Looking back it was clear that before this trip, we’d sort of been going through the motions. Placing the important things on the back-burner and putting our relationship on autopilot, as it were.
As we talked and laughed and ate and drank on the veranda on that gorgeous day, it became quite clear to me that we needed not only to escape the oppressive New England winter and our annoying families, but we needed this. Our relationship needed some alone time, some time to reflect and heal from years of taking each other for granted and letting the days and years just fall off the calendar without really taking the time to savor us. And now here we were and I could feel a shift, it was subtle, but we were opening up to each other again, letting our guards down, allowing ourselves to be vulnerable and in the process we were reconnecting. To put a finer point on it, we were falling in love all over again.
Our minds in a champagne colored haze, we finished eating (and polished off a few more bottles) before we retired to our suite to get changed and head down to the beach to enjoy Christmas Eve like we never had before. I changed into my trunks quickly as we’d left the balcony doors open and I was worried a curious onlooker down at the pool might happen to glance up and see my pale white nether region staring back at them. The horror, the horror!
Annabelle changed in front of the mirror over near the bathroom into a revealing, dark red two-piece suit that fit her curves in all the right ways and I found myself struggling to keep my prick in its proper place so as not to create an embarrassing pants tent that would only serve to expose more man-thigh than was already showing. Which was certainly too much as far as I was concerned but Annabelle insisted that it was in fact the style these days and to wear my old, longer trunks out in public would only serve to embarrass her and me. But of course, more importantly, her.
However, try as I may, my member simply would not cooperate and within a few seconds I went from half-mast to full speed ahead and there were no pleats on which to blame an optical illusion or a trick of the light. Before I could hide my shame or at least tuck it up into my waistband, Annabell spun around from the mirror and instantly spotted the unmistakable bulge pointing directly at her curvaceous hips which now faced me square on.
“Ahoy, sailor,” she said with a sly grin.
I opened my mouth but no words came forth as she walked slowly towards me, her hips swaying in rhythm from side to side with each step closer. I was frozen in place, mesmerized by her movements, ever more blood rushing to the tip of my dick and engorging my shaft so full to the brim that it ached. Her newly minted sun-kissed skin caught the shining rays from over my shoulder and glistened in the soft light and for a moment she seemed aglow with all the sexual energy that suddenly charged the room.
“Did you swipe a banana from the buffet or are you just happy to see me?” she said, as she at last arrived where I was standing and pressed her body firmly into mine. She planted a soft, delicate kiss on my quivering lips and gently brushed her hand over my chest, tracing an imaginary line with her fingernail from sternum to navel and finally to my crotch, where her fingers slowly and methodically inspected the situation below deck. I gulped hard and stammered something, I can’t remember what, but it only served to make her giggle. She placed her hand over her lips and gasped, teasing me. 
“My, my, my William, you are happy to see me, aren’t you?”
I nodded my head yes.
Before I knew what was happening, Annabelle dropped to her knees in front of me and had my trunks down around my ankles in a flash. I was now standing, completely naked, with the balcony doors open behind me, the warm, salty sea breeze whipping at my bare ass cheeks.
“Annabelle, we can’t do this here, we have to close the…” but my sentence was cut short as my wife took me into her mouth and all the way down her throat so that her nose was pressed against my pelvis. I had the presence of mind to thank my lucky stars that I’d decided to perform some long overdue manscaping just that morning in the shower as she held the position for a few long seconds before pulling off and gasping for a breath of air. She began stroking my hard cock in her left hand while gazing directly into my eyes, a devilish grin on her face.
We hadn’t has sex in weeks and I was sure it had been at least two months before that. The way we were going, we were lucky if we reached a baker’s dozen in a year and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gotten a blowjob. But there I was, buck naked for all of the Caribbean to see, my wife on her knees on the cold, tile floor of our suite, greedily slurping on my dick. Where in the hell was this coming from?
Well, in truth I knew damn well where it was coming from. As shy and reserved as she might often be, Annabelle had a tendency to really - and I mean really - let loose when drink was involved. She wasn’t a lightweight by any stretch but she rarely ever imbibed at home aside from the occasional glass or two of red wine with dinner and maybe one or two more at parties. By my count, we’d polished off three bottles of bubbly and so she was quite tipsy but not embarrassingly, fall-down drunk. When in these states, rare though they may be, she had a tendency to develop a bit of a hard edge in her personality, to eagerly play the part of an instigator, always looking for a bit of harmless trouble. All of this meant that she was also in the perfect zone to drop her inhibitions and let her inner-slut out. A version of herself that I had seldom seen since we were at university together over a decade ago. But I must admit, with the way things were going, this version of Annabelle was a sight for sore eyes - or was it sore balls?
“Let ‘em watch, who cares? We’ll never see any of these people again,” she said and spat on the head of my cock to lube it up as she stroked more vigorously.
“I want you to fuck me, right here, right now,” she said, standing up and pulling me over towards the bed. “Come on, fuck me,” she said rather sternly. 
At this point, I let instinct take over and simply did as I was told. Never look a gift horse in the mouth they tell me. And with frequent droughts I was prone to experiencing back home, I wouldn’t have dared just then.
I followed her over to the bed where she pushed me backward across the sheets so that I was lying horizontally across the bed instead of vertically. She pounced on top of me and in one single motion managed to grab my cock and slide it effortlessly into her dripping wet pussy with an audible gasp.
She began riding me, slowly at first, but then fast and hard. Her juices dripping down my balls and coating them in a thick white resin.
“Oh fuck yes, Will,” she exclaimed, “I missed this hard cock inside me…”
“I missed you too,” I said, trying to sit up a little, bringing my torso off the bed to meet her halfway for a kiss, but at that exact moment she placed both her hands firmly on my chest and pressed me back down onto the white linen sheets and rode me harder.
“Why don’t you fuck me any more baby? You know how much I need some hard dick in my life, don’t you?” her guard was clearly down and she was really letting loose, I hadn’t heard her talk like this in years. 
“I - yes I do…” I stammered. She was closing her eyes tightly as she rode me to orgasm. That’s when things took a, shall we say interesting, turn
“Well, then why don’t you fuck me more - fuck me like the slut that I am, don’t you want this pussy baby? Wrapped around your hard cock?”
“Well, yes. I mean of course I --”
Her eyes snapped wide open and for a moment I didn’t recognize her. The person staring back at me seemed a stranger in a strange land and the words that came out of her mouth next seemed to flow forth in slow motion.
“Or do you want to watch me get fucked...by someone else? Someone with a bigger, fatter cock? Would you like that, Will? Seeing your wife fucked right in front of you, by another man?”
I couldn’t believe my ears. What was she saying to me? The only thing I knew for sure was that my dick was going to explode if this strange woman kept egging me on like this. But rather than admit that the jig was up and go along, I tried to pretend I didn’t know what she was talking about, even though deep down...I did. 
“Wait - what? What are you talking about?” I said as she slowed down her thrusts and began slowly raising and lowering herself up and down on my shaft. She never broke eye contact.
“Oh, don’t lie to me, William...I found your stash…” she let that hang in the air as I lay helplessly beneath her. Oh no.
“My stash?”
How had she stumbled upon my stash? How did she? What was happening? When? Who? I was at a total loss and drowning in my own dreadful thoughts. 
“Don’t play stupid with me, I found your porn…” she leaned back so that her arms were behind her on the bed, shoulders back, her chest opening towards me, hips forward as she slowly grinded the top of her pussy onto the head of my cock, the roughness tickling the nerve endings of my cap in all the right ways.  
“Those dirty wives cheating on their husbands with those big, sexy cocks...I had no idea that’s what you were into,” she said, smiling as if she had opened up my soul and laid all my darkest secrets bare right before me. My head was spinning, I didn’t know which way was up. The juxtaposition of the world I’d been in just moments ago - the one where I was casually brunching at a Caribbean beach resort with my lovely wife - and the one I found myself in now had me trapped in a vortex of very confusing and, I must say, very arousing emotions.
“I’m not into - that’s not…”
She reached down with her right hand and placed her index finger over my lips to shush me.
“It’s ok baby, I want to help you,” she said, “I want to help you live out your fantasy…”
I was so close to exploding I couldn’t even manage a single syllable at that moment. I was totally powerless before her and she knew it. She was relishing the dominant role. 
“I want to help you cum baby, so just think of me...right in front of you. I’m right in front of you as another man slides his big, fat cock between my legs and you’re just sitting there. You can’t even touch me you just have to watch as -”
The cry of my orgasm cut her off abruptly as I unleashed a torrent of cum deep inside her, filling her up with my hot, sticky seed.
“Holy shit,” I whimpered as she still sat on top of me.
She looked down on me with the smile of a benevolent dictator and patted me on the chest.
“Mmmm, yeah,” she said, “that’s exactly what I thought.” She leaned over and kissed me before leaving me in a heap on the bed while she went to clean herself up in the bathroom. Before I had time to process what had just happened, she returned looking hotter than ever before, glowing stronger even. Something about her had changed.
“Ready to go to the beach?” she said, as sweet and innocent as ever before. And as if the whole ordeal hadn’t just happened.
I looked back at her, dumbfounded. 


END OF PREVIEW
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