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Previously On Lana’s List…
“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...



Chapter One
The silence is deafening. Lana’s mouth hang’s wide open as if she simply cannot believe what I just said. I don’t blame her because...neither can I.
But it’s out there now. I verbalized it and sent it out into the wild.
And in this moment I already know it: I’ve lost all control of where things go from here. The horse is out of the barn now, if you will.
Sure, I can close the door...but the barn remains empty either way.
Before I can attempt any damage control or hedge my bet, Lana is talking.
“Seriously? Did you seriously just say that to me?”
But she isn’t mad. If anything she’s happy, intrigued, and perhaps a little turned on. She turns towards me and studies my face.
I nod in the affirmative because despite all the screams of protest coming from somewhere inside the intellectual part of my brain, I believe I am serious. Deathly so.
She puts a hand on my knee.
“Say it again.”
I wince because this is going to hurt, having to say it again. But nonetheless, I do it.
“We need to find you someone with a big dick to come and fuck your brains out.”
She gasps lightly and puts her thumbnail in her mouth and bites it gently. Her eyes are on fire. 
“Fuck, that’s so hot hearing you say that.”
I shake my head.
“Don’t make me say it again.”
She kicks at me playfully with her left foot, still chewing on her nail.
“Aww, what’s the matter? It’s nothing to be embarrassed about.”
She pushes herself up onto her knees and she sinks down into the cushion a little bit as she wraps her arms around my neck.
“I think it's sexy that you have the confidence to…” she stops short. “Would you really let me do something like that?”
I balk at the question and she lets go of my neck.
“Sorry, I didn’t mean to - I’m not trying to put you on the spot, it's just you were so turned on and it seemed like…”
“Like I’d really enjoy it?”
“Yeah.”
“Well, I mean I don’t know...obviously I think it’d be hot but could I really go through with it?”
I shrug my shoulders.
“Yeah,” she says again, biting on her index nail this time.
There’s an awkward tension in the air and it finally dawns on me to ask.
“Could you really go through with it...I mean like, for real?”
“Yes, definitely.”
She says it just like that. No hesitation. Straight punch to the gut.
But I’m turned on. Insanely so. My cock bulges and stretches to accommodate the torrent of blood rushing to fill every bit of available space as my wife’s words twist my mind into a pretzel of doubt, excitement, and lust. 
Simply put, hearing her say that just hurts so damn good.
And I have no idea why.
But like I said before, horses and barns and all that.
No going back now.
“Wow, that was a quick answer.”
I say it with a quick, wry smile that lets her know I’m not mad even though deep down, I kind of am...somewhere. It’s just hard to locate that anger and hold onto it. It is wholly overwhelmed by the intense feeling of horniness and lust that is coursing through my veins.
It is completely outside of my control. I both love and hate the feeling this realization gives me. 
She looks down at my cock and gasps and we’re at each other again in an instant. Licking, kissing, caressing, fucking like two wild animals.
Neither of us can get enough of this new drug we’ve just discovered and we carry on this way all night until the sun starts to come up through the windows above the fireplace.
The dirty things she whispers in my ear, and I in hers, send constant shivers up and down my spine. My skin is broken out in gooseflesh and my dick hasn’t been soft for what feels like an eternity.
And I love it.
Before the kids wake up, we scurry upstairs stifling giggles as if we’re two high school kids sneaking around, hands constantly intertwined.
We make love one more time, this time it's deep, passionate, and silent. But it speaks volumes. 
Finally, around 7 A.M., we pass out in each other’s arms and sleep deeply for about three and a half hours.



Chapter Two
I snap awake first and bolt upright. Lana stirs and looks up at me. Before I have a chance to finish thinking my thought, Lana seems to sense it and rebuffs me. 
“You weren’t dreaming. That really happened last night.”
Boom, there it is. Not even a moment to think and hope that maybe, just maybe it was all a dream. I am both sick to my stomach and utterly relieved. The part of me that wanted it to be a dream is losing to the part that didn’t. And while the part that didn’t want it to be true may in fact be the smaller part, it sure screams the loudest and it is the proverbial vocal minority that has hijacked the discourse and is now running the show and there are no signs of it slowing down anytime soon.
It’s full speed ahead, damn the torpedoes, onward and upward...all that rah, rah crap.
And I am powerless to stop it.
“By the look on your face I can’t tell if you’re upset or relieved,” Lana says as she sits up and runs a finger down my chest, between my sagging pecs. 
“Well, that makes two of us,” I say.
“Talk to me, what’s on your mind?”
“I don’t know. I don’t know what I’m thinking. I hardly understand what happened last night...I just…”
“Need some time?” 
“No, no it’s not that.”
“Look, David. It’s just a silly fantasy. That’s all. We don’t have to do it. It’s just hot to ask if you’re serious and pretend that we are. You know, within the fantasy. Anything said in the heat of the moment isn’t real, it’s all just roleplay. At least, that’s how I look at it so...no pressure. I don’t actually expect you to go out and find me some big-dicked stud on the internet or something to come fuck my brains out.”
Again, the duality of relief and disappointment consumes me. But I am surprised at just how disappointed I am to hear these words coming out of her mouth.
I swallow hard.
“I understand that, and it makes sense. And I appreciate you saying that.”
I chew on my thoughts for a moment longer before continuing.
“It’s probably better that it stays a fantasy anyway. Don’t you think? I mean...bringing another man into our marriage?”
Lana stares off into space. I try to read her face and I think I see what I’m looking for: a hint of disappointment. She was hoping, somewhere deep down, as I was, that I’d be serious. Serious in real life, outside the heat of the moment.
Serious while erect and in the throes of passion and serious while flacid and sober are two completely different things. The latter carries much more weight than the former. 
Before either of us has a chance to say anything else, Lana throws the sheet off herself and starts to get dressed.
“We should go make breakfast. I think the kids are up.”
I smile and nod and follow her lead. 
But that vocal minority inside of me is screaming its head off and I know I won’t be able to keep it silent for that much longer.



Chapter Three
Later that afternoon, Lana is out running errands with the boys and I’m home alone. Over the previous few hours, breakfast and some routine chores around the house served to keep my mind distracted and free from all the conflicting feelings and emotions running around inside me. 
But now I’m alone with my thoughts and those feelings and emotions come rushing back with a vengeance.
I cannot escape them.
And they consume me.
So, I do the only thing I can think to do. I head to the internet.
I pull up a private browser and pause and think. I type the first relevant phrase that pops into my head.
Wife having sex with other men.
I don’t get great results. Some articles about infidelity and how to find out if your wife is cheating on you.
So I amend the search terms.
I want my wife to have sex with other men.
Boom. Jackpot.
I’m thrown headfirst into the mother of all rabbit holes. 
Apparently the feeling I have, of being so turned on by the thought of my wife getting plowed by some other dude, well, let’s just say I am not alone.
Not in the slightest.
I click deep down into various forums and threads and learn new terms like hotwife and cuckold, bull and alpha, beta and voyeur, stag and vixen...my head is spinning.
After the forums I head to a porn site. Something I haven’t done since college but I can’t stop myself. 
I type hotwife into the search box and am transported into a world of sexual deviancy that I never dreamed existed and I am enthralled by it. 
Hours pass by.
I don’t jerk off, though I am hard and horny as hell. I want to save that for when Lana gets home. 
This is just research. Or perhaps more accurately confirmation. Confirmation of what I already know to be true: I want this. I want this bad. 
I close out of everything and snap the laptop shut. Then I do another thing I seldom do any more: I head outside for a run and I go until my head is empty. Completely devoid of desire and emotion.
About three miles total in the August heat. It’s slow and arduous but it’s what I need right now.
When I get back, Lana is home on the couch reading a book.
“Go for a run?” she asks. “That’s not like you.”
“Just had a lot of energy I guess.”
“How was it?”
“Not bad. Where are the boys?”
“Swimming at Ryan’s, we have to pick them up…
“Around four?” I say, finishing her sentence. She looks up and smiles at me. She opens her mouth to say something but seems to think better of it and stops. I wait for a moment to see if she’ll reconsider but she doesn’t.
“I’m going to go up and take a shower,” I say, and I head up stairs with sweat dripping from every single pore in my body.
I take an ice cold shower. Yes, I am overheated from the run but that’s not why. I want to rid my body of all desire. I want to make an intellectual, measured choice before I open my mouth again. I don’t just want to be flacid and sober. I want to be shriveled and locked in.
By the end of the shower I can’t even think of getting an erection. I am not turned on. I am not horny. I desire nothing when it comes to the appetites of the flesh and so now I allow myself to seriously consider this thought: the thought of Lana having sex with someone else, not cheating on me, but sex with someone else that I not only consent to but that I actually watch happen right in front of my eyes like some eager spectator.
I picture her face. The curve of her hip. Her smile as someone else enters her and her eyes snap open and look directly at me...I think of someone else making her moan like I never could and it makes me feel warm and happy.
And after I meditate on these thoughts for a while as I change into some comfortable clothes, I have my answer.
It is a moment of pure, crystal clear clarity. Moments of which I’ve had very few in my life up to this point.
And I realize I know exactly what I want, independent of raw, carnal lust. 
I am serious. Serious outside of the throes of passion and the heat of the moment. 
Clean and refreshed, I walk back down the stairs to talk to Lana.
I walk without a shred of doubt in my mind about what I want and what I’m going to say to her.
“Lana,” I say.
She looks up from her book and smiles at me, it’s a wicked, sexy smile.
It’s almost as if she knows what I’m about to say, like she’s been waiting and hoping for this moment. Like when someone hands you a gift and just by the shape and the weight of it you know. It’s exactly what you were hoping they would get for you.
Her face says all this and more.
“Yes, David?” she says sweetly.
And then I start to speak - to give her the exact gift she was hoping I would give her and I know in that moment that our lives will be forever changed by what is about to come out of my mouth.



Chapter Four
“I’m serious,” I say.
Lana looks at my crotch to see if there’s anything going on down there.
“Shriveled as a raisen,” I say with a smile. “I just ran three miles and took a cold shower. I freed myself and my mind from any desire or emotion and I realized I am serious.”
“Really?”
“Yes, turns out it’s not that abnormal either. Have you ever heard of a hotwife?”
Lana shakes her head no.
“Well, basically it’s a wife who sleeps with other men with her husband’s approval and even encouragement. Apparently there’s this whole lifestyle out there of married couples who do this kind of thing.”
“Huh, hotwife?”
“Yeah.”
“Has a nice ring to it, don’t you think?”
I nod in agreement.
“So, you want me to be a hotwife for you? You’re serious?”
“Yes,” I say, perhaps a little too eagerly.
She smiles. She knows I am not messing around, but still she hesitates.
“You know,” she says, turning her whole body toward me, “you still have to say it. I still have to hear you say it if we’re really, seriously going to do this.”
I grimace a bit. I knew this part was coming, but still in the cold light of day, with no alcohol or sex to lower my inhibitions, the words don’t come as easily.
I take a deep breath, and then I dive head first into the deep end of the pool. Only, it’s a deep end of which I have no knowledge of its depths and what, if any, dangers may lurk in the dark waters below. 
And there’s no lifeguard on duty.
But I’ve already jumped and there’s no turning back now. It’s sink or swim time.
“I want to watch you get fucked…”
“By?”
“By...another man. Another man with a huge, thick cock.”
“Wow.”
“Wow what?”
“You’re actually serious, aren’t you? I mean I still didn’t believe it but hearing you say it just now and watching your face, I can tell. You really mean it.”
“I do.”
Another deafening silence descends upon us for what feels like the tenth or eleventh time over the last thirty-six hours.
“Well, are you gonna say something?”
Lana looks at me with unsure eyes.
“What do you want me to say?”
“Something, anything. Yes? No? Maybe? Tell me what you’re feeling.”
She takes a deep breath.
“Conflicted. I guess, yeah. Conflicted. That’s how I’m feeling.”
“But earlier when I asked you...you, you didn’t hesitate.”
“Well, yeah but...I mean I didn’t really think this would happen. Not so quickly anyway. I thought it was just some hot fantasy we could roleplay in the bedroom sometimes and feel it out. I guess I don’t know that I could actually, you know...go through with it.”
Another punch in the gut, only this time it’s a different feeling: painful disappointment. And she can see it on my face.
“I’m sorry to disappoint you...I just, do you really think you could handle it, like for real? Watching another man up in my guts, making me feel things you never could, taking me to places I’ve never been before...sexually? Could you really watch that happen and enjoy it?”
I didn’t have to answer her. The bulge in my pants says it all and she sees it, she gives an impressed chuckle and finally closes her book and puts it down on the couch next to her.
“Well, I guess that’s a yes.” She beckons me closer with her index finger. “Come here.”
She leans over the back of the couch and pulls my pants down. Without using her hands she takes my hard cock into her soft mouth and begins sucking gently and sensually on my rod. 
I close my eyes and let the sensations wash over me. I listen to her moan as she works up a lather of spit and saliva on my cock.
“Mmm, you want to watch me do this to someone else, David? Suck another man’s big, fat cock right in front of you?”
“Fuck, yes,” I whisper.
Before I know it, I’m ready to explode and say as much.
This only makes her more eager as she sucks harder and faster and soon I cum deep down her throat.
She pulls her mouth back and wipes some spit and cum off her lips with the back of her hand.
I look down and smile at her.
She smiles back at me.
“Ok,” she says.
“Ok, what?”
“Let’s do it. I’m in. Just this once. And I have some conditions.”
“Anything,” I say, “anything you want.”



Chapter Five
Her conditions are more than palatable and in fact they are conditions which I myself would have probably insisted upon anyway if she had not. We’ve always been very in sync like that, even, it appears, when it's something as deranged and deviant as this.
First thing is, I have to do all the work of finding someone. It has to be a total stranger; it cannot be someone we are even remotely acquainted with or have a chance of running into again in our daily lives. 
Second thing, it is to be at a location at least two hours away to decrease the likelihood we run into anyone we know. 
Third thing, after I’ve chosen someone, Lana has final say. Veto power if you will. And if she signs off, then we both agree and that’s that.
Fourth thing, condom is a must.
Fifth thing, perhaps even more important than a condom (just kidding), ripped with a six pack.
Sixth thing, packing some serious heat. She doesn’t tell me exactly what that means nor does she give me a minimum number so I am left to guess using my own equipment as a reference point. 
Seventh thing, and this one made me feel warm and fuzzy, the chosen person is to show both us and our marriage the utmost respect and courtesy. Nothing is more important than us and the bond between us, they have to take that as seriously as we do otherwise we stop and everyone goes home. End of story.
Final thing, and this one was for me...for us I suppose more accurately, this will be the one and only time. No matter how much either of us likes it or wants to continue, it’s a one and done situation. And if at any point either of us gets uncomfortable and wants to back out, we each reserve the right to do so and the other person has to respect those wishes. 
“Ok, so even if he’s balls deep in you, driving you wild, I can just say I want to stop and you’ll just what? Push him away and tell him to leave?”
There’s a slight moment of hesitation but Lana’s steels herself and nods.
“Yes, even then.”
I know it’s a lie but I don’t question it. In fact, the thought of her disobeying my wishes and continuing to fuck right in front of me sends a tingle down my spine and a jolt of electricity to my cock. 
“Ok, then. Anything else?”
“I think that’s it...for now,” she says. “I’ll let you know if I think of anything else.”
I turn and start to head for the home office around the corner from our living room.
“Where are you going?” She calls after me.
“To get to work?”
“Work on what?”
I turn around and walk back towards her so I’m standing right behind her on the couch. I grip her shoulders in my hands and gently massage them.
She knows what I’ll be working on but she just wants to hear me say the words again and to be honest, I like saying it too even if it’s difficult to work up the courage.
It’s like jumping off the high dive, once you jump it’s quite a bit of fun and you’re glad you did it. But when you’re standing up there with your toes dangling over the edge and looking down at the drop, well, it’s always a bit difficult to find your legs and take the plunge. The thing is though, once you do it a few times and get the repetitions in quick succession, it gets easier and easier.
So, with a bit less hesitation than the previous time, I lean down and whisper in her ear.
“Finding you someone with a big, fat cock to come and fuck the shit out of you.”
She closes her eyes and lets out a soft moan.
“God, I love hearing you say that.”
“I know you do.”
I can almost feel her getting wet but there’s no time to waste. So I resist the urge to attack her once more and head back towards the office. 
“Good luck,” she says and I hear her slip her hand in her pants.
As I walk to the office, I can hear the faint sloshing of her fingers going to work inside her wet slit.



Chapter Six
It takes me the better part of a week. But after lots of research, messages and photos exchanged, weeding out the fakes and the phonies, I have narrowed it down to three guys.
There’s Ronnie, an ex-college soccer player who is in phenomenal shape with olive skin and the whitest teeth I’ve ever seen. He’s an investment banker and has two dogs. He lets me know in no uncertain terms, that he would love to be the one to stick it in my wife. He’s a bit crude at times and a bit of a bro, but I could see Lana going for someone like him.
Next, we have Chris. Tall, handsome, chiseled jawline. Looks like a cross between Thor and Aquaman. At nearly six-foot-four he is a mountain of muscle and machismo, covered in tattoos and piercings. He is some kind of model-slash-influencer online and despite the intimidating appearance, is actually the most polite and deferential of all the people I’ve dealt with and is, if I’m being honest, my personal favorite and the one I am kind of, sort of rooting for...weird as that is to say.
Finally, there’s Aaron. Six-foot-two, dark black skin, piercing eyes and a five o’clock shadow. He speaks three languages: Italian, Spanish, and French (in addition to English) and has visited more than fifty countries. He’s mysterious and a bit aloof when we talk, but he assures me he can take my wife to places she’s never been in her wildest dreams. At forty-years old, he’s a vertan in the “lifestyle” and has plenty of experience helping couples live out fantasies just like ours. 
I gather my documents and photos and present each candidate to my wife.
“Aaron,” she says. Another response with little to no hesitation.
I raise an eyebrow.
“He’s so fucking sexy,” she says and closes her eyes. 
It makes me hard as a rock.
“Final answer?” I ask.
“Hell yes,” she whispers. “Plus, I get to cross off two sexual fantasies with him.”
“What do you mean?”
“Well, I didn’t write it down on my list but I’ve always wanted to fuck a black man. So…”
I didn’t think it was even possible but my cock gets even harder than it was seconds before and I want to pounce on top of her and rip her clothes off.
But I control myself since the kids are home and could come downstairs at any minute. 
Lana notices my bulge and raises an eyebrow.
“I think we have a winner,” she says with a sly smile.
“I think you’re right.”
I tuck my boner up into my waistband and turn to head back to the office.
“I’ll make the arrangements,” I say.
“Good boy,” she whispers and once again I hear her slip a hand into her pants and gently go to work fingering her wet slit.
Lana may have chosen Aaron, but something tells me I better not cut ties with Ronnie and Chris just yet. 
Who knows what might happen.



Chapter Seven
It doesn’t take me long to hear back from Aaron. He’s in. And within twenty-four hours, the necessary arrangements are made.
We’re going to a casino and resort a few hours away in a more secluded, mountainous region of our fine state. Rooms are booked. Reservations are made. The kids will be staying with a friend for the night and before I know it, we’re all set and the day is here.
On the ride up the interstate we’re both bursting with excitement and a palpable nervous energy. We don’t talk much, but it’s another one of those nice quiet lulls that we’re both more than okay with just letting happen rather than trying to fill the silence with idle small talk. 
It takes us just over two hours and we only stop once to go to the bathroom on our way. A pretty efficient trip for us. 
We check in at the front desk and head up to our suite.
The casino and resort is brand new, super luxe and it makes us feel super fancy.
Lana remarks on more than one occasion how impressed she is with me and that I’ve really outdone myself.
I tend to agree with her.
Once inside our suite, we unpack our belongings and start to get ready.
The plan is to have dinner at an upscale, five-star restaurant on the resort grounds and then meet up with Aaron afterwards to have some drinks and get to know each other before the night really begins.
As we get ready, I pop open a bottle of vodka and use some of the supplies we brought to make us a couple of vodka-tonics with lime to take the edge off and get the party started.
We clink glasses.
Both of our hands are trembling with excitement and anticipation as we each spill a little of the liquid over the side of our glass before taking the first sip.
“I can’t believe this is happening,” Lana says.
“That makes two of us.”
“You sure you still want to? I mean, we could always cancel and still have a nice night out together.”
“I know, and I made sure Aaron knows that as well, but...to be honest, the closer it gets to actually happening the more sure I become. I definitely still want to.”
She smiles as I help her put on her necklace in the mirror on the far side of the room. She’s wearing what I call her stunner dress and she looks more beautiful than ever. It’s red and shiny and accentuates her well-toned body in all the right ways.
“Good,” she says and kisses me on the cheek. “Because I feel the same way.”
She turns to face me.
“How do I look? Good enough to fuck?”
I am speechless.
“He’s going to lose his mind when he sees you,” I say.
We kiss and hug each other tightly. 
I place my hand on the door as we get ready to leave.
“Wait,” Lana says. And my heart sinks. She is going to back out. She’s got cold feet. Deep down, somewhere part of me knew this would happen.
But before I can parse my feelings, she takes things in a slightly different direction.
“Look, I just want to make sure we’re ready and we make this really special because...don’t forget, this is our one and only time.”
I catch her eyes and I sense what I think might be a little bit of fear. Of what? I can’t be sure.
“Right. I know,” I say.
“It has to be,” she says again, this time trying somewhat successfully to hide the fear from her eyes.
“Okay,” I say and reach out my hand towards her and she takes it as we walk out the door together.
We make our way downstairs and within about twenty minutes, arrive at the restaurant and are seated at the table.
I order a bottle of wine and we have some light appetizers and salads for dinner.
Neither of us says it out loud but we both know it, tonight is not a good night to load up on pasta and heavy, creamy sauces.
We need to be lean and light on our feet for what’s to come. 
The wine goes down easy and we order a couple of after dinner cocktails instead of dessert.
I have a little buzz going on by the time we pay our check and get up to leave and I can tell Lana is feeling good. She’s in just the right spot to lower her inhibitions and loosen up a little, and so am I.
On the walk over to the bar where we are going to meet Aaron, I get a little handsy and slip my hand up her leg and feel around inside her.
She’s already soaking wet and isn’t wearing any panties. I pull her to the side and kiss her hard for a few moments.
We break it off when an older couple passes us in the hallway and we straighten ourselves out.
“God you’re so fucking sexy right now,” she says to me. All traces of fear seem to be gone, in fact it’s almost as if she’s shed her previous self and become an entirely different person.
“Me?”
“Yes, I’m so lucky you’re letting me do this. Letting us do this. I’ve never been more attracted to you than right now.”
“Funny, I was about to say the same thing to you.”
We round the corner and are now at the entrance to the bar. We enter and head over to the bar area and there he is.
Aaron.
He’s big and handsome and even more charming than in the photos. He’s wearing a gray suit with a black tie and he looks like he belongs on the cover of GQ.
Lana swoons when she sees him and rushes over ahead of me to greet him. She wraps her arms around his thick neck and gives him the most sensual kiss on the cheek I’ve ever seen.
And suddenly reality begins to set in.
This is no longer a fantasy that lives in our heads.
We’ve brought this thing to life and now it’s happening.
Suddenly my feet are getting a little cold and I’m no longer certain this is what I want.
But I swallow the feeling and push it deep down.
I follow in Lana’s wake and extend a hand towards Aaron.
“Nice to meet you in person.”
“You too David, your wife is even more beautiful than you described her. You’re one lucky man.”
“I think you’re the lucky one,” Lana says, placing an arm on his shoulder and leaning towards him.
“Should we order some shots and get to know one another?” Aaron asks.
“Absolutely,” I say.
The shots are ordered and downed in short order and soon another round follows and a third after that.
Lana and Aaron are really hitting it off.
Aside from a passing remark or acknowledgement, it’s like they’ve forgotten I’m there.
There’s a sickening feeling brewing in my stomach, but like with everything else before, I ignore it and press on anyway.
And before I know it, we’re paying the tab and heading back up to our suite...with Aaron and my wife holding hands the entire way as I lead us towards the point of no return.
I hesitate for a moment at the door, key card in hand, I look back at Lana who is lost in Aaron’s eyes and it kills me for a moment.
But that same twister of doubt and lust roars to life inside me and I swipe the key to unlock the door.
I open it and we cross the threshold into the great unknown, together.



Chapter Eight
Like a smash cut, Lana and Aaron are standing together at the foot of the bed, arms wrapped around one another. I don’t remember anything after we opened the door and walked in but suddenly I find myself seated on a chair adjacent to them. My hands grasp the arm rests to the point that my knuckles are turning white.
I notice and try to release the tension from my body by taking a deep breath but then Lana leans in and kisses Aaron and I tense right up again.
It’s sloppy and wet, open mouth, lots of tongue and my dick rises to attention.
I watch as Aaron uses his massive hands to slip Lana’s red dress off her body so that it falls gently to the floor around her ankles, leaving her in nothing but her lingerie.
Soon, the lingerie is coming off too and Aaron is cupping her left breast with his right hand and tweaking her nipple ever so gently as he makes his way down her neck, planting a gentle, sensual kiss every inch or so until he makes it down to her tits and begins to suck on them.
Lana’s head drops back and she closes her eyes as she exhales. The contrast of Aaron’s dark, black skin against Lana’s is a powerful visual simulant and I can’t help but begin to pull on my rod from outside my pants.
As soon as I touch myself, Lana’s eyes snap open and we make eye contact for the first time since we entered the room and I am consumed with the most powerful set of emotions I have ever felt in my life.
Jealousy. Lust. Hurt. Desire. Pain. Love. Fear. Sadness. Euphoria. 
It’s all there. And it is one potent sexual cocktail. I am drenched in dopamine and adrenaline. 
“Should I suck his cock, baby?” she says to me.
My voice seems to seize up and though I want to speak, words won’t seem to form. I can only nod.
Lana smiles and drops to her knees in front of Aaron while he unbuttons his shirt. She reaches up and undoes the buckle on his belt and next the zipper.
Soon, his shirt is off and his pants are down around his ankles leaving him in nothing but briefs. Lana has those off in nano-seconds and his big, dark cock flops out and almost pokes her in the eye.
Lana giggles and marvels at his dick before she lifts a finger to touch it. 
“Oh my god, look at this sexy black cock.”
“You like it?” Aaron says as he looks down at her obedient frame and smiles. Lana looks back up with a devilish grin on her face.
“I fucking love it,” she says as she takes his half-hard cock in her petite hand and starts to slowly stroke it to life.
Within seconds he’s fully hard and she’s stroking faster and faster. I watch her wedding ring as it ebbs and flows toward the base of his shaft and back toward his tip as she jerks him off.
“Holy shit,” Lana whispers. She holds her forearm up next to his cock for a comparison. “How big are you?”
“About eight inches,” Aaron says with a smile. Eight inches, not bad, I think to myself. But not huge by any means. If I had to guess, I’m a shade over six myself so he’s only got me by less than two inches.
But I recall the list and think that perhaps, to Lana, that less than two inches makes all the difference.
I notice what I think is faint disappointment on Lana’s face but before I can be sure it is gone and she is back to stroking his cock. Perhaps though, I think to myself, Aaron isn’t quite as big as she’d hoped for.
Either way, she has yet to put her mouth on it. She looks over again and it’s like she can read my mind.
“You ready to watch me suck this big, fat cock baby?” she says to me as she opens her mouth, almost unhinging her jaw, and takes Aaron into her wet maw. 
She begins to suck and slurp as sensually as any pornstar I’ve ever seen but the difference is that Lana isn’t acting. She is losing herself in the suck and she starts to moan and finger herself as she slurps on his dark meat. 
“Fuck, Lana. That feels so damn good. Head game is strong,” Aaron says as he gently places a hand on the back of her head and begins to face fuck her with grace and poise. 
That’s the first time I feel it. A pang of regret and remorse and a sense of impending doom.
Hearing Aaron moan my wife’s name takes things to a place that perhaps I wasn’t quite ready to go and for a moment I consider putting an end to the whole thing by crying out stop!   
But for some reason, I don’t and I let things continue as I take my cock out and begin to stroke myself to the sight of my wife sucking on a big, black cock right in front of me. 
After a few moments, Lana opens her eyes and stares right at me with Aaron’s big dick still in her mouth and beckons me over with her index finger.
I obey and stand up and walk over to her. She takes her mouth off Aaron’s cock and starts blowing me while she jerks him off.
Aaron looks over at me and smiles, offering me a fist bump and weird as it seems, it makes me feel like the fucking man. I bump his fist and then look down as my wife works both our cocks with her greedy little mouth.
At one point, she puts us both in her mouth and the flesh of my cock brushes up against Aaron’s and while every instinct in my body is telling me I should recoil, it’s really fucking hot seeing my wife with two cocks in her mouth at the same time and so I stay there and let it happen. Crossing swords is an occupational hazard after all.
But things are getting too hot for me and I fear if I’m not careful, I might cum soon and ruin the fun. So I excuse myself and go back to sit in the chair as Aaron pulls Lana up off her knees.
While Aaron goes to his pants to fish out a condom, Lana walks over to me and sits on my lap so that her legs are draped over the front of my thighs and I can still touch my cock.
She nibbles on my ear and encourages me to jerk myself for her.
“God that’s so hot watching you stroke your cock. That’s it baby, jerk that cock for me while you watch me get fucked. 
It feels so good.
“Good boy, nice and slow. Don’t cum yet.”
She leans in and kisses me hard. She is completely naked and on fire.
“You ready to do this, baby?”
I nod.
She looks deep into my eyes.
“You sure, you ready to watch Aaron fuck this tight, little married pussy with his big, black cock?”
I gulp. She’s torturing me and loving every minute of it. She knows how turned on I am and is reveling in it.
“Fuck yes,” I whisper. 
Lana smiles and kisses me on the cheek. Then she walks over and lays down on the bed in front of Aaron, spreading her legs wide and inviting him to enter her.
He looms over her, condom on, and prepares to slide inside.
And for the second time, it hits me. That feeling of regret and remorse and I say it out loud.
“Stop. No more.”
But it comes out as barely a whisper and neither of them hear me. 
I try to say it louder, but I can’t seem to raise my voice.
“Stop,” I whisper again. 
And just when I think there’s no way she could hear me, Lana turns her head to the side and locks eyes with me.
“There’s no fucking way we’re stopping,” she says with a wicked smile.
Keeping her eyes on me to make sure I’m watching, she wraps her hand around his shaft and slides his big, black cock into her dripping wet pussy.



Chapter Nine
Time seems to stand still for that brief moment when Lana simply decided to go rogue and break part of her own last and most important condition.
All those emotions I was feeling earlier increase in intensity tenfold and I feel like I am as close as I’ll ever come to feeling what being on heroin must be like.
I love it. I hate it. I don’t ever want to feel it again and yet I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to live without it knowing that it exists and can be had. 
I am on fire with lust and anger. Hurst and desire. I stand up, walk over to the bed and am harder and more turned on than I’ve ever been in my life.
Lana reaches out and grabs my cock as Aaron starts to pump his cock in and out of her.
I look down and watch as her slit swallows him whole with almost no resistance. A thick, creamy white resin is forming and coats the outside of the condom.
“You didn’t really mean that, did you, David?”
I shake my head no as she smiles, takes my cock into her mouth and starts to slurp.
Soon I can tell she’s about to cum as she breaks out into a full-body orgasm the likes of which I have never seen before.
“Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit,” she says over and over and over again.
Aaron pulls out to give her a breather but she begs him to keep going.
“No, no, no, don’t stop. Keep going. That shit feels good as fuck, give me that fat cock, please!” she begs.
Again, I get a quick urge to put a stop to the madness but I can’t even get a whisper out this time. 
As Lana sucks my cock, I stare down at his dark shaft, wrapped in latex, going to work on her insides. I watch as she starts to cum again and I have a thought.
A wicked, dangerous one.
If we broke one condition, why not break another?
And just like that, she reads my mind again.
“You know what would be so hot, baby” she says to me and I already know what’s coming next because I feel it too, “if he fucked me bareback.”
I gulp.
“Don’t you think it’d be so hot to watch me take that big, sexy cock raw in my married pussy?”
I’ve lost all control at this point and am content to give in to every urge. Reason is out the window and I just nod.
Yes, yes it would be so fucking hot I think to myself. 
Aaron pulls his cock out and Lana reaches down to remove the condom. It takes a bit of effort on her part but it comes off with a snap and suddenly there is nothing between the walls of Lana’s vagina and the skin of Aaron’s throbbing dick.
He reinserts himself inside my wife and she cums hard and loud within ten seconds.
“Oh my god, yes this is so much better. I’m taking that big, beautiful cock raw and I fucking love it,” she moans and writhes on the bed before me.
Now I watch the cream coating his thick, dark shaft as Lana goes back to sucking on my pink, fleshy rod.
I don’t have time to worry that Lana is not on the pill and that a random man is balls deep inside her. Any time the thought pops into my head, it just makes everything hotter.
I try to focus on my breathing as much as I can to keep my heart rate in check so I don’t bust before Aaron does. Something tells me I’ll be in for a bad time if that happens.
As I drift off into a sort of daydream, I snap out of it when I hear Aaron’s breath quicken as he pummels my wife deeper and harder making her squeal with delight. Soon he’s grunting and I don’t believe my ears but Lana is begging for him to cum.
“Fuck yes, baby. Give me that hot nut. Cum inside me please, give me your seed. Oh fuck yes! I feel it, so fucking warm. Give it to me, give me all of it.”
She shakes and writhes and moans and cums hard for what seems like a solid five minutes straight as Aaron slows down his thrust and eventually pulls out of her.
A whoosh of air comes out of Lana’s pussy.
She pushes herself up onto her elbows to look at her pussy just in time to see the torrent of white seed come flowing out of her and onto the sheets below.
“Fuck that’s so hot,” she whispers.
I am both mortified and insanely turned on. I cannot believe it just happened and yet, I am glad it did. 
Lana turns to me and says, “come get your sloppy seconds baby.”
My body goes numb with excitement. I’d never planned for it, but now it’s obvious to me. I have to feel her. I have to be inside her. I have to deposit my load right alongside Aaron’s. It is my biological imperative.
I grunt and step forward and slide myself into her wet, warm cunt. I can feel the residue of Aaron’s load coating the walls of her pussy. She’s loose and relaxed and I wonder if she can even feel me. But I look at her face and it appears she can feel something alright.
Soon, she’s cumming again.
“God that’s so hot, fuck that well used pussy baby. Give me another load. I want more cum!”
Almost on command my dick begins to lurch and spew inside her as I can no longer hold the load that’s been building inside me for the better part of the last hour.
We come at the same time and I collapse on the bed next to her. 
Aaron is changed back into his clothes and fully put together. He kisses Lana on the cheek and offers me another fist bump.
“That was a hell of a lot of fun. You guys give me a call if you ever want to do this again. You guys are good people.”
Again, I feel like the man. Aaron glides out of the room and leaves us there to revel in our deviance. 
It’s getting late now and Lana is I believe what they call “dick-drunk.” She seems in a stupor, our two loads of cum still dripping down her legs, her pummeled pussy rising and falling with each breath seems to still quiver with the aftershocks of so very many orgasms in a one hour time span.
“Fuck that was amazing,” she says as she dips a finger into her cunt and pulls it out to lick and suck on all three of our juices mixed together.
“I’m going to the bathroom,” I say and kiss her on the cheek.
I clean myself up and take a piss.
By the time I get back out, Lana has curled up into bed and pulled the sheets over her head. She is sound asleep.
And then it hits me all at once. Unprotected sex with a stranger. He came inside her. Then I followed up and came inside her too.
What have we done?
What on earth was I thinking?
I curl up into bed beside her and have the most uneasy night of sleep I’ve ever had in my life.
By the time I finally manage to doze off, the sun is creeping up over the horizon and the first rays of morning spill through the shades.
I think I’m going to be sick.



Chapter Ten
 I wake with a joly to find Lana sitting on the edge of the bed offering me a fresh cup of coffee with steam curling out of the mug. She has one too.
She is showered, dressed, and looks absolutely radiant. She is positively glowing. She smiles at me as I take the mug from her outstretched hand.
“Morning, sexy,” she says with a wink.
That’s when I lose it.
I sit upright and run a hand through my hair. I’m tempted to rip it out.
“What did we do?”
“Exactly what we wanted to do,” she says with a wry smile and takes a small sip.
“You’re not on the pill,” I say.
“It’s fine.”
“How can you be so sure?”
“I just am.”
“How?”
“Just trust me, David. There’s nothing to worry about. I just know,” she says.
And I do trust her. For some reason, I find this reassuring. At least on that front. But I’m still not convinced it wasn’t a huge mistake.
“Don’t tell me you’re having second thoughts, regrets?” she asks, genuinely surprised.
“You broke our most important conditions!”
My voice is louder than I intended.
“So, I didn’t hear you complaining. In fact, it seemed to be just what you wanted, you dirty boy.”
I feel my cock jump a little and Lana notices. She raises an eyebrow as if to say I told you so.
“Well, still,” I say, trying to gather myself.
“You had fun didn’t you? I know I sure did,” she says. 
She’s right. It was fun. I loved it, but now in that cold light of day I’m feeling confused and actually relieved. We had our one of fun. We lived out a big fantasy and we were still standing. At least now I could rest knowing what it was like.
“You’re right. It was fun. And I’m glad we did it. Just this once.”
Lana lets out a heavy sigh.
“Yeah, about that…” her voice trails off. 
“What?”
“Well, you broke a condition too, you know. So that’s why I figured it’d be ok if I broke a few. And it’s also why I think I want to try this one more time...”
She’s smiling like the devil and I haven’t yet caught on to what she’s up to but my stomach is in my throat.
“What? What do you mean? I didn’t break any conditions. I did everything you asked for,” I say, exasperated and flabbergasted. 
She shakes her head, tsk, tsk, tsk.
“Aaron wasn’t big enough.”
“Not big enough?!”
“Not nearly big enough,” she says, “he was only eight inches. I want double fucking digits.”
My body goes numb and my stomach drops. But my cock rises and is hard as a rock once more. 
“Double digits?”
Lana grabs at my cock through the sheets and feels that it's hard. She smiles, satisfied. 
“That’s right. And you’re going to find it for me, aren’t you?”
She squeezes a little too hard while she says this and I nod in agreement.
“Good boy,” she says and throws the sheets off me and starts sucking on my cock.
I’ve lost total control now and we may be careening towards a precipice but all I can think about is Lana getting fucked by an even bigger cock and all my doubts and trepidations dissipate and I realize one thing: this was never going to be a one time thing and we’re never going to be able to stop chasing this dragon.
I press her head down on my cock firmly and begin to thrust myself down her throat.
“Can’t wait to watch,” I say as I tilt my head back and get lost in her moans as she slurps up another one of my loads.

TO BE CONTINUED….
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