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1: Game night

THIS ALL STARTED because the Henderson’s just had to have everyone over for “game night.” Thing is, game night for the Henderson’s really means drinking game night. Suburban life can be pretty drab and an event like this, well let’s just say some people lived for it. Some of us more than others.

Don’t get me wrong, I still enjoyed it but my wife Jess and I were a little more conservative than the rest of the couples (or at least we used to be) and so things could get a little uncomfortable from time to time. Issues ranging from politics to parenting to whatever else under the sun, we just always seemed to be a little different. More reserved and less progressive in our thinking let’s just say.

Whatever. It didn’t bother me. I wasn’t from the area. I didn’t go to high school with these people. Jess did. So it was a little harder for her. She always dreaded nights like these. But for the sake of our reputations in the community and at school, I convinced and cajoled her into going.

And it ended up changing everything.

It was a Friday night in January as I recall, just after the holidays. It was going to be us and maybe three or four other couples. We were all relatively young parents with kids under the age of ten. We got along fine as long as the conversation didn’t turn to religion or politics, as I alluded to before.

“Jess,” I called up the steps, standing in the foyer, bottle of red wine in hand. It was an after-dinner kind of thing so it was probably around eight o’clock. The kids were spending the night at a friends house and the Henderson’s was within walking distance.

When I didn’t receive a reply, I decided to take a quick walk down to the cellar and grab another bottle. Like I said, the kids were gone for the night and we didn’t have to drive.

I also hoped that maybe, just maybe, I might get lucky if things went well. A little social (and sometimes romantic) liquid lubricant couldn’t hurt, I figured.

Things with us at the time were fine I suppose. But just fine.

Sexually, things had always been a little vanilla, I guess you could say.

Jess wasn’t exactly outgoing when it came to those types of activities. I was the only man she’d ever been with and I guess I thought that was what I wanted and I quietly accepted that it was just the way things were and were going to be between us.

Jess was a good girl. She didn’t have a high body count like some of her friends.

It was just me.

Her one and only.

Or so she led me to believe.

By the time I got back upstairs, Jess was standing in the foyer waiting for me.

She looked stunning. As always.

Her strawberry blonde hair was curled and she was wearing it down.

My favorite.

She was wearing a puffy white parka with a fur hood. Her freckled cheeks were a little flush and rosy. Her bright green eyes looked me up and down and then at the two bottles of wine.

“Two?” she said, raising an eyebrow.

I shrugged my shoulders.

“We’re not driving.”

She thought for a minute.

“Well, Kristin is going to be there so…works for me,” she said, reaching out to take one of the bottles from me. She leaned up and kissed me on the cheek.

Kristin was something of an old friend? Enemy? Frenemy? Her and Jess had some kind of falling out during their senior year and the relationship had been damaged beyond repair. They were mostly cordial to each other but…there were moments where Kristin seemed to take things a little too far.

And it would turn out at this particular game night in question, that’s exactly what she would end up doing.

Although, I can’t be too mad…it’s what ultimately sent us down this path we’re on, but I’ll get to that a little later.

“You look amazing,” I said, reveling in her beauty.

Her cheeks grew a little rosier and kissed me again, this time on the lips.

“I love you,” she said as she pulled away.

“I love you too.”

. . .

IT’S ALWAYS A TREAT to come in from the cold. Greg Henderson and his wife, Emily greeted us warmly at the door and ushered us inside. They took our coats, wished us a happy new year and whisked us inside to the living room where it appeared all the other couples were already settled in.

“Can I get you guys something to drink?” Greg asked. “Want me to open one of those bottles for you?”

He reached out for the bottle I was holding.

“Sure, thanks Greg,” I said, handing it over.

With record speed he retreated to the kitchen and returned with two large glasses of red wine before we’d even started saying hello to everyone.

There was Tim and Molly. Then Peter and Lilly.

We’d already been greeted by the Henderson’s.

But, no sign of Kristin and her husband Jack.

Jess was visibly relieved when there was no sign of Kristin. I saw her shoulders melt back and away from her ears and she took a comfortable seat on the couch next to Molly.

I stood near the coffee table with Greg.

It was a relaxing start to the evening. The wine was flowing and the conversation was good. We all steered clear of controversial topics and mostly discussed how our Christmas breaks went, sports, and the weather.

Before I knew it, Jess and I were several glasses of wine deep and onto the second bottle. It was nearing 9:30 and it looked like this was going to be a perfectly unremarkable night.

And with Jess feeling so relaxed I thought that maybe, just maybe…

My train of thought was then interrupted by an assertive knock on the front door.

That’s when all the trouble started.

. . .

IT WAS KRISTIN and her husband Jack. Of course. I wanted to throw up when I saw Jess’s poor, crestfallen face when she realized what was happening.

Oh shit, I thought. Here we go.

But things actually got off to a decent start. Everything seemed to be going fine.

At first.

Kristin was a pretty blonde cheerleader who was struggling with her age.

We were only in our late thirties but already she was doing botox, had a boob job, butt lift, and the works. I mean, she didn’t look bad don’t get me wrong and I know it was a look some guys really went for. I supposed it worked for her husband Jack for instance.

But she was always overdone with makeup and looked…fake. I don’t know how to accurately describe it so I'll just say it wasn’t for me.

Give me Jess with her natural beauty, limited make up, freckles, and her untanned skin every single time. There is no comparison in my mind.

Kristin and Jack smiled and greeted us all warmly.

Then Kristin went over to Jess and gave her a big, long hug.

“Hi, Jess! So good to see you, it’s been way too long.”

She was pouring it on a little thick but it seemed genuine enough.

Or at least she was trying.

Jess hugged her back timidly at first as her body tensed up in surprise but then she relaxed and I saw a small smile creep across her lips that said okay, maybe this won’t be so bad.

“Hey Kristin,” she said, “Good to see you too. You remember my husband Cory.”

“Of course,” she said and rushed over to give me a big hug. I noticed something strange in her eyes as she approached and looking back I wonder if that’s when she made the decision to lob a turd in the punch bowl. I can’t be sure, but something tells me it was.

Greg Henderson retreated to the kitchen to get some drinks for the new arrivals.

And boy, did they go from zero to sixty quick.

Kristin insisted on doing a shot before she had her martini and before I knew it she was toastier than the rest of us and had only been there for fifteen minutes.

“Let’s play a game!” Kristin shouted as she poured a second shot.

“Okay, what do you want to play?” Molly asked.

Kristin looked around the room. Her eyes eventually settled on Jess and they were no longer friendly.

I watched Jess squirm in her seat.

“How about…never have I ever,” she said with an odd smile.

It wasn’t long after that the trouble started.

. . .

THE GAME STARTED innocently enough.

Never have I ever…gotten pulled over.

Never have I ever…been out of the country.

Never have I ever…seen the Godfather.

And so on and so on. The idea being that unless that statement was true for you, you had to take a drink, or five. It wasn’t really a big deal. It was harmless fun. There weren’t any real winners or losers. It was just a casual way to have some laughs and make everyone drink a little too much.

But after a while, things got a little more risque. People began to push the theme in a, shall we say, more adult direction.

Never have I ever…had sex on the beach.

Never have I ever…danced at a strip club on amateur night.

Never have I ever…gone skinny dipping.

Never have I ever…

You get the idea.

Everyone was tripped up by one thing or another. Everyone except Jess that is. Which, as I said, was not totally unexpected. She had a sheltered sex life and so the fact that she hadn’t had sex on the beach didn’t surprise me. I was the only man she’d ever been with and I was well aware that we’d never had sex on the beach.

“Wow, Jess! You haven’t taken one drink, have you?” Molly said.

“Nah, Jess is a good girl,” Lilly chimed in.

Jess looked away, blushing and embarrassed.

“Yep, that’s me,” she said, taking a sip of her wine and nervously looking over at me.

There was an awkward silence as Kristin sat on the couch, arms folded, staring daggers at Jess.

Kristin had been tripped up by almost every sexual topic people could think to bring up and while she tried to act like it didn’t bother her, it was pretty obvious it did.

She gave out a sarcastic chuckle as if she couldn’t believe her ears.

Jess stood up and looked at me with pleading eyes. I could tell she wanted to get the hell out of there all of a sudden.

“Well, it’s getting late for us,” she said, “I think we should probably…”

That’s when Kristin started to speak. It was slow and deliberate. Her eyes were fixed on Jess the whole time.

“Never have I ever…” she paused for effect then went in for the kill, “had a B-B-C.”

Jess’s face turned bright red as Kristin continued to watch her like a hawk, taking a smug sip of her wine.

Molly gasped.

Lilly shifted nervously.

Emily and Greg looked confused.

To be honest, so was I.

BBC?

“British broadcasting channel?” I asked, shaking my head.

Kristin chortled.

Molly shook her head no.

Jess was frozen in place. She looked petrified.

Kristin looked at her while she said this next thing.

“No, Cory. BBC stands for…big. Black. Cock.”

Again Molly gasped.

Jack reached out and put his hand on Kristin’s arm and squeezed.

“Alright, honey. That’s enough.”

She pulled away from him. Kristin looked at Jess’s wine glass, it was about one quarter full.

“Well,” she said to Jess, “aren’t you gonna take a drink?”

Lilly buried her face in her hands and muttered oh my god under her breath.

Suddenly everyone was afraid to look at me or Jess. Everyone was looking at their feet.

I still didn’t quite grasp what was going on but I could tell Jess was upset. More upset than I’d ever seen her before.

She folded her arms and pursed her lips. I could tell she was fighting back tears and also looked like she might want to kill Kristin. In fact, I’m sure at that moment she did.

Kristin was smugly satisfied with herself and kept looking at Jess as if to say, well, we’re waiting.

After a long standoff, Jess picked up the glass of wine, chugged what was left and slammed it down on the coffee table hard enough to crack the glass which drew more than a few gasps.

“Come on, Cory. Let’s go,” she said, grabbing me by the hand and pulling me out of the room without saying goodbye to anyone.

From the foyer I heard Kristin say, “bye slut,” under her breath and I’m sure Jess heard it too.

“Kristin, enough,” Jack said.

“Stop it Kristin!” Lilly pleaded.

We left without even getting our coats.

It still hadn’t dawned on me yet what exactly just went down. My brain was still processing it all.

BBC.

Big. Black. Cock.

Jess chugging her wine.

Oh.

Oh.


2: Illusion shattered

JESS DIDN’T SPEAK the entire walk home. To be honest, I didn’t have any words either. I was still processing everything that had happened and what it all meant.

Stupidly, I tried to convince myself it was all a big misunderstanding. It hadn’t meant what Kristin said it meant or maybe Jess hadn’t been with a BBC, maybe they just dated. Not that it mattered specifically who the person was or what they looked like, it was just that I was under the impression that Jess hadn’t been with anyone at all other than me and now…?

It was a lot to digest. I was hurt and angry to be sure, but those feelings were a distant second to the concern I felt for my wife and another, stranger feeling about the whole thing that I couldn’t quite shake from my mind or understand what it meant.

At least, not right then.

When we got home, Jess rushed upstairs and went into the bathroom. She didn’t exactly slam the door but she closed it firmly and locked it. By the time I arrived at the door, she was sobbing.

I knocked lightly.

“Not now,” she said softly. “I’ll come out eventually. But not now.”

“Come on, Jess…” I pleaded. I wasn’t worried she was going to do anything drastic but then again I was starting to get an inkling that there were some things about my wife I just didn’t know.

“Please, Cory. Just give me a few minutes to gather myself.”

“Alright,” I said, unsure what else to do.

I looked at my watch and resolved to give her fifteen minutes before I checked back. I convinced myself she would be fine for that long.

As I walked down the steps, there was a light knock on the door. I could see a man’s silhouette in the privacy glass. I walked over to the door and I saw Jack’s distorted face through the peephole. He was holding our jackets. There was no sign of Kristin that I could see.

I cautiously opened the door.

“Hey, Cory,” he said, “don’t worry, she’s not here.”

I opened the door a little wider at this but didn’t say anything.

“Brought your jackets over,” he said, handing them over.

“Thanks,” I managed to get out hoarsely.

“Look, I’m sorry about her. She’s been having a rough time lately…and just…”

He was searching for the words.

“I’m sure it was nothing, she was just talking out of her ass. Anyway, I’m sorry.”

And with that he turned and left.

I closed and locked the door behind me, checking my watch. I hung our coats in the closet and went down to the cellar. I grabbed a bottle of cab and opened what would be our third bottle of wine that evening.

A very rare occurrence for us indeed. But strange times call for strange measures I suppose.

I poured myself a healthy glass, sat at the kitchen counter and waited for the fifteen minutes to pass.

My mind flashed to some younger version of my wife. Jess before we met. It was blurry in my mind but for some reason my thoughts drifted to her naked body in some bed in an unknown room. Her milky white, freckled skin…a dark torso looming over her quivering body. Strong forearms grabbing her by the waist…preparing to…

A peculiar tingle went down my spine as I felt the blood rushing to my cock.

What the hell?

But I wouldn’t have to wait the full fifteen minutes nor would I have much more time to ponder what this bombshell revelation said about my wife and our marriage.

I certainly didn’t have time to wonder why the thought of it seemed to fill me with a peculiar thrill and make me hard.

After about eight minutes, I heard footsteps upstairs followed by the sound of the bathroom door opening.

Then Jess was walking down the stairs and suddenly I found myself very nervous and unsure what to do.

My heart was in my throat.

As she rounded the corner, I almost dropped my wine glass.

. . .

SHE WAS WEARING NOTHING but her bra and panties beneath a loosely tied silk robe. Even after getting upset and angry and crying, she was still an absolute knockout. Her eyes were not as puffy as I expected and honestly, had I not known, I doubt I would have been able to tell she’d just finished sobbing.

“Pour me a tall one,” she said dryly as she noticed the glass in my hand and the open bottle on the counter.

“Jess,” I started but she held up a finger.

“We will…we’ll talk. I promise. But first, please,” she said, motioning toward the bottle of wine.

I stood up and went over to the cabinet to grab another glass and poured out some wine.

“A little more,” she said and I obliged.

She took the glass and began to slowly chug, emptying the contents.

“Jess, I don’t think -” she held up another finger. She stopped chugging after about three quarters of the glass were gone.

She took a deep breath as she put the wine glass down on the counter and then exhaled, taking the seat next to me.

We sat in silence for another thirty to sixty seconds without saying a word.

There were so very many thoughts rushing around in my head it’s difficult to remember what I was even thinking at the time.

Finally, I opened my mouth to break the silence.

“So…” I began.

“You want a divorce,” Jess said matter of factly. “I knew it.”

She closed her eyes tightly and sighed, looking up at the ceiling.

What did she just say?

“Divorce?” I said, putting my arm around her. “The thought hadn’t even crossed my mind.”

And it was true.

Which was perhaps strange. Was I even mad?

I didn’t know. It’s not like she cheated on me.

Sure, she lied. But…

“Why would you say that?” I asked.

“Because I lied to you,” she said, shifting her gaze down to the floor.

So. It was true. It stung a little. But it wasn’t a dagger.

“So, it’s…it’s true?”

She looked up at me with pleading eyes and took a deep breath.

“No more secrets,” she said and my stomach dropped. “Let’s go over to the couch and talk.”

I gulped.

“Okay.”

. . .

WE SAT ON THE COUCH facing each other, fresh glasses of wine sat upon the coffee table.

“I don’t know where to begin,” Jess said, looking away from me, unable to meet my eyes.

I took a deep breath.

“How about at the beginning?” I offered.

Now it was her turn to take a deep breath.

“Okay, I can do that,” then she held up a hand, “but just let talk, okay? I’m sure you’ll have questions and I’ll answer them, but wait until the end. I just want to get it all out there.”

I considered this for a moment and then nodded my assent.

“Alright.”

Jess reached out for her glass of wine, took another few gulps, placed it back down and exhaled…

. . .

It’s senior year of high school, Jess is a freshly turned eighteen years old in the fall. She was a late bloomer by many standards. The braces are off. Acne is gone. Tits have filled out.

She spent the summer lifeguarding and training for cheer competition.

She is in the best shape of her life, tanned and trim, and she’s a total knockout.

It’s not totally clear to her though. She hasn’t yet realized it.

But suddenly, guys who never noticed her before couldn’t keep their eyes off her. She can feel the stares and slacked jaws when she walks down the hallway.

She’s still a virgin but…all that’s about to change.

After a few weeks back to school Jess realizes with great clarity she’s the hottest girl in school.

That title used to belong to her best friend Kristin, but no longer.

Jess also realizes she won’t have to remain a virgin if she doesn’t want to. All she has to do is look at a guy and point and she can have him.

All except one guy: Terrence Harper.

Three-sport athlete. Football and basketball. Track and field.

Six-foot-two, buff, cut, and black.

Jess has been fantasizing about him since the day they arrived at school freshman year.

The only problem: Kristin.

They’re both after the same guy. Friendship turns to rivalry.

Of course in the end, Jess wins.

One night, after the big homecoming game, Jess is at a house party.

Everyone who’s anyone is there.

The team won and the mood is jubilant. Drinks are flowing. Music blasting.

People dancing.

Let the good times roll.

Jess is out on the dance floor after a few drinks. She’s gotten separated from her friends.

Terrence is sitting on a couch nearby, drink in hand, arms spread wide on the back of the couch like the king of it all. And he is.

He stands up and walks over to Jess.

Her heart pounds in her chest.

Is he coming over to me? Yes, holy shit. Yes, he is.

He grabs her by the waist and turns her around so that his crotch is pressed up against her backside.

He doesn’t ask. Doesn’t say one word. He knows she wants it and he’s going to give it to her.

The fact that he doesn’t ask permission and just does what he wants makes her wet instantly.

She’s slow and shy at first, but as the beat picks up in intensity, she starts to relax and boy does she put on a show.

And she feels his cock pressed against her ass. It’s growing as she dances and this turns her on even more.

The size of it scares her. But it also thrills her.

What’s that they say? Once you go black…?

But she pushes it out of her head, they’re just dancing. It doesn’t mean they’re going to…

Does it?

As she grinds on him to the beat, she thinks about what it would be like…what it would look like between her legs, disappearing inside her.

It’s so dirty and wrong but she loves it.

As she’s having this thought, she feels a hand creep from her hip around to her stomach. It rests there for a moment or two before it slides into her blue jeans and under her dripping wet, lacey pink panties.

Two long fingers explore her wetness as they spread her lips wide.

She tilts her head back and lets out a soft gasp.

Terrence begins kissing her neck and works his lips up to her ear and nibbles as he slips one finger, then two, inside her dripping wet cunt.

“Let’s go somewhere,” he whispers in her ear and sends a chill down her spine.

She turns to face him and nearly attacks him. Rather than answer right away, she starts making out with him ferociously. Then she pulls away and looks him up and down.

He’s one fine stud.

She rests her hands on his massive pecs and smiles.

“Let’s,” she says.

He takes her by the hand and leads her upstairs to an empty room.

What she doesn’t notice is Kristin standing by the steps, arms folded, lips pursed, as she watches them disappear.

Her heart races as they ascend, there’s an open room at the end of the hallway. This isn’t his hout, but he’s clearly done this before.

That doesn’t bother Jess either. Again, the fact that this is ALL about sex and not love thrills her to no end.

Terrence leads her inside and closes the door behind her and locks it.

He’s calm, steady, determined.

Jess on the other hand can barely keep it together. Her chest is practically heaving from the rush and excitement.

He waits a few more moments before taking his shirt off over his head.

It’s everything she ever dreamed of and more in her fantasies.

He. Is. Ripped.

Forget about a six pack. This is an eight or ten pack.

She picks up the scent of his musk and her sexual lust for him rips into overdrive.

“Fuck, I’m so wet,” she whispers into the dark room.

“I know you are,” he says, “now get over here and suck my cock.”

“Yes, daddy,” are the first words out of her lips. Why? She doesn’t know. It just feels right. She’s never said them before, never practiced this but it makes sense.

And she obeys her daddy.

She walks slowly over to him and rests herself against his giant torso. She feels so small and tiny next to him.

“On your knees,” he says. And of course she obeys his command once more.

She drops down in the blink of an eye.

Again, she’s never done this. Never sucked a cock before. She’s thought about it, watched other women do it in porn on her computer. She always liked interracial porn. Loved watching little petite white girls like herself taking the biggest, blackest cocks.

You could say it was something of an obsession and now here she was about to get the real thing.

She was going to be just like the girls in the videos she always masturbated too.

Again, without practice and without ever having done this before, it all came naturally to her.

Terrence looked down at her and smiled.

“Good girl,” he said with a smile.

His praise makes her wetter and more excited. She only wants to please him. That’s all that matters.

He unbuttons his jeans, then undoes the zipper. He pulls his hands away and nods at her to take over from here.

She reaches up with small, manicured fingers - she’s nearly trembling - and pulls his jeans down to his ankles so he stands before her in just his briefs.

His bulge is MASSIVE. She felt it pressed against her downstairs and knew it would be big but still it catches her by surprise.

For a moment - and only a moment - she is scared.

‘There’s no way I can take all of that inside me,’ she thinks.

But another voice inside her, the devil on her shoulder perhaps, whispers, ‘yes you can, and it will feel so good.’

She smiles and pulls down his briefs.

For a moment, she is petrified in place. His dick is massive as it flops out and looms in front of her face.

It’s only half-hard and she thinks it’s probably as long as her forearm. She does something she’s seen in the videos she’s watched: she holds her forearm up alongside his shaft and sure enough it’s just as long, if not longer (it still has room to grow after all) and it’s thicker than her wrist.

“Holy shit,” she whispers. She still hasn’t touched it with her hand yet.

Terrence smiles with satisfaction, she thinks it’s not the first time he’s heard this - he probably gets this reaction a lot - but still he enjoys it.

“You like?” he asks.

Jess can only marvel and shake her head.

“Go ‘head,” he says, “you can touch it.”

She licks her lips and grabs hold, feeling the girth and power of it in her tiny hand. She watches her milky white fingers wrap around his dark pole and she feels almost like she might come right on the spot.

Jess starts to jerk it off and feels the blood rushing in as it gets bigger and harder in her hand.

“I don’t even know what to do with this thing,” she says and laughs nervously.

“Don’t worry, I’ll show you,” he says, putting a hand on the back of her head. “Open your mouth.”

Again she obeys her daddy.

“Good girl,” he whispers.

She practically has to unhinge her jaw to fit him in and she can only go down a few inches before it’s just physically impossible to go any further. Or so she thinks. Her eyes water and bulge for a moment as she feels him push her further down his shaft.

Her eyes go wide with surprise as she realizes it’s not impossible. She has no gag reflex and her throat relaxes and stretches until he’s all the way inside her so that her nose is touching his pelvis. She thinks about what it would look like with x-ray vision. The big, black cock plumbing her throat, probably dipping into her stomach with its length.

Then with one swift motion he pulls it all the way out and leaves her gasping for air.

“Fuck,” she whispers. She didn’t think it was possible but with each new lewd act she gets wetter and wetter until she can hardly think straight. All she wants is dick.

His dick.

His big, black dick.

“Get naked,” he says with a slight snarl that both scares and excites her. Once again he doesn’t ask nicely and she likes it. For now, for however long this goes on, she is his property. His slut. His sex doll.

There is nothing he could ask or tell her to do that she would not obey.

She quickly strips out of her clothes and leaves them in a heap on the floor.

Terrence smiles and it’s clear: he likes what he sees.

She’s never felt this before. Lustful, hungry eyes judging her body and sizing it up. Winning approval of those lustful, hungry eyes feels good. Better than any kind of love ever could she thinks.

He reaches out and pulls her into him, grabbing a big handful of her left breast and putting it in his mouth, slurping and sucking greedily on her tender, pink nipples. They’re sensitive and hard and it sends shockwaves up and down her body as she closes her eyes and revels in the feeling.

He plays with her pussy while she does it and she writhes and moans beneath the weight of the sensations she’s feeling. Strong hands gripping. A wet tongue licking and sucking. Long fingers exploring and caressing her velvety insides.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she whispers over and over again. She’s about to come.

This is something she has done before. But only ever alone, by herself in the privacy of her bedroom. Usually to interracial porn. But not always.

She can already tell it’s going to be more intense and she’s a little scared of how she might sound so she fights it off.

After a while, it’s too much and she just lets go. Relaxing and surrendering to the first orgasm a man has ever given her.

But Terrence is just getting started and that little blip of an orgasm will be nothing compared to the next half-dozen that are soon to follow it.

When her whimpering subsides, Terrence takes his fingers out of her slit and pressed them against her lips.

“Taste yourself,” he says.

Without thought, she opens her mouth and sucks her wet, sticky cream from his fingers. It’s sweet in a way she hadn’t expected. It washes over her taste buds and floats into her nostrils causing them to flare.

“Mmmm,” she moans. She’s being a dirty whore. Something she secretly always wanted to be but never could. All that’s changing now. She can feel it. She welcomes it.

She licks his fingers clean and swallows.

“Good girl,” he says.

She giggles.

“Thank you, daddy,” she whispers.

He turns her around to face the bed and smacks her ass hard leaving a faint red mark. She yelps and giggles.

“Lay down on the bed,” he says.

The good slut does as she’s told.

She lays down on her back so she’s facing him with her legs spread. She can feel the wet warmth of her sex pulsating between her legs, calling out to him and hoping to pull him in like a tractor beam.

Jess leans up on her elbows and watches him as he approaches. He holds his huge cock in his left hand as he walks toward her and strokes it gently.

She bites her bottom lip as she watches him stroke his big, black cock. It’s almost here she thinks. He’s going to put it inside me and ruin my pussy. She exhales sharply as he reaches the foot of the bed and looms over her.

Terrence stops stroking and slaps his cock against her tight tummy making a thwack, thwack, thwack noise. It’s heavy and powerful.

“You ready for this dick?” he asks.

“Yes, daddy,” she says and she means it.

What happens next she is not ready for. Nothing could possibly have prepared her for the sensations she would feel as he split her peach open with his bulbous head and girthy shaft. Nothing at all.

And yet, she was a natural.

Born for it.

She’d heard somewhere that some girls can just take big, huge cocks and some can’t.

It turned out, she was one that could.

Boy, could she.

It hurt at first.

Sure it did.

But she liked that too - the pain. Loved it actually.

Hurt so good.

Her hands gripped the bed sheets so tightly as he entered her that her knuckles turned white and she nearly ripped the bedding straight off the mattress.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, looking down between her legs and watching the dark shaft disappear a quarter to a half inch at a time as her tiny, little pussy stretched wider and wider and wider as it got wetter and wetter and wetter.

The sight of that big, black dick disappearing between her legs and into her womb was the most powerful drug in the world for Jess.

She was addicted from the start.

The rest, as they say, is history.

Terrence and Jess didn’t date exactly. They didn’t put a label on it.

It was more like she was his sexual property. She did whatever he said. He loaned her out to friends, ran trains on her with his teammates, and just generally treated her like a sex doll.

Even through college, she couldn’t shake her addiction to BBC.

Terrence went to the nearby state school where she would visit him every weekend she could.

There, they continued on the same relationship they’d always had: hot nasty sex whenever either of them wanted it. Gang bangs. Orgies. Sex marathons.

You name it, they did it.

Jess lost count with exactly how many guys she’d been with but she guessed her body count was well into the forties or fifties.

A far cry from the zero she insisted on when she started dating Cory.

And even then well…it wasn’t like she stopped right away.

She knew how people talked about her. How they called her a slut and talked about how degrading her behavior was. But she didn’t care. They were wrong.

It wasn’t degrading.

She was using them just as much (if not more) than they were using her.

Jess swore she wanted to live on like that, being a slut, forever.

She love, love, loved it.

Until everything changed.

. . .

“So what changed?” I finally blurted out. I couldn’t hold it in anymore. Jess looked at me, I could see the remorseful tears in her eyes…but it was hard to focus with the raging hard on in my pants.

“Then I loved you,” she said, biting her bottom lip and fighting back tears.

What…?

I was stunned by those words. My heart melted. My stomach did a backflip and then sank down to my legs. Gulp.

Was this really happening? What did it all mean?

Who was this woman sitting next to me and did this shocking revelation change everything or did it change nothing?

The answer, it would turn out, was both.

I still loved Jess. There was no denying that. But there was no going back here.

“Say something,” she said, looking at me with pleading eyes.

“Why did you lie to me? I don’t understand –”

She scoffed at that.

I suppose she had a right too.

“Because, Cory. That’s who you were. You were straight edge. And religious and conservative and all of that…I don’t know. I just, that’s what I said and then it was too late to go back.”

I shook my head and picked up the wine glass. I took another large sip and contemplated everything she had told me.

Addicted? Hooked? In love with…BBC?

What in the world?

Then I froze.

“Wait a minute, back up,” I said. “You said, ‘then I loved you’? Right? We didn’t say ‘I love you’ until we’d been dating for two years.”

She froze.

I caught her.

She knew it. I knew it.

The only question was, would she try to lie again or would she admit it?

“Cory…”

She stopped then started again.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know at first. But once I was sure…I love you,” she said with those same pleading eyes.

Even though I was crushed, hurt, and more than a little angry. My cock had not only remained hard, it had gotten harder at this revelation and subsequent lewd thoughts that rattled around in my head.

For the first two years of dating, she’d been fucking…

I gulped.

Then I scoffed and started laughing at the absurdity of it all.

Jess looked at me now with worried rather than pleading eyes.

I probably looked like I was having a nervous breakdown or something.

“Cory?”

Then, as if it was the most natural thing in the world, I snapped into some kind of…character.

She liked how Terrence bossed her around? She liked that he didn’t ask permission?

Well, I might not have possessed the prodigious member that he did, but I could play that game. Yes sir, in my current state (hard as I was and angry as I was) I would have no problem treating her that way.

“Shut up,” I said coldly. Her face fell as she braced for me to yell.

She opened her mouth to speak and I held up a finger to stop her.

“Stop talking,” I said. “You fucking slut.”

I could tell it hurt coming from me, but I didn’t care at that moment. Later, I could regret my words, but for now, I was horny and hurt and looking to take out my frustrations in the most productive way possible.

“Stand up,” I barked.

Jess hesitated and stood up, unsure of what I was doing.

“Take off your clothes,” I said.

“What?”

“You heard me. I said…take. Off. Your. Clothes.”

“Cory?” she said, her eyes were still pleading with me but not in the same way. They were eyes that said, are you sure you know what you’re doing? This might be too hot for you to handle little man…careful you don’t get burnt.

But ignored the warning and kept pressing my foot on the gas.

“Do it,” I said.

Jess swallowed hard and then undid the sash on her silk robe and pulled it off her shoulders before letting go and letting it flutter to the floor at her feet.

I could see goose bumps on her skin as she stood there in her bra and panties waiting for me to tell her what to do next.

It was my turn to make a move, so I stood up and for the first time she saw it - my boner.

She let out an audible gasp and put her hand over her mouth.

“What is that?” she asked as if she didn’t quite believe her eyes.

“I think you know,” I whispered through gritted teeth.

I walked up to her and grabbed her at the waist and pulled her into me so that my raging hard on was pressed up against her belly.

She tensed up at first, somewhat resistant, and then relaxed in my arms. I leaned down and kissed her. She kept her lips closed to start but then eventually parted them for me and let my tongue slip into her mouth.

I could taste stale wine as I lapped greedily at her mouth.

To be honest with you, I don’t think I quite knew what I was doing. We were on our third bottle of wine that night after all. Not that I was black-out drunk or anything close to it, but let’s just say that given all the circumstances, I wasn’t in my right mind.

My hand crept down and slipped inside Jess’s panties.

She was wetter than I’d ever felt before in our time together.

I wondered if it was my aggression that was turning her on or the recounting of her lurid sexual history with Terrence and his friends that had done it.

My heart wanted to believe it was the former, but my cock knew it was probably the latter.

Rather than leave it up to guesswork though, I decided to simply ask, or more accurately, demand an answer.

“Why are you so wet?” I whispered in her ear as I started to kiss her neck.

She exhaled sharply and shut her eyes tight as if she was trying to fight the feelings she was feeling.

“I don’t know,” she said unconvincingly.

“Bullshit,” I barked.

I slipped two fingers inside her dripping wet cunt, something I seldom, if ever did. Usually with us, foreplay wasn’t a thing. Always missionary, always with the lights off, hardly a word spoken between us.

Fool that I was, I simply thought that’s what she wanted and so because of that, I convinced myself that’s what I wanted too.

I stopped kissing her neck and stared at her until she opened her eyes and met my gaze but I didn’t stop fingering her.

“Tell me why,” I said.

She looked like she was afraid to tell me which all but confirmed the truth. But still, I had to hear it for myself.

“Because of…of you,” she whispered. But even she didn’t believe the words coming out of her mouth.

“Bull. Shit,” I repeated.

She gulped and gritted her teeth, she was squirming with pleasure as I fingered her and she was starting to grind her pussy down on my fingers as her body loosened up and her more primal and base desires took control and came to the fore.

“It was the story you told me, wasn’t it?” I said

She let out a moan as I felt her juices trickle down my fingers and coat my hand in a sticky wetness. I could smell her sex in the air now and it heightened my own arousal.

“Wasn’t it?” I growled.

She looked me straight in the eyes.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Yes.”

My cock lurched in my pants.

“How many times did you cheat on me when we first started dating?”

She drew in a sharp breath as I went back to kissing her neck.

“Cory, please…don’t –”

“How. Many. Times?”

She gulped and thought it over.

“I don’t know. I don’t know…”

“Guess.”

“Hundreds…” she whispered.

I almost came in my pants right then and there when she whispered that word.

Hundreds?

Why did I love the pain so much? What was happening to me?

“Hundreds…” I whispered out loud. Not as a question but as a statement of fact.

Jess reached out and gently grabbed the bulge in my pants.

“Yes…” she whispered back, she was breathing hard and fast now. I watched her breasts rising and falling with each inhale and exhale. “Hundreds. Does that…turn you on?”

She was studying my face and I was studying hers. She was as confused by all this as I was but I could also tell she was starting to get turned on by my reaction.

I gritted my teeth and looked away, somewhat ashamed. But nonetheless I nodded my head in the affirmative.

“Why?” she asked, starting to stroke my bulge from outside my pants.

“I don’t…I don’t know,” I said and I honestly didn’t.

“You like that I was a slut?” she said.

I didn’t respond but my cock lurched in my hands and for the first time in several hours, there was a small smile on her lips.

She continued.

“You like that I was addicted to big, black cock? BBC?”

My cock grew harder still in her hand and she felt it. With each sentence and each reaction I could feel her sorrow diminish as it was replaced by confidence and a devious lust for…what exactly? I didn’t know.

This was new territory for both of us.

“You like that I cheated on you? You like that during our first two years together, I was sneaking around whenever I could and getting railed regularly by the biggest, blackest cocks I could get my hands on?”

I could hardly take it. The words cut me like a knife. But they also filled me with a frenzied lust powered by anger and jealousy that was the most potent and explosive cocktail of emotions I’d ever experienced in my life up to that point.

I thought about kissing her during those first two years. The stale taste of another man was probably on her tongue and I never knew.

We never had sex.

We were “saving” ourselves for marriage we’d said.

I chuckled at the thought as it only made me harder.

“What?” she asked.

I couldn’t bear to share this lewd, depraved thought so I shook my head.

She flicked my cock with her index finger and thumb.

“So, what are we gonna do about this?” she asked.

Suddenly, she had the upper hand. I was no longer the one in control and barking orders. I needed to change the tide and regain the dominant position.

“We aren’t going to do anything,” I said coldly and her face fell. “You are going to get down on your knees and take care of this for me.”

Jess’s face lit up at the return of my dominant growl and while she didn’t immediately drop to her knees like I imagined she did for Terrence, she bit her bottom lip and slowly dropped down between my legs and began pulling my pants down.

She didn’t say ‘yes, daddy’ like she had with Terrence. But she obeyed me all the same.

My rock hard cock flopped out and nearly took one of her eyes out.

She looked up at me and it was like an out of body experience.

What the hell were we doing?

This was all kinds of wrong. I should be upset. Did we need to get a divorce? Maybe. Maybe not. But at the very least we should be having a fight, right? Not dirty, hot, nasty sex. But there she was on her knees ready to try to blow the probably away.

The sicker part was, it would work. And I knew it.

She opened her mouth without saying a word and began slurping on my cock in a way she never had before. She’d maybe sucked my cock five times in all the years we’d been married and she never did it quite like this.

There was so much spit and saliva. It was wet and warm. She worked her tongue, flicking, licking, and tickling every inch of my shaft as she bobbed up and down on it with her mouth.

She got down to the bottom without much effort and reached her tongue out to lick my balls.

I let out a groan and tilted my head back. After a few moments relishing the feeling, I reached down and grabbed the back of her head and began to slowly fuck her mouth with my cock.

She took it like a champ, a true pro. Never once did she sputter or gag.

After a while, I pushed her away and gave the next command.

“Bend over the couch,” I said.

She stood up and did as she was told.

I could see her pussy lips glisten as the split ever so gently apart when she bent over.

“You like being a slut?” I asked.

She just bit her lip and nodded.

“I didn’t hear you,” I said and slapped her ass hard.

She yelped and laughed.

“Fuck, Cory. I can’t believe you right now.”

But I just ignored her, grabbed her hips and thrust myself inside her.

“Oh fuckkk,” she screamed. “Holy shit.”

She was grabbing onto the couch for dear life as I started furiously pounding away at her insides.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, “I would’ve told you about this a long time ago if I knew it would get me fucked like thissssss…”

It came out like a hiss. And it pissed me off as well as turned me on.

Soon she was bucking up against me as her orgasm - perhaps the first ever real one I’d ever given her – boiled over the edge and she was moaning and screaming like a whore.

Which sent me right over the edge with her.

Within seconds I was screaming and unloading a hot, heavy load of cream deep inside her.

“Fuck,” she whispered as she collapsed on the couch.

“Yeah, fuck,” I said, collapsing right next to her.

We sat in silence for a while, letting the waves caused by the seismic moment simply wash over us one after another without a word between us.

“Holy shit,” she finally whispered.

“Yeah, holy shit…and what the fuck are we gonna do now?” I asked rhetorically.

But I think both of us already kind of knew, there was at least an inkling out there between us though it was unspoken and would remain so for a few weeks.

Jess simply picked up her glass of wine and shrugged, drinking it down.

We finished the rest of the bottle and didn’t speak much to each other.

After that, we drifted off into a deep but uneasy sleep. The kind that lots of alcohol, high emotions, and passionate sex tend to bring on.

In the morning light that would soon follow, we both found we had copious amounts of guilt, and shame, and quite a lot of explaining and communicating with one another to do.


3: The aftermath…and what to do about it

THERE WAS NO SUGAR COATING IT. We awoke to find ourselves in a damn strange place. Both literally and figuratively.

We’d somehow ended up on the floor in a tangled mess of limbs. The early morning sun was shining harshly through the window. I awoke first and was thankful that it was still only 7:30 and the kids weren’t due to be dropped off until later, sometime around noon.

There was time to gather ourselves and nurse what I could already tell was going to be a wicked hangover.

Three bottles of wine. I looked around the cold, empty house and at Jess who was still sleeping next to me on the carpet. A strange feeling of loneliness…of lostness, came over me as my mind flashed through, in rapid succession, the events of the previous night and as though smash cuts played in my mind I went from feeling lost and lonely to hard and horny once more.

Zero to sixty and back again. Now my engine was revving for another speedrun.

As if on cue, Jess stirred and slowly opened her eyes to find my rock hard boner, nearly poking her eye out.

Without saying a word, she opened her mouth and began to suck. It wasn’t as feverish as the night before, no - this was much different. Soft, slow, sensual. She closed her eyes tight and made love to my shaft with her warm, sleepy mouth.

In less than two minutes, my body was tensing up and shooting another hot load of cream into Jess. This time, down her slutty little throat.

Once more, I found myself wondering who the hell this woman was. It was as if I was seeing her, really seeing her for the very first time.

The Jess who I thought was a virgin when I met her, the Jess who I thought was a conservative, shy, church-going member of society, much as myself, was no longer.

Jess the nymphomaniac. The black cock slut. The BBC addict. As she’d called herself, was now who I saw next to me. She was my wife.

And something about that thought filled me with a kind of sick dread and depraved excitement at the same time.

Was I upset? I didn’t know. Should I be? I thought yes, but wasn’t this, in some strange way, exactly what I wanted?

Two blow jobs in the span of about eight hours? Wild raucous sex….in the living room?!

These were not things we did ever.

But now, after one revelation that forced her to confront her sexual past…this is what I got from it?

Why the hell would I be upset?

Just what exactly was there to be mad about?

She cheated on you. Lied about it. Misled you about who she was and what she stood for.

All true. All true.

But for some reason, when I really examined it…the whole thing thrilled me more than it bothered me. It turned me on. It made me feel alive. It made me want her all the amore.

All true. All true.

So, the real question was: what was I going to do about it? What were we going to do about it?

Jess licked her lips and swallowed my load with grace and ease as I was having all these thoughts. Then she looked up at me and smiled through tired, groggy eyes.

“Morning,” she said.

Despite my orgasm, my cock was still rock hard and I was ready for another round.

. . .

I WAS SHOCKED at how easily we both fell back into our normal groove. It was like the cold, sober light of the next day was a powerful disinfectant that purged any and all traces of what had happened the night before. But like many of the leading brands, this disinfectant only killed something like 99.9% of the entity in question. And in this case, the one involving myself, my wife, and my wife’s sexual history, .1% was more than enough to keep it all alive until it could regain strength and come roaring back with a vengeance. Stronger and more infectious than ever before.

But I'll get to that in a minute.

After the sensual and sweet morning blowjob, we both went upstairs in silence, took showers and got dressed. We ate breakfast and discussed normal things. We laughed, we joked. It could have been any other Saturday morning. There was nothing at all between us to suggest anything resembling the night before had ever really happened.

That all remained the case for a total of two weeks.

Then, it all came crashing back with ten times the force.

It was another Friday night.

The kids were once again sleeping at a friend's house and Jess and I were home alone for an extended period of time for the first time since the night in question.

This time, we had no plans. We were both just hanging out.

We’d planned to work late from our home offices and then watch a movie together later that night.

I’d just finished up an important sales meeting when I heard it.

I couldn’t tell exactly what it was, but I knew it was coming from Jess’s office down the hall. I stood up and listened closely but still couldn’t tell what it was. Whimpering? Crying? Moaning?

My heart began to beat a little faster as I crept down the hall.

I was worried she might be on a call herself and I simply misheard her so I wanted to be quiet. I peeked through a crack in the door and there she was. Her body heaving and shaking. She was hunched over in her chair. Strange noises were coming from her mouth and my heart sank.

She was crying.

Until I realized she wasn’t.

She wasn’t crying at all.

Her right hand was between her legs and positioned inside the waistband of her yoga pants.

It wasn’t whimpering. It was a soft moaning. One filled with lust and pleasure despite its quietness.

She was masturbating.

Jess. My Jess? Masturbating?

I wondered for a moment what she might be thinking of – of what it might have been that caused her need to immediately do something that was so out of character. Of course, deep down I knew but I supposed maybe I didn’t want to admit it to myself just then.

But, I wouldn’t have long before it became crystal clear and I simply couldn’t ignore it.

As she moaned, she began to whisper, “oh Terrence, fuck I missed that big, black cock inside me…”

For what wasn’t the first time and certainly would not be the last, I felt that strange soul-crushing sensation that was able to break my heart, hurt my feelings, turn me on with insane lust and jealousy and fill my cock with blood until it was near to bursting.

I stood there for a few moments with my erection pointing right at her through the crack in the door before I silently walked back down the hall and into the bathroom to relieve a little pressure of my own.

. . .

I DON’T REMEMBER what movie we watched because we didn’t ever get too far into it. There were more pressing matters to attend to and I simply could not bear to put the uncomfortable conversation that we needed to have off any longer.

“How was your day?” I said awkwardly during the opening credits.

“Fine,” she said, not taking her eyes off the screen.

“That’s it, just fine?”

“Yeah, I don’t know,” she said distractedly.

I sighed. Better to just come right out and say it.

“Alright, I’ll stop beating around the bush…were you masturbating in your office earlier?”

That got her attention alright.

At first she was defensive, which was natural and understandable.

“What?! Cory…what did you just ask me?”

But she was protesting just a bit too much and I could see her cheeks getting flush as her face turned bright red.

I chuckled a little.

“Jess, don’t lie. I heard you.”

“I don’t know what you think you heard, Cory but I’m telling you…”

“Oh Terrence,” I whispered, imitating her voice. “Oh Terrence…fuck, I missed that big, black cock inside me…”

Her eyes went wide as she realized the jig was up. There was no use trying to lie anymore. I had her.

She bit her bottom lip and looked like she might burst into tears.

She took a deep breath and steadied herself.

“I’m sorry,” she said, “I just - I don’t know what they fuck is happening anymore to me, to us…to everything I thought I knew. I thought I’d put that all behind me and now…”

“Now, it’s back.”

She put her hand on my hand and looked at me, really looked at me for the first time in those two weeks and my heart melted.

“You don’t understand how strong this feeling is, how…I was only half-joking when I said I got addicted.”

She looked lost.

I sat there letting her words wash over me.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. Now she looked scared.

And I felt bad.

“No,” I said, “I’m sorry…”

She looked at me sideways.

“You don’t have anything to be sorry about, Cory,” she said, “I was the one who lied. I cheated. It was me who –”

I held up my hand.

“No, I know that part. I’m not talking about that exactly, I meant I wasn’t exactly forthcoming with you about when I heard you upstairs earlier.”

“What do you mean?”

I took a deep breath and let it out.

“It turned me on to hear you talking like that…I mean the other night, I just…I don’t really understand it, all I know is…”

Her eyes went wide.

“It turned you on?”

“Well sure, I mean you already kind of knew that from the other night…”

“Yeah, but I just thought that was the wine talking. You know, drunken fun…”

Her voice trailed off. I could tell that was what she’d been telling herself, but she didn’t really believe it and neither did I.

I shook my head.

“I don’t think it was.”

I let that hang out in the air between us for a moment before I continued.

“You know what I did after I heard you?”

She shook her head no.

“I went down the hall and rubbed one out myself,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief.

Her eyes went even wider this time.

Then she looked at my crotch.

“What about now?” she asked in a whisper.

I gulped as she got up on her knees and began crawling toward me on the couch.

“Are you hard right now?”

I was half-hard but rising fast.

“Getting there,” I said with a gulp.

She smiled and then pounced.

. . .

“SO WHAT DO WE DO NOW?” she asked, laying in my arms as we both basked in post-sex bliss.

I couldn’t believe what I said next. The words just came out, completely natural and smooth. No hesitation, no qualifiers, no hedging.

“What’s Terrence up to these days?” I asked.

Jess gasped and looked away. Then back at me.

“Cory, you’re not serious?” she said, looking at me with concern. “I mean, you can’t be.”

The concern was all an act though. I could feel her pussy pressed against my leg and it was getting wet again.

Her face was saying one thing but her body was sending another, different signal.

“What if I was serious?” I said, getting hard all over again. “Would that be so bad?”

Before she had a chance to answer, I was on top of her and inside her once again.


4: No other options

IT WENT ON LIKE THAT for a little while longer. But not much longer.

We finally had the heart to heart that we needed to have. The idea of seeing her with another man, with this Terrence character specifically was driving me mad.

I told her again that I was serious. That I thought we could handle it. Together.

That it would be good for us and our marriage. Maybe we just needed to get it out of our system and we could move on with our lives.

Jess shook her head and dropped her eyes to the floor as I wrapped up my passionate pitch. She let me finish and then looked down at her hands as she responded.

“You don’t understand, I had to bury that part of me. I love you, Cory. If I let that side back out…I’m afraid I’ll never be able to get it back under control again. There’s something about a big, black cock that just makes me lose control of myself.”

Daggers.

Every. Single. Word.

But each one was like a mega-dose of viagra and testosterone at the same time and it made me horny, jealous, lustful and just a touch irrational. Enough to be dangerous. Enough to do things and push things in a direction I might otherwise might not have.

“Well,” I said with a sigh and then paused. I was going to go for an emotional plea. An appeal to her heart or maybe even reason on intellect but then I remembered something: how much she liked aggression. How much she liked being bossed around. How much that turned her on. How willing and ready she was to obey a forceful, decisive command from an alpha male.

I may not have been Terrence, but I was starting to get the hang of this thing. I could make her melt and bend to my will by being assertive.

“Well,” I repeated more firmly, “you don’t have a fucking choice, now do you?”

She looked at me, shocked at first.

“What did you say?” she asked, not quite believing her ears.

“You heard me, Jess. Or should I just say slut? You go by that too right?”

She took a sharp inhale as I watched her body tense up. A thin smile spread across her lips and then widened to a devilish grin.

Jess bit her lip and nodded. I could tell she wasn’t quite sure about this and that she still had some obvious reservations, but she was at least intrigued to see where I was taking it.

“Stand up,” I commanded and she did exactly as she was told. I beckoned her over to me and she obeyed.

I leaned in and kissed her hard. Then broke it off quickly.

“You’re going to do as I say, understand?”

She didn’t answer at first.

“Understand?” I said, reaching my hand into her pants and feeling her slick wetness. I slipped a finger inside and then a second as she closed her eyes and tilted her head back.

“Yes,” she whispered, letting out a soft moan, shutting her eyes tightly as I fingered her.

“Good. Because I want you to fuck Terrence for me. I want you to stop holding back. I want you to stop being afraid of who you really are. Understood?”

She opened her eyes and looked at me, locking deep into my gaze and staring into my very soul as she said, “yes, daddy,” and grabbed a handful of my cock.

We fucked like wild animals that entire day and into the night.

There were no other options as far as I was concerned.

This was going to happen. Had to happen.

Don’t ask me why or how. But I knew.

I just knew.

. . .

GETTING IN TOUCH with Terrence was surprisingly…pretty damn easy. He was still in the area. He was on social media. He kept in touch with people from Jess’s high school.

Within a matter of…minutes? Hours? Jess was able to track him down and slide into his DMs as the kids say.

To be truthful, we both slid into his DMs since I was looking over her shoulder the entire time helping her to craft the messages and waiting anxiously with her to read his responses.

Long story short, he was more than game for a no strings attached hookup with one of his, “favorite, all-time baddest bitches.”

Even the part about me watching or potentially joining in the fun was met with a casual dismissal.

“Doesn’t bother me at all. Wouldn’t be the first time I was banging you with another dude in the room :) Just sayin’,” he wrote back within seconds.

When we finished making the arrangements, Jess and I once again could not keep our hands off each other and we went at it like horny teenages.

We’d never had this much sex or sex that was this explosive.

I could only hope and pray that our rendezvous with Terrence would go well enough to keep it going and hopefully even take it to a whole other level.

My fingers were crossed.


5: Taking the leap

IT’S FUNNY HOW FAST a plan can come together and the ease with which it all falls into place. Sometimes it doesn’t work that way, I understand that. But this time, it did. I wasn’t sure whether I should take that as a good sign or a bad one. But I was much too determined to worry about minor details such as that.

Jess and I agreed that while it would be insanely hot and more comfortable for us, inviting Terrence over the house (even with the kids gone) would be a little more risky than we were comfortable with. Wouldn’t want the neighbors to see and start gossipping. Though after that game night I was sure that was already happening anyway.

Maybe someday we would invite another person into our marital bed but the very first time? Well, that was probably a bit much anyway. We didn’t even know if we would enjoy it. Sometimes fantasy is much better than the real thing. Although, I had a very strong suspicion that we would not only like it, but that we might love it. But I kept that to myself so as not to spook Jess with too much excitement.

I played it cool and calm and acted like I was the alpha in control even though on the inside my stomach was doing backflips.

The plan was simple: hotel room downtown. Drinks beforehand at the hotel bar to relax and meet each other (or in Jess and Terrence’s case to get, uh, shall we say, reacquainted). Then back upstairs to our room to…get it on.

We arrived a few hours before Terrence was set to meet us so that we could shower, groom ourselves, and get dressed in plenty of time. And, to perhaps sneak in some pre-rendezvous sex between just the two of us (which of course, that’s exactly what we did).

Jess put on some sexy blue and black lingerie and concealed it with a sexy, tight black dress that hit her just right in all the best places.

I wore some nice pants, a crew-neck sweater and a blazer.

We looked good and ready.

When the time came, we kissed each other and I looked her deep in the eyes and said, “I love you. Whatever happens….know that.”

She gave me a quick peck on the cheek and said, “I love you too.”

Then I snapped into character.

“You better, slut.”

A wicked smile appeared on her face.

I slapped her ass hard.

“Are you ready to get fucked tonight?”

She moaned and closed her eyes at the force of the blow.

“Mmm, yes…I’m ready.”

“Ready for what?” I asked, leading her on.

“For some big, black cock…” she whispered.

“Good girl,” I said, “are you going to be a good little slut and do exactly what we tell you to do?”

“Yes, daddy,” she said with a smile.

I opened the door and we went down to the bar to meet Terrence.

. . .

SHE’S HAVING SECOND THOUGHTS. All the way down in the elevator her heart is thumping in her chest. What the hell are they thinking doing something like this? She left this old life behind because she loved him more than that life and now?

She looks at her husband.

Cool as a cucumber.

Hot, alpha male in total control. Telling her what to do.

She’s never seen him like this before. He’s never acted this way.

But she loves it.

Perhaps more than the thought of getting a taste of black cock again, that is why she is doing this.

She loves to be commanded.

Told what to do.

And by the man she loves more than anyone or anything in the world?

Gulp.

It makes her wet just thinking about him barking orders at her.

But still - to let this genie back out of the bottle? To open Pandora’s box?

Was all this wise?

She couldn’t help but feel they were taking an unnecessarily large risk.

But she was too afraid to speak up.

The sex they’d been having was off the chart. This new, dominant version of her husband who was so open to sharing her and having wild sexual experiences was something she could never have dreamed of even just a few weeks ago.

Was she really going to put a halt to all of this?

Wouldn’t that be selfish.

The elevator dings and the doors slide open.

She takes a deep breath and follows her husband out into the lobby and across to the hotel bar.

Whatever reservations she has, whatever second thoughts are bouncing around in her head, whatever reasons she has for not being fully convinced this is a good idea quickly evaporate when she sees him standing at the bar.

Terrence.

There he is.

After all these years.

Fine as ever.

In fact, he’s gotten better looking.

Sexier but in a more mature way.

He’s still in phenomenal shape and as they approach, even from across the room, she can see it: the bulge in his pants.

Her eyes narrow as she feels that old, familiar ache between her legs.

She licks her lips and feels herself getting wet.

She lets go of her husband’s hand and rushes ahead of him to greet Terrence. She falls into his arms like no time has passed and before her husband can catch up, Terrence is gripping her ass with both hands and kissing her right on the lips.

There’s tongue, but it’s full of passion and lust.

She melts and realizes she is powerless to resist this.

She doesn’t want to anymore.

She’s ready to let the genie out.

Who cares what happens after?

. . .

HE WAS BIGGER THAN I IMAGINED. I watched as Jess She fell right into his massive arms like she was his wife and they’d been apart for months or years or…already I was beginning to feel like I’d lost control of the situation.

Was this a good idea?

In the elevator it felt like, I don’t know, maybe Jess was still having reservations. I wasn’t at all but I could feel her energy and then as soon as she saw him. Snap. Just like that. It all melted away and I was the one feeling unsure.

Total and complete role reversal.

I watched with growing horror as he gripped up her ass cheeks and kissed her firmly, right on the lips.

And, she kissed him hard back. There was no tongue and it didn’t last more than a second, but it was a lot more than a friendly peck.

When I caught up to them, more than a few of the patrons at the bar as well as the bartender were looking at the three of us sideways.

I’m sure they were wondering what the hell we were up to and I’m also sure they had a pretty damn good idea.

Before I could contemplate how weird this all was, Terrence saw me and smiled and extended a hand.

“You must be Cory,” he said, flashing a bright white smile that did much to put me at ease and relax me, at least for the moment.

I took his hand and shook it, making sure to offer a firm enough grip to match his.

“And you must be Terrence. Nice to meet you,” I said, smiling right back.

There was a moment of awkward silence as he relaxed his grip on my wife and stepped back from her.

“Well, look,” Terrence said, clapping his hands together, “best way I know how to deal with awkward tension and get the ball rolling is to do a shot. What do you guys say? Round of tequila shots to get this night started right?”

Jess and I looked at each other and shrugged. Why not?

“Sounds like a good idea to me,” Jess said.

“Same here,” I said.

Terrence got the bartender's attention and ordered three shots of top-shelf tequila.

We toasted and drank.

And the night began in earnest.

. . .

I DON’T RECALL if we had three or four shots at the bar.

All I know is, we were all feeling good and loose as we raced across the lobby and into the elevator to go back upstairs to our room.

My heart was thumping in my chest.

No one said a word on the ride up.

I could hear Jess breathing rapidly with excitement.

Terrence was calm and relaxed.

Totally cool.

The elevator dinged.

The doors slid open.

We walked down the hall.

We were going to jump.

We were going to take the leap.

It was all happening.

. . .

AS SOON AS THE DOOR to their room clicks shut behind them, she falls into his arms and is ready to start getting nasty with him.

But Terrence stops her as he takes his jacket off and looks over at her husband who seems suddenly very unsure of himself and what to do.

“Why don’t you be a good girl and show your husband some love first,” he says, nudging her toward her husband.

She’s startled by this.

She’d almost forgotten she even had a husband.

She’s been so laser focused on getting into Terrence’s pants again that she’s momentarily frustrated by his directive.

But she relents and does what she’s told.

She walks over to her husband and kisses him. She reaches down to feel his cock and feels it start to grow at her touch.

This fills her with satisfaction.

“Are you ready for this, baby?” she whispers, biting his lip gently as she pulls away from him. She traces her index finger down his chest between his pecs and stops at his belly button.

He nods vigorously.

She turns back to look at Terrence, he’s taken his shirt off. His muscles are even bigger than they were in college. He’s been taking good care of himself. His ebony skin glistens in the soft light of the room.

She looks at him with hungry eyes.

When she looks back to her husband, she sees he’s getting undressed too. He might not have the physique of Terrence, but he’s not bad himself. She smiles. She’s one lucky girl. Two hot guys to serve and please.

Her husband’s face changes and she recognizes the look. He’s letting the alpha out. Taking back control of the situation.

She’s excited to see how the dynamic between them plays out. Two alpha’s. One experienced. One new to the game.

But as long as one of them is telling her what to do and how to act and as long as there’s a dick to please, she’s going to be one happy girl.

. . .

I APPRECIATED THE GESTURE from Terrence. It was just what I needed to relax and get myself back under control. It also made me realize I didn’t want to take a passive role here. This wasn’t about submission or humiliation for me. It was about something much more than that. I can’t really explain it but I guess it’s just what I needed on some deeper level.

To regain some control, I decided to return the favor from Terrence and up the ante a little bit.

I looked Jess right in the eye and whispered forcefully to her.

“Go over there and suck his cock for me,” I said. Those last two words, for me, were small but important words. I wanted her to know and even more than that, I wanted Terrence to know that this was all for me.

None of this would be allowed to happen if I wasn’t giving it my blessing. At least, that’s what I needed to believe. I don’t think it was necessarily true. I’d gotten the ball rolling and made it happen but at that point where we were all in the room together and Jess was all riled up, I very much doubt I would have been able to stop her from doing anything and everything she wanted to do with Terrence.

But like I said, I needed to believe it. So really, saying for me was strictly for me in the end.

In any case, she eagerly obeyed and went over to Terrence by the bed and got down on her knees still wearing her tight black dress.

“Good girl,” I whispered, watching her intently.

She reached up and unbuckled his belt, threw it on the floor. Next came the top button on his trousers, followed by the unzipping of his fly. She pulled his pants down around his ankles.

He was standing there in his briefs, looking down at my wife. He reached into the waistband of his briefs and pushed them swiftly down to the floor.

His half-hard cock flopped out and loomed over her.

Jess’s face lit up with recognition and excitement as she reached up to grab it.

She was tentative at first, but then grew more sure of herself as her tiny fingers wrapped around his familiar member.

“Miss me?” he said with a smile as she marveled at his cock and began slowly stroking it to life.

“Yes, daddy,” she whispered.

My own cock began to swell and ache as I watched her on her knees for another man, a former lover. A man who had taken her virginity and slutted her out to his friends and basically had his way with her whenever he pleased.

I was so turned on now I didn’t have time to be worried or to wonder about the wisdom of what we were doing.

It was then that I fully surrendered to the moment and stopped thinking with my rational mind and started following my primal instincts.

Jess opened her mouth and inserted his big, black cock. She struggled at first, but grew more confident with each second that passed.

Terrence placed a hand on the back of her head and helped guide her slowly down his dark shaft.

I took my own pants off and walked over to where they were, stroking my cock as I watched.

Terrence looked at me and smiled.

“She looks good with a black dick in her mouth, doesn’t she?”

I reached down and pulled her hair away from her face so I could get a better view.

“Yes, she does,” I said and I meant it. I could see why she loved it so much. The contrast of their skin, the bigness of his rod in her mouth, it was all so deliciously hot and sexy.

After she sucked him off for a while Terrence guided her head toward me.

“Give your husband some love too, stroke my dick while you suck him, that’s it. Good girl,” he said.

Jess opened her eyes and looked directly up at me as she took me into her mouth.

She gripped the base of my shaft and stroked as she sucked and she used her other hand to jerk off Terrence while she did it.

“Mmm,” Terrence said, “you always did know how to work two dicks. Look at those skills.”

And he was right. There was nothing foreign at all about this to Jess. She’d done this before. Many times. That was clear.

And the thought of just how many times and with how many different guys thrilled me to no end now that I was experiencing it for myself.

For a few minutes, she went back and forth between our cocks, sucking, slurping, and jerking like a seasoned pro. A greedy, little whore who only wanted to please her daddies.

After a while, it was time for the main event.

“Are you ready to get fucked, baby?” I asked.

She looked up at me with Terrence’s cock in her mouth and nodded.

“Who do you want to fuck you first?” I asked. But I already knew the answer. At least I thought I did.

. . .

SHE FREEZES at the question. Who do you want to fuck first?

Who do I want to fuck first?

She’s dying to have that big, black cock back inside her. She’s dying to feel it stretch her out and pummel her insides, making her come like no other cock ever could.

But she also thinks she has to be careful. Has to play this just right. Or things could get messy in the aftermath.

Terrence gets to go home and back to his regular life after this.

Her and her husband, well - they have the rest of their lives together after this. At least, she hopes.

“You, baby,” she says finally to her husband. “I want you to fuck me first while I suck him off.”

This answer serves two purposes.

One, it massages her husband’s ego and makes him feel special.

Two, his cock is much smaller than Terrence’s.

Not small in general, mind you, but smaller than Terrence’s and it’s been a while since she’s taken a dick that size. Fucking her husband first will help her warm up and get her ready. An appetizer before the main course, if you will.

And she will.

Oh yes, she will.

She can see her husband is surprised by this answer, but also flattered. She gets up on the bed and spreads her legs for him as Terrence kneels by her head and puts his cock in her wet mouth.

She’s so wet, her husband slides right in with no resistance at all. But it still feels incredible. She’s forgotten this feeling.

She thought she remembered it well, but she realizes the memory was only an approximation. Nothing close to the real thing.

Two cocks.

One in her mouth.

One in her pussy.

What a slut.

And she LOVES it.

Loves, loves, loves it.

She feels the power and girth of Terrence in her mouth while her husband is inside her.

She doesn’t want to come. Not yet.

She wants to save the first one for her old lover.

She knows that’s wrong.

But it’s the truth.

. . .

SHE WAS WETTER THAN EVER.

I’d never felt anything like it before as I slipped inside her little, pink pussy and began to thrust.

Like moist, warm, velvet enveloping my pole.

It was difficult not to bust inside her immediately upon entering.

As I looked up at her and saw her with a big, black cock in her mouth, it became even more difficult to hold it in.

So I had to look away and try to not focus too much on anything but rather just breathe and be in the moment.

She was bucking and writhing against me with her hips as I thrust, working herself up into a frenzy.

After a while, it was Terrence’s turn.

I knew I was merely the appetizer before the main course.

But that didn’t bother me one bit.

I looked up at Terrence and smiled.

“You ready to switch?” I asked.

He shocked his head and whistled, pulling his cock back out of Jess’s mouth.

“Boy am I. Thought you’d never ask.”

As we switched places, he offered me a fist bump and, while it may have been a little strange or perhaps corny, it made me feel awesome. Like I was the man.

And I loved him for it.

Then he looked back at Jess, standing between her legs.

He began thumping his dick against her tummy.

“You ready for this big, black dick, baby?” he asked.

She looked up at him and whispered those magical words, “yes, daddy. Yes, daddy. Yes, daddy,” over and over again until he pressed his head against her wet entrance and was splitting her wide open.

Her eyes got huge as she drew in a sharp breath and exhaled.

It was like she was taking a hit of ecstasy or some other drug.

Her eyes rolled back in her head and for the moment, she was gone.

. . .

SHE ISN’T PREPARED for the intensity of the feeling that washes over her. It’s like it’s her first time again. Like she’s a virgin in senior year of high school hooking up with Terrence for the first time.

Again, she thought she was ready. Thought she remembered what it was like, it was all only a mere approximation.

Nothing like the real thing.

Nothing at all.

She feels him stretching her out, she feels herself getting wetter and wider to accommodate his size.

“Yessssssssss,” she hisses.

It’s only been about fifteen seconds and she’s ready to blow her top. The orgasm comes quickly and overpowers her entire body. Her brain all but shuts down from the insane and intense pleasure.

Shockwaves cause her to shake and convulse as Terrence continues to pound away and turn her inside out with his massive cock.

It’s pure bliss.

Her husband’s cock falls out of her mouth as her jaw loosens and she lets out a loud, moaning scream that seems like it will never, ever end.

After a few moments the intensity starts to subside and she finally regains her composure . She’s turned on like never before and ready for more.

She flips over onto all fours and offers her ass to Terrence so he can fuck her from behind.

Her husband sits at the head of the bed near her mouth so she can keep sucking him off while she gets railed.

Before she puts his cock in her mouth, she looks up at him and whispers, “I love you baby…and I fucking love black cock. Thank you…”

. . .

“THANK YOU. Thank you. Thank you,” she whispered over and over again as Terrence entered her from behind and began once more to pummel her insides with pleasure.

Those words sent shockwaves down my spine as she took me into her mouth. My orgasm was close to finally bubbling over but I didn’t want to give in until Terrence did.

I was determined to be the last man standing.

I gritted my teeth and bore down.

Soon, she was coming all over his cock and screaming and moaning like a dirty little slut once again. The second orgasm was even more powerful than the first.

Terrence smiled at me.

“You’re one lucky man to marry a girl like this, let me tell you,” he said.

I just shook my head in the affirmative and said, “I sure am.”

“You want to feel this pussy?” he asked. “I need a break.”

I nodded and we swapped places again.

Feeling how stretched and destroyed Jess’s pussy was from his big, black cock filled me with a depraved pleasure I never knew existed.

It was so hot being inside something so used and stretched.

Before she took Terrence into her mouth, she looked back at me, holding his cock in her hand and said, “how does that feel, baby? You like that used pussy gripping your dick?”

I bit my lip and nodded, gritting my teeth once more trying not to come.

I focused on making Jess come, I angled myself a little and tried to get as deep as I could and it started to work.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered, spitting Terrence’s cock out of her mouth. “Fuck baby, you’re gonna make me come.”

“Then come for me, bitch,” I growled at her and as soon as I said that, it started happening. She was coming hard and loud and fast.

Maybe it was not as intense as the two Terrence gave her. But I have no doubt it’s the most intense orgasm I’ve ever delivered to her. And for that, I was thankful.

I could die a happy man knowing I accomplished at least this much.

After her orgasm subsided, she got on top of Terrence and rode him while she blew me.

It was hot and nasty.

She came a third time.

Then a fourth.

Then a fifth.

Six orgasms in total. One from me. Five from terrence.

She was one thoroughly spent little whore by the end.

She was dick drunk and staggering around begging for our come.

And we were all too happy to give it to her.

. . .

SHE’S IN A BLISSED-OUT HAZE. Begging for come.

“Please daddies, come for me. I need it. I want that hot come all over my face,” she says.

She’s folded her hands in prayer and is on her knees between them as they stroke their hard cocks right in her face.

She can see they are both close and wonders who will bust first. Or maybe, if they will bust at the same time.

This thought fills her with excitement and she starts to play with her tender, sore little pussy. It’s been thoroughly fucked out and her clit is extra sensitive, but she wants to come again.

Maybe they can all come together at the same time.

How hot would that be?

She rubs her clit faster and harder as she begs for their cum.

She sees them both tense and grunt at the same time and she knows it’s about to happen.

She’s about to be covered in white, hot cream from her husband and her former lover.

When the first drops of warm jizz start to land on her face. She starts to scream and come as they unleash their seed all over her.

. . .

TERRENCE AND I CAME at the exact same time. And Jess decided to join us as she rubbed her clit while we covered her. All three of us came together at the exact same time.

There was something cosmic about the whole experience.

It was intense, and raw, and special and deep with meaning.

It also meant nothing at all.

I never came so much in my life.

The orgasm seemed to last for a minute or more.

By the end, Jess’s face was almost entirely covered in hot, white, sticky come and she was moaning and lapping it up as fast as she could. Pushing as much of the substance as possible into her greedy little mouth.

“Thank you, daddies,” she whispered over and over again.

Terrence and I bumped fists once more as we watched Jess bring herself to the edge of another orgasm.

It took a few minutes but soon Terrence and I were both hard again and ready for round two.

Taking turns fucking Jess with her come-covered face was even hotter than round one was.

We carried on like that all night and into the morning until it was finally time to say our goodbyes.

But it wouldn’t be the last time we had fun with Terrence.

Not by a long shot.


6: The end of the beginning

THAT’S HOW IT ALL STARTED. And we handled the aftermath remarkably well, I thought. Especially Jess.

We were able, we found, with lots of communication and open dialogue, to have a mostly normal marriage and a healthy relationship while maintaining and nurturing this more deviant side of life that we’d discovered.

It was only the beginning, of course. We didn’t get it out of our system. That’s not how it works, I found out.

You wouldn’t do a drug to get the urge out of your system, why should this be any different?

I should have known.

Not that I would have made any different decisions.

Jess was back to being hooked on black cock. Hooked on Terrence.

And he still had plenty of friends that were dying for a chance to fuck Jess.

We leaned in pretty hard and pretty eagerly.

Eventually, we invited Terrence and other men into our home. Into our bedroom. Our marital bed.

Threesomes, orgies, swingers parties.

We went from zero to sixty in no time at all.

After a while we didn’t even really try to hide it.

It became an open secret around town and we embraced it best we could.

You want to hear something funny too?

That bitch, Kristin, just reached out to Jess to apologize…and to ask if we could maybe introduce her and Jack to Terrence and some of his friends. Like really introduce them to the lifestyle.

Can you believe that?

Anyway, we’re forgiving people and to be honest, if it wasn’t for her, we wouldn’t be living this incredible lifestyle right now.

So we said sure, why not? The more the merrier.

That’s our motto.

THE END


BONUS 1: Mediterranean Melody: 
A Hotwife Vacation Romance
(buy now)

*

I USED TO THINK FATE was just some silly fantasy. Now, I know that’s just not true. How else do you explain what happened to me? To us?

I can’t think of any other good reason and I’ve certainly tried.

We were young when we got married. A fresh twenty-three.

Neither one of us was what you would call worldly or cultured or open-minded. We both came from very conservative, religious backgrounds.

Nothing too crazy, it’s not like we were in one of those wacky cults or anything, but when it came to sex and the more intimate side of things, well let’s just say, we both still had some hangups and insecurities when it came to that kind of stuff.

It’s funny to think about when I look back now, knowing where we’ve ended up and how much we’ve changed.

Suffice to say, it didn’t take very long for Melody and I to move past all those hangups and leave those versions of ourselves behind.

Not to say it was easy though. Far from it.

But it all happened in our third year of marriage. We were only twenty-six and decided to take a big trip to celebrate our anniversary. It was our first time leaving the country. Ever.

Neither one of us had been outside the continental United States. In fact, we’d hardly ever left the bible belt. Maybe the odd trip to California or New York for a youth conference once or twice. But aside from that, home was more or less all we knew.

Our first stop was in France, then in some order or another, we were to find ourselves in Monaco, Ibiza, Italy, Greece, Malta…perhaps Albania and then…who knew?

You might expect me to say it was a culture shock finding ourselves galavanting about the Mediterranean in the French Riviera, but to tell you the truth, it came naturally to us…once we adjusted. It didn’t frighten us like you might think.

It woke us up.

This is what we’d been missing?

It was exciting and fresh and new and sexy.

I don’t know if it was something in the air, or the food, or the water, or just being around so many beautiful people. But we just felt charged with this energy…almost immediately upon arrival, something was different about us. It was small at first, almost imperceptible, but it quickly grew into something much, much larger.

Our first stop was in the French Riviera near the town of La Seyne-sur-Mer. We’d rented a spacious villa, nestled in the cliffs, overlooking the Med as we’d almost immediately taken to calling it.

It was beautiful. But you already knew that.

As soon as we put our bags down and shut the door behind us, I rushed to the bedroom to get changed, pulling Melody and one of our luggage trunks along behind me.

Once in the room, I rummaged through our bag. I pulled out my swim trunks and a skimpy, orange-brown bikini I’d bought for her to wear on the trip (in fact, I’d bought nearly a dozen sexy swimsuits for her to try on throughout our trip, but this was the one I was perhaps most excited about).

Melody turned and looked down upon the bed. White linen sheets and more pillows than we could ever need dotted the surface.

Her auburn hair was pulled back in a ponytail. She was wearing a white, v-neck t-shirt and high-waisted denim jeans. She looked at the bikini laid out on the bed with more than a little trepidation.

“Come on,” I said, trying not to make her feel any pressure. To my surprise, she quickly relented and picked it up off the bed and made for the bathroom to change.

Quicker than I’d thought. That should have been my first sign that something was just…different.

She was still not quite there in terms of letting me see her stark naked like that though and so that’s why she ran off to the bathroom to change. During sex? Sure. But otherwise? She was quick to cover up and turn away or make for another room to hide.

Like I said, hangups. You know?

After a few minutes, she emerged from the bathroom wearing the bathing suit. Her hair was down now, falling just past her shoulders, the luscious curls shimmering in the afternoon sunlight that cut through the windows of our room.

“Hey,” she said with a delicious smile.

“Hey,” I said back.

It was all I could think to get out. I think I may have even been drooling.

Her natural, C-cup breasts were nearly bursting out. The thin strips of fabric that made up the bottom ran seductively along her hip creases and around her back.

I’d never seen her wear something like that before. Nothing even close. She didn’t own anything even approaching this sexy two-piece.

“You like?” she asked, spinning around to give me a full, three-hundred-and-sixty degree view.

She was tight and toned.

Trim where it mattered and thick where it counted.

“Of course,” I said with a grin. “But more importantly, do you?”

Before she could answer me, she caught a glimpse of herself in a hallway mirror and frowned. She clicked her tongue and sighed, tilting her head toward her right shoulder.

“I don’t know, yes. But..I mean…it’s a little revealing, no?”

“Melody. We talked about this, remember? We’re not part of that world any more. It’s time to leave all that stuff behind. They stunted us, held us back. Think of all that we missed out on…”

This had been a common theme for us over those first few years of marriage together. Leaving The Church and all its baggage behind was a constant effort. One that I’d undertaken with great enthusiasm.

We’d been coming along, but Melody…well, let’s just say The Church does an extra good job when it comes to young women. There was a bit more to work through - a bit more baggage to unpack - for her as opposed to myself.

“I know, I know,” she said, relenting.

But then she pulled a white cover up out of the bag and quickly pulled it over herself, hiding the sexy two-piece and all her curves behind a thin veil of linen.

“Ready to go to the beach?”

Somewhat deflated, but still undeterred, I sighed and said, “absolutely.”


*

IT WAS A SHORT WALK down the cliffside to a public beach below. Melody carried a bag with our towels and a chilled bottle of bubbly and some glasses. We’d made sandwiches and wrapped them in tin foil.

Our plan was to relax and enjoy the afternoon on the beach before a nice, late dinner at one of the area’s premier restaurants.

But as is so often the case, the best laid plans often go awry. As the saying goes.

It was a Saturday and the beach was crowded. It was also something else. Something we hadn’t considered was even possible. Something that, at first, caught us both off guard but eventually enthralled and excited us.

The beach that our spacious villa overlooked was one of the area’s many, as we would come to find out, clothing-optional beaches. A polite and PG term for what it really was: a nude beach.

“Oh my god,” I heard Melody say with a gasp.

I still hadn’t picked up on exactly what was going on. My eyes had been mesmerized by the crystal-clear azure waves lapping at the white sand just a hundred or so feet away from where we stood.

“What?” I said, wheeling around nervously, worried that something was wrong.

She began to laugh nervously as she appeared to be trying and failing not to look at…something.

“I just saw a weiner.”

I shook my head in confusion.

“I’m sorry, what?”

“A weiner. I just saw one.”

I scrunched up my face, still not understanding. I must have been hearing her wrong.

“Wait, a weiner?”

She rolled her eyes and crossed her arms, growing frustrated with my slow uptake.

“Yes, Paul. A weiner. A dick. A cock. A dong. A penis. Whatever you want to call it!”

She was practically screaming it for the whole beach to hear.

“Shh,” I said, placing a calming hand on her shoulder and for some reason, looking around to identify the source of her outburst.

This might sound weird, but I don’t care. Hearing Melody yell those words, dick, cock, dong, penis, etc? Well, it turned me on.

She never, and I mean never, referred to the male genitalia as anything other than weiner in all the years I knew her. Perhaps the unsexiest option she could have gone with and I suppose, probably subconsciously, that was the entire point.

But there she was, suddenly yelling it for the whole beach to hear.

Before I could locate the source, she began shouting again.

“Oh my gosh, there’s another! And another! They’re everywhere.”

“Shhhh!” I said once more, but with more force. While it felt like all eyes were upon us, in truth, no one seemed to care one bit. If they could hear Melody shrieking about all the wieners that surrounded us, well, they were choosing to ignore it and go on with their lives.

Then suddenly I saw it. Or more accurately, them. All of them. Wieners, boobs, and the like. The beach was nearly half-full with half-clothed or totally naked people, just lounging around as if nothing out of the ordinary was happening.

Because nothing out of the ordinary was happening. At least not to them. They were French. They lived here. They worked here. They played here. This was old hat to them. Nothing to bat an eye at.

But us? A couple twenty-something, reformed Christians from the bible belt who’d barely ever left home? Well, it was something to bat an eye at. Several times over in fact.

Melody suddenly burst into uncontrollable laughter, snorting and giggling as she threw a hand up to cover her mouth.

“Should we find another beach?” I offered.

She waved me off and finally regained her composure.

“No, no. This is fine,” she said, looking around, “when in France I guess.”

For some reason I hadn’t expected that response and perhaps it was the shock of the surprise I felt surging through my body but I was suddenly half-hard, standing there, staring at her in her white cover up, knowing what lay beneath.

Melody dropped the bag to the sand and took out our towels and laid them on the sand. I helped her smooth them out and placed my flip flops on two corners and hers on the others to protect it from the wind.

We sat down and took out our glasses and the bottle of bubbly. I uncorked it rather unceremoniously and poured us two healthy glasses.

We said cheers and took long pulls.

“Ahh,” we each said, sharing a loving smile before we each turned to stare out at the ocean.

There was nothing like kicking off your vacation with a nice, cold drink.

And truly, our vacation - our adventure - had only just begun.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” I said.

Melody took a deep inhale, and then exhaled sharply.

“It sure is,” she said breathlessly.

I glanced sideways at Melody and could’ve sworn she wasn’t looking where I was looking anymore. As I adjusted myself to face her, I saw she most certainly wasn’t.

She was staring at a dark-skinned man walking along the water towards us. He was completely naked save for some aviator shades covering his eyes. His ebony torso glistened in the sun as his chiseled and rippled body effortlessly glided along the wet sand. His big, black cock swung confidently between his legs.

In that moment as I watched her watching him, I found my half-hard erection returning and then growing fuller until I thought I might burst.


*

I CLEARED MY THROAT. After thirty or so seconds of watching her stare, I’d simply had enough (although the strange erection in my shorts might have suggested otherwise).

She turned toward me and her face turned bright red.

“What?” she asked, trying to play it off.

“What do you mean what? What are you staring at?”

“What do you think I’m staring at?!” she asked, raising her voice. It was a smart move. She was making me be the one to say it out loud. It certainly wouldn’t be her. And unless I was willing to blurt it out and make the accusation, well, in some strange way, she was innocent, wasn’t she?

Funny how that works.

“I think you know…” I said.

She sat forward on her towel, seemingly ignoring my statement altogether.

“Wait a minute…” she leaned even further forward to where I thought she might tip right over and land face first in the sand.

Her face scrunched up like she was searching for something in her mind or trying to solve some ridiculously hard math problem. With Melody, you never did know exactly what it was, but she had this face she always made when she was thinking hard and she was making it right now as she continued to stare, unblinkingly, at the hunk of a man strutting down the beach with his giant, dark cock swinging victoriously between his legs.

“What is it?” I asked nervously.

She took off her sunglasses and squinted to get a better look.

“Oh, seriously?” I said, throwing my hands up in the air. “You really had me going -”

She held up her hand and waved it in my face and started shushing me.

“No, no, shhh - I think I know him. I think,” she suddenly gasped and covered her mouth. Her face went flush as she looked around as if there was someone else there who might be able to confirm her suspicions.

“Really?” I asked, more than a little bit skeptical. We’d both gone to Catholic school and lived pretty sheltered lives. So forgive me, but I just found it hard to believe she knew the naked black guy waltzing down the beach in French Riveria just outside the town of La Seyne-sur-Mer.

“Yes, really. Oh my god. I do know him. That’s Guillaume. I’m sure of it!”

“I’m sorry, who…what?”

“Guillaume,” she repeated. “Guillaume…oh, what was his last name? Doesn’t matter. Anyway, he was an exchange student at my high school for a semester.”

She looked at me and I stared back. She could tell I wasn’t buying it.

“I swear to god, that’s him…I’m sure of it.”

“How can you be so sure?”

She looked back at him with longing, hungry eyes, as he pulled even with where we were sitting.

“I just am,” she said, breathlessly.

“Well,” I said, “why don’t we call him over then? Hey! Hey, there! Gui –”

She reached up and forcefully clasped a hand over my mouth.

“Shhh, what are you crazy?” Her nostrils flared as she looked at me with wild eyes.

I smiled back smugly.

“Hah, knew it,” I said and folded my arms. “You’re not sure.”

She sighed and rolled her eyes.

“Oh, I’m sure.”

“Really? Then why don’t you want me to get his attention?”

She clicked her tongue and bit her bottom lip and looked away for a moment as if I was just the stupidest creature the Almighty Father had ever created.

“Seriously, Paul? Why do you think? Did you consider that if you got his attention and he came over here that he’d be completely and totally naked, standing right in front of us with his weiner out, flapping in the breeze?”

I had not, in fact, stopped to consider that. But I didn’t dare say that out loud.

“And then what, Paul? ‘Oh hi, Guillaume, remember me? This is my husband, Paul? How have you been for the last eight years? Walking naked down the beach and getting a little sun are we? Do you come here often?”

What an idiot I was.

“Sorry,” I muttered. “You’re right.”

We both returned to our bubbly and the view and Melody scoffed.

“Besides, I was so blah in high school I’m sure Guillaume wouldn’t even remember me…”

END OF SAMPLE
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BONUS 2: Heartbreak Cove
(buy now)

Chapter 1 
(Noah)

Our big trip was in big danger of being canceled.

Not by me, but by my wife when she found out that Claire and Liam had to cancel at the last minute.

I couldn’t believe it.

Not that I was mad at them. Claire’s mother was sick. Cancer. Life’s a bitch and I understood that all too well.

But now I was afraid Amy was going to back out too.

It took months of pleading and tactful negotiation to get her to even consider it and the fact that we would have Claire and Liam there as a safety net was what finally convinced her to commit to giving it a try.

Now it was just going to be the two of us and my stomach was in knots. There was almost zero chance Amy would still be up for the trip.

And it wasn’t the nearly ten-grand in non-refundable travel expenses that had me upset. Drop in the bucket for us.

No, this was like waking up on December 25th to find out Santa called in sick and Christmas was canceled.

This was something I had been looking forward to for a long time. Amy was finally warming up to the idea, really getting into it.

This Claire and Liam bombshell I was about to drop on her was going to knock us back to square one, or worse.

In about twenty minutes I’d be home early from work, just as we’d planned.

Amy would be waiting in the lobby of our apartment building with our bags packed, ready to go.

Now I was going to have to tell her to head back upstairs and unpack. We would not be catching our 3:00 PM flight out of LaGuardia.

Instead, we’d be searching for another way to spend the long holiday weekend that we suddenly had no plans for.

As I weaved in and out of traffic on my way through the Lincoln Tunnel, I held a tiny memorial service in my head for the epic trip that was now D.O.A.

I thought about the private villa overlooking the Caribbean that was waiting for us. The tropical drinks, the white sand, the clear blue water...the parties.

Claire and Liam had been going to Heartbreak Cove for a few years now and every time they came back they were glowing. Healthier. Younger looking even.

I envied them.

They’d spent most of the previous year convincing us to give it a try after extending an uber-exclusive invite to us to join The Club as they referred to it.

And now they were screwing me.

I thought about Amy lying naked on our bed on top of soft white sheets in a bright white room, her blonde hair falling down around her breasts and shimmering against her sun-kissed skin. I pictured the curve of her hip as she lay facing me, our eyes locked in a passionate gaze as she smiled at me and opened herself up for...someone else…

My pants tightened around my crotch as I found myself stiffer than I’d been the first time I stole my dad’s raunchy Beer-Calendar collection back in the seventh grade.

I soon found myself in Midtown, a few blocks from our building. Hard on still raging. I could see the valet standing outside in his red coat and white gloves.

I thought about the Mets and their prospects for the upcoming summer and I went from midnight back down to six in the blink of an eye.


Chapter 2 
(Amy)

I couldn’t believe we were actually going to go through with it. I was excited, nervous, and more than a little unsure.

But our friends asked us to go and after a little coaxing from my husband, we said yes. We made a commitment.

Noah made all the arrangements, booked the necessary accommodations, and there was no backing out now.

Thankfully, our friends Claire and Liam would be with us every step of the way.

Noah would arrive in twenty minutes and soon after we’d be in a cab on our way to catch our 3:00 PM flight out of LaGuardia.

I stood in the lobby of our apartment building, bags packed and ready to go. A nervous anticipation flowed through me.

There was a pit the size of Texas in my stomach and more than once I thought I might vomit. At one point I even took my phone out to call Noah and tell him I couldn’t go through with it.

I knew he’d be upset - not because of the money, we could afford it - but because he was just so excited. This trip was going to be a dream come true for him.

For me? Well, I wasn’t sure.

I found the idea both incredibly exciting and incredibly nerve-racking.

What if something went wrong? What if we did something we couldn’t come back from? What if our relationship couldn’t handle it? What if…?

But then I reminded myself what Noah told me. That I didn’t have to do anything if I didn’t feel comfortable. We could just go and enjoy the beach and soak up some sun. Just because we were going didn’t mean I had to...

My mind drifted off...it was around Christmas, about two years ago. I guess you could say it was the catalyst. The event, if you will, that took us down this path.

We were at Noah’s company Holiday Party and it turned into a wild night for the two of us.

After the party we went out for a few more drinks, as if the open bar at Le Fin wasn’t enough.

Eventually we ended up in a limo Noah had hired for the night and to take us to our beach house in the Hampton’s for the remainder of the weekend.

More drinks followed in the limo. I’d packed a few airplane bottles in my purse in case of emergency and we decided to crack them open and enjoy the ride.

We weren’t exactly wasted, we knew how to enjoy ourselves responsibly. But we were definitely feeling loose.

I remember as soon as we got in the door, Noah was unzipping the sexy little black dress I’d bought just for the occasion and before I knew it we were on the hardwood floor in the foyer and his rock hard cock was inside me and I was running my fingers through his dark hair as he sucked hard on my neck. I knew he was going to leave a mark but it felt so good that I didn’t care.

I could feel his chiseled abs and rock hard chest pressing down on me as he ravaged my body.

We always had good sex. But the sex we had when we were a little drunk was always just...well, Noah had a tendency to get more aggressive and quite a bit kinkier.

Only this time, he said something that took me by surprise.

“You know what would be so hot?” he whispered in my ear. “If we had a threesome.”

Okay, obviously a threesome is not all that surprising coming from a man. It probably tops every male sexual fantasy list out there.

But, I enjoy dirty talk so I decided to play along.

“Oh yeah? You think you could handle me and another girl at the same time?”

He thrusted himself deeper into me and I felt myself edging closer to climax as I clenched myself around his dick.

“No, no. Not that kind of threesome,” he said, almost out of breath. “I want to see you with two dicks. Me and another guy…” his voice trailed off as he pummeled me harder and harder.

“I want to watch you get fucked by someone else,” he said as he nibbled on my ear.

I came immediately and he came shortly thereafter. I’d never considered having sex with someone else, let alone doing it in front of my husband or with my husband. But I have to admit, even then, I did find the idea very arousing.

The problem was, it also made me feel guilty once things cooled down a bit.

After that, Noah collapsed on the floor beside me and we each lay there in total silence as we tried to catch our breath.

I can’t speak for Noah, but I know what was on my mind right then: the thought of another dick inside me. A dick that wasn’t my husband’s.

I felt myself getting wet and horny again and immediately felt bad. I pushed the thought away and stood up to get some water and change into my pajamas.

Neither of us said another word about it that night and we eventually went to bed and drifted off to sleep.

I awoke the next morning to a dripping wet pussy as Noah gently slid two fingers in and out, caressing the walls of my vagina ever so softly to coax me awake.

It was a nice way to wake up.

Before I knew it he was back on top and inside me again. He was even harder than the night before and I felt like I was going to come immediately.

Then he leaned down and whispered in my ear, “Remember what we talked about last night?” I felt his warm, stale breath tickle my ear and broke out in gooseflesh.

Yes, I remembered.

I was instantly wetter and began to breathe harder and faster.

“Yes,” I whispered back.

“What did we talk about?” he asked with a devilish grin on his face as we locked eyes.

“Having a threesome…” I said, gasping for air, “me with two dicks…”

He thrusted harder.

“You watching me. Watching me get fucked…”

As soon as I said fucked I could feel him emptying his load inside me. A warm, full feeling washed over me and I came harder than I’d ever come in my life.

He collapsed back next to me on his side of the bed gasping for air, totally spent.

The lobby door swung open and in walked Noah, snapping me out of my trip down memory lane.

“Hey baby, all set?” Noah said as he approached me.

“Hey sweetie,” I said, “Yep, all set.”

Looking back, I should have known something was wrong by the way he was carrying himself. But for some reason, I didn’t pick up on it. My radar was being jammed and I didn’t have a clue.

Maybe it was willful ignorance on the part of my subconscious. Maybe, deep down, a secret part of me was just dying to go on this trip.

When I think back on it, I’m almost positive that’s what it was.

Funny how that works, isn’t it?

And I’m glad it worked out that way because as I would come to find out, Claire and Liam were really onto something.

Getting railed by a random dick while your husband watches, as he stares deeply into your eyes and tells you how much he loves you as you moan and shake and writhe on another man’s giant cock...well, it’s the best drug there is and while it almost didn’t happen, when it did, I was a junkie right from the start.

“Heard from Claire and Liam?” I asked.

“Hmm?” Noah said, pretending he didn’t catch the question.

“Have you heard from Claire and Liam,” I repeated.

“Listen…” he said, a pregnant pause hung in the air.

END OF PREVIEW
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I love to write erotic romance and I specialize in hotwife/wife-sharing stories because, well...that’s what turns me on.

I spend most of my time on a beach somewhere, soaking up the rays and exploring the sunnier, more mischievous side of life by combing through the depths of my own devious mind.

Aside from that, I have a voracious appetite for erotic literature, cigars, rum, and anything Cuban.
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We might have some ups and downs along the way, but stick with me and I promise, we'll have one hell of a journey together.
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Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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