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Prologue

It was just one of those sweet, summer nights, you know? Not too hot or humid, but just right. Nothing to do but everything and plenty of time and freedom to do it. Endless possibility and enchantment seemed to stretch on past the stars and into infinity.

We were only twenty-five, but we’d already been married three years. We started early. At least, compared to most people our age. We both came from strict, religious backgrounds and had met at university in Washington D.C.

We’d both chosen to attend a small, private religious college over the big, raucous party schools many of our friends from high school had gone off to.

I do believe in love at first sight and the first time I laid eyes on Alice Carrington, I was finished. I fell head over heels for her and spent every second I wasn’t in class or studying, trying to court her. I followed her short, blonde curls around campus like a lost puppy dog. Her icy blue eyes and fair, freckled skin frequented my dreams and on more than one occasion, I had to wake up and take a cold shower to keep myself from giving in to such lewd temptations. We would have to marry before there was any of that.

She was a preacher’s daughter and came from a family much more devout and pious than mine ever was. We went to church and obeyed the laws of God best we could, sure, but we weren’t the strictest in our congregation, not by a long shot.

Alice and I started dating in junior year and after we graduated, and after a long, serious talk with her father more importantly, I asked for her hand and she’d said yes. I was the happiest man in the whole wide world.

We were engaged for a year before our nuptials. We had a traditional wedding in a church, before God, and celebrated with our friends and family. Our honeymoon was the first time we’d gone further than holding hands and kissing. It was awkward at first and Alice was very shy about it. It was always with the lights off and under the covers. In our first three years of marriage I’d venture I only saw her naked three times and even then, only quick glimpses as she always rushed to cover up lest I get too good of a look.

I’d be lying if I said I didn’t mind. I did want her to be more comfortable around me, more open with her sexuality now that we were married. But I just figured it would take some time. Given our upbringings, it was more than understandable. I guess I’d just hoped when we finally said ‘I do,’ things would accelerate. And they really hadn’t.

Of course, the sex was good for me. Great really. But, I’m the guy. It doesn’t take too much for me to enjoy myself. As for Alice? Well, I don’t think she was finding it very pleasurable. Something needed to change and on that one sweet summer night, it did.


One

“I shouldn’t have worn this,” Alice said, checking her reflection in the mirror as I clicked my right blinker on and turned into the neighborhood.

“What do you mean? It’s a pool party. I think what you have on is more than appropriate.”

She looked over and frowned at me.

“You know what I mean, Joey. This two piece you got me, it’s a little…slutty, don’t you think?”

She was wearing a t-shirt and jean shorts over a black, two-piece bikini I’d purchased for her birthday and I was so damn excited to see her in it.

If by slutty she meant revealing then yes, yes I did think that and that was the entire point. I was getting tired of her hiding her body from me and I was hell bent on curtailing it, just a little bit. She had nothing to hide and nothing at all to be ashamed about.

I understood we both had conservative upbringings and there were bound to be some hangups around sex because of it, but we were married now, and after three years of tough-sledding, I was intent on using this pool party as a way to loosen Alice up and bring her out of her shell - or at least, start to.

“I think it’s very tasteful and frankly, standard. It’s the style.”

“One-pieces are in style too now, you know,” she said in protest, folding her arms beneath her breasts. Her short blonde curls stopped just before her shoulders and she really turned me on when she wore a little pout like this. It was so cute and sexy, it drove me wild.

I reached over and put a hand on her knee. She flinched at first, but then relaxed. See what I mean about hangups?

“I know, honey. But…” I took a deep breath, “you know how sexy I think your body is and I just wish you’d show it off a little more. That’s all. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

She smiled for a brief moment at the compliment, but then those old hangups got in the way again as it quickly faded.

“I really wish you wouldn’t talk like that, I’m your wife…not some cheap slut,” she said and turned to look out the window.

If she only knew.

The way we were raised, slut was a bad thing. But for me, secretly, it always made my cock ache to know a girl was a slut. Of course, that always left me feeling conflicted too and so I knew all too well how she was feeling. But secretly, deep down, when I dared to admit it to myself. I wanted Alice to be a slut. My slut. I just had no idea how to go about telling her or making it happen. Luckily, it wouldn’t be too long before it all worked out and frankly, it was all much easier than I thought it would be.

We were in an upscale neighborhood in the suburbs. One of my friends from childhood, Scotty, who went to the local public school and did not have nearly the same upbringing as we did, lived there with his parents and they were out of town for the week. Open house. Big pool. Plenty of room. It would have been the dream in high school, but now that we were all much more mature twenty-five year olds, a raucous party was not in the cards.

It was to be a small gathering. Maybe ten people, at most. It would be chill and fun and everyone could spend the night so there would be no worries about drinking and driving. It would be the perfect environment to maybe, after three long years, coax Alice out of that hardened shell and maybe get her to live a little, maybe even shed her skin entirely. A guy could dream.

I was excited for Alice to hang with Scotty and his friends. She’d met them before, but never really got to know them. I think it was good for her - for us, really - to spend time outside our conservative bubble and get to know other ways of life. Alice didn’t necessarily agree but she was willing to try and so I had to give her a lot of credit for that. Many people in our social circle wouldn’t even dream of it. So, her openness gave me hope.

“So tell me again who all is going to be here,” Alice said as we pulled into the driveway and I put the car in park.

“Uhh, well, there’s Scotty,” I said.

“Right, Scotty, I’ve met him before. He’s the black guy you played basketball with, right?”

I nodded. I thought I saw her face light up a little, but I couldn’t be sure. It was quick, almost imperceptible.

“Yep, that’s him.”

A thought occurred to me then, but I pushed it aside almost as quickly as it appeared.

Scotty was the best basketball player in town when we were growing up. He dominated in high school and even set some state records before going on to play at a mid-tier, division one school in the midwest and started all four years at point guard. Sadly, he was not quite professional material, but he had a great run.

“Who else?”

“Pete and his girlfriend Tara. I think you met Pete before, but not Tara.”

“Oh yeah, I remember him, Italian guy, right?”

“Yep, Pete DeCarlo, that’s the one. And you’ll like Tara, she’s nice.”

“Anyone else I might know?”

I unbuckled my seat belt and sighed.

“Why don’t we just go find out?”

I smiled at her and Alice tried to smile back at me. I could tell she was trying her hardest. I put my hand on hers and leaned in to kiss her cheek.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too, Joey,” she said.

We got out of the car, grabbed our bags, our towels, and the case of beer I’d brought and made our way toward the backyard pool.


Two

Scotty was reclined on a lounge chair by the pool as the last of the sun’s rays disappeared behind the horizon, ushering in a summer night so perfect and beautiful, that it made you sick with longing when you looked back on it.

“Yo, Joey!” he called out to me as we walked up the steps to the elevated pool deck that was about fifty yards away from the main house.

“What’s up, Scotty,” I said as we ascended and arrived at his side. We shook hands and did the bro hug thing.

“Not much, man. Been too long. How you been?”

“Not bad, not bad. Hey, you remember my wife, Alice, right?”

“Of course, of course. Hey, Alice. Good to see you,” Scotty went in for a hug and Alice flinched slightly again before catching herself and accepting it awkwardly. She didn’t wrap her arms fully around him, almost as if she was afraid to hug him too tightly.

“Nice to see you too,” she said meekly.

There was an awkward pause as they broke off the short embrace and I looked around the empty pool and surrounding area.

“So, uh…where is everyone?” I asked.

“Uhh, Pete and Tara should be here soon. Then I’m not sure who else is going to come through. Jermaine is out of town. And I talked to Carlo, he said he might stop by but sounded iffy. And then this girl I’m kinda talking to might swing by. Who knows?”

He shrugged his shoulders like he really didn’t give a shit what happened. He was like that, always relaxed, always chill, the epitome of going with the flow.

“Alright, cool. Awesome,” I said.

Scotty eyed the case of beer in my hand and nodded towards the house.

“You wanna go put that in the fridge?”

Alice had taken a seat by the pool in one of the many, colorful Adirondack chairs that surrounded the sparkling blue water.

“Hey, I’m just going to run this inside really quick. Want us to get you anything to drink?”

Alice looked at me, then to the case of beer dangling in my hand.

“Mmm, maybe. But not beer.”

Usually she didn’t have a problem with beer, but I guess she wasn’t feeling it that night. I looked over to Scotty.

He spread his arms wide in a sweeping gesture.

“Wine? Cocktail? Something neat? We got it all here. My parents have a full bar in the basement.”

Alice shook her head, unable to decide.

“How about we just surprise you?” I offered. She smiled and nodded.

I followed Scotty down the steps and into his parents' gargantuan house.

. . .

I thrust the case of beer into the kitchen fridge and took one out for me and one for Scotty. We cracked ‘em open and each took a big swig. Ahh, refreshing.

We shared an awkward moment before I broke the silence. We’d been closer during our high school and college years, but since we graduated, well you know how it goes. Sometimes people drift apart. I mean, we were still friends and all, just not used to spending a ton of one-on-one time like we were just then.

“So, how ya been man?” I asked. “Great to see you.”

“I’ve been good, man. Pretty good. Can’t complain. Though, shit. Not doing as good as you, that’s for sure.”

He winked and nodded his head up and out towards the pool. Through the window above the sink I could see Alice right where we left her, still wearing her t-shirt and jean shorts, showing no signs of even thinking about dipping a toe in the pool, metaphorically or otherwise.

“What do you mean?” I asked with an awkward smile.

“Alice, man,” he shook his head and whistled, “she’s gorgeous. I hope you don’t mind me saying so. No disrespect.”

“Nah, not all. None taken. She is beautiful.”

“Absolutely, if I ever find me a wife like that, I’ll be one happy man,” he said with a smile.

We both watched her out the window for a little bit.

“Yeah well, you know…” I started. Shit, where was I going with this? I guess I hadn’t really talked to a dude about any of this and I needed to get it off my chest. Scotty was always a ladies man. One time, back in high school, he told me he’d already slept with about a dozen girls. A thought my conservative, religious brain could barely comprehend. But he seemed like someone who I could not only confide in, but also who would have some sage advice. So, I just blurted it out.

“What’s that?” Scotty asked.

“Nothing, it’s just…she’s great, we’re great, it’s just…”

“What man? You can tell me,” he said.

“Well, you know my family is super strict and religious right?”

Scotty nodded, he’d met my family numerous occasions and knew exactly what I was talking about.

“Yeah, well Alice’s family is mine times ten. Her father is a pastor.”

Scotty’s eyes went wide with shock.

“Wow,” he whispered.

“Right. Exactly. So, like I said things have been great but man, sexually…”

“The faith did a number on her, huh?” Scotty asked.

“Yeah. Sure did. Did a number on me too, but she’s on a whole other level.”

Scotty thought for a beat and watched her out the window. A wry smile on his face.

“I’ve met girls like her,” he said finally.

“Yeah, really? Where?”

“In college.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, I mean nothing like what you guys got going on exactly, but it was a Jesuit school and there were definitely some girls that had those same upbringings, those same hangups you know…” he trailed off, seemingly lost in a daydream.

“Did they ever, you know?”

“Break out of that shell?” he said, finishing my sentence.

“Yeah, exactly,” I took a deep pull on my beer and awaited his answer.

“Sure, well I mean, not all, but I was pretty uh, let’s just say successful in flipping a couple of those freak switches on permanently if you know what I mean,” he smiled and raised an eyebrow at me and finished his beer in a few gulps and I did the same.

I thought I did know what he meant and that same thought occurred to me once more that had popped into my head in the car just a few moments ago, I let it linger a second longer this time but still pushed it away. We grabbed a couple more cans and opened them and took another swig in silence.

“Tell you what man, I’m gonna help you out. We’ll get Alice out of her shell tonight. I promise you that. I can’t promise she’ll be a certified freak by the morning, but we’ll get the ball rolling.”

My face must have lit up like a kid at Christmas.

“Oh yeah? How do we do that?”

“First things first, let’s go make that drink she asked for. She said surprise her right? I got just the thing. After that, just follow my lead.”

And I did exactly that as I followed him down into the basement bar and watched him whip up a killer batch of cocktails for us to share.

. . .

Alice stared at the cold glass of organe-red liquid I’d just handed her, a slice of citrus fruit rested on the rim. We each held one in our hand and I was waiting expectantly to see if Alice liked it.

Scotty held his glass up offering a toast, I held mine up along with him and nudged Alice to do the same.

“Cheers, thanks for coming guys. Happy to have you here,” he said and we clinked glasses.

I took a sip and it was delicious. I watched Alice as she timidly drank from her glass. She let the first small sip wash over her tongue and I watched her think about how it tasted. Then she took a bigger, more confident swig.

“Wow, that’s good,” she said, “what is it?”

Scotty smiled at me then turned to Alice.

“I don’t really have a name for it, honestly. It’s just something I liked to whip up for parties back in college.”

“What’s in it?” she asked innocently.

“Just a little rum, some fruit punch, muddled cherries…” he ran off the list of ingredients. It wasn’t some magic potion, just a basic, run of the mill, fruity cocktail that tasted good and could get the job done when you really didn’t like the taste of booze but still wanted to get good and fucked up anyway.

But Alice liked it and as she took another sip, I watched her shoulders release and ease back just a little bit as she sat up taller in her seat and surveyed the surrounding area.

“Hey, I think someone is here,” she said, pointing down to the gate.

It was Pete and Tara.

Scotty went down to greet them and left us alone on the pool deck.

It was brief, but it was unmistakable. I watched Alice checking out Scotty as he walked away. She quickly averted her gaze and didn’t think I noticed. But I did.

And that thought that kept popping into my head returned and stayed a little longer once more. It was completely depraved, but I couldn’t seem to shake it. An image flashed briefly in my mind, it was simple: Alice in her black two-piece, dripping wet from a recent dip in the pool. She walked over towards me and right past me and into Scotty’s big, strong arms. His black skin contrasted beautifully against her milky white. And then bam. It was over just like that.

“Everything alright?” Alice asked, giving me a concerned look.

“Yeah…fine. Why?” I said, trying not to sound too nervous.

“You looked, I don’t know…” she said, trailing off and dropping the subject.

Why was I having these strange, lewd thoughts about my wife and another man. About my wife and my friend?

But by the time Scotty returned with Pete and Tara, I had all but forgotten about them and I would have altogether if not for the events that unfolded shortly thereafter.


Three

Alice had finished her Scotty-special faster than anyone. I’d never seen her down a drink so quickly and it definitely started to loosen her up. At least socially.

She gave Pete a big hug and said how great it was to see him again and introduced herself to Tara without waiting for me to do it for her. Not that I minded introducing her to people, it was just a nice change to see her be confident and outgoing for once.

“You guys want something to drink? I just made a hell of a cocktail, I can whip up another batch really quick. I know Alice is dying for another one,” Scotty said and winked at Alice. She giggled and blushed and looked genuinely flustered, but it only lasted a brief moment before she recovered her cool.

“Uhh, yeah…” Pete said, starting slowly, like he had something important to say, “we may or may not be staying too long tonight. We got some bad news about Tara’s family dog, might not make the night.”

“Aww man, that’s awful. Sorry to hear that,” I said.

Everyone offered their sincerest concerns to Tara which she seemed to appreciate.

“So yeah,” Pete continued, “might hold off on the cocktails for now, but definitely could go for a beer.”

Scotty led Pete inside to grab him a beer and I watched once more for Alice’s gaze as Scotty walked away and sure enough, she was checking him out. And wouldn’t you know it, Tara was too. It must have been an involuntary response. Scotty, standing at six-foot-three, chiseled jawline, bulging muscles, and dark skin looked like a young Idris Elba. I imagine he drew looks like that wherever he went.

It didn’t bother me either. In fact, something about it seeing Alice verging on lust for someone, even if it wasn’t me, was kind of a turn on. And once again, that same thought popped right back into my head.

I wonder…

But before I could entertain the thought further, Scotty and Pete returned and were kind enough to bring a beer for me and another cocktail for Alice.

Scotty handed her the chilled glass, same citrus garnish, but this time with a black straw in it, and I watched her hand brush up against his as she accepted it and it sent a shiver down my spine.

“Thanks, Scotty,” she said. More shivers went down my spine as I watched Alice suck on the black straw, her cheeks hollowing out as she pulled on it. I don’t know if it was conscious or not, but the way she sucked was so sexy and sensual and she never stopped looking at Scotty while she did it.

“Mmm,” she said, “so delicious.”

“Glad you like it,” he said and turned to wink at me.

. . .

About an hour later, we’d settled in around the pool and were just conversing and enjoying our drinks. Pete was having a few but taking it easy and Tara was choosing to forgo booze altogether in case the worst should happen and they needed to rush home.

During a private moment, I leaned over to Scotty and whispered, “So, what’s the plan here? You just gonna get her wasted and hope what? She falls on my dick?”

Scotty blanched and looked at me, offended. Then he made a tsk, tsk, tsk noise with his mouth and put a hand on my shoulder.

“Joey, you hurt me with your skepticism. What do you take me for?”

I shrugged.

“Of course my plan is not just to get her wasted. It’s a two-parter and yes, it involves some alcohol, but only the perfect amount. We don’t want her wasted, we want her right in that sweet spot. Inhibitions lowered, but still in total control. That way, when the dust settles, she remembers all the hot details and how it made her feel.”

“So, that’s part one?”

“Mmm hmm,” he said with a nod.

“Ok, what's part two?”

Scotty looked around and thought for a minute, then he leaned in and got real close, lowering his voice to an almost imperceptible whisper.

“Ok, part two…” and then he couldn’t hold it anymore and started laughing. “I’m sorry man, that’s it. I got nothing else. Part two is really just about having a good night, have some drinks, stay loose, get the vibe right, and keep her feeling good and then well…the rest is up to you Joey, my man. Sorry to say.”

And with that Scotty got up from his seat and left me there with a pit in my stomach and I suppose, an important lesson learned: I had to take responsibility for myself and for my marriage. Did I really expect Scotty was just going to…to what? Get her warmed up for me or something? The thought sent a shiver down my spine. But before I could contemplate it any further, Scotty began to speak.

“Alright, it’s time to get in the water, somebody better get their ass in the pool and go swimming, who’s with me?” Scotty said, removing his shirt to reveal his chiseled torso and rippling abs.

For a moment, no one moved. Pete and Tara weren’t even wearing bathing suits so it was clear they weren’t going to be the ones to join in. Alice was still in her t-shirt and jean shorts to cover up her “slutty” bikini. Before I had a chance to say anything to her, Scotty was over by Alice with his hand outstretched.

“Come on, Alice. Let’s go. You’re coming swimming with me. With us,” he said, correcting himself and nodding towards me. He gave me a look that said, come on man, do your job. But I knew it was futile. Alice was not going to take off her clothes and…

Before I could finish the thought, Alice smiled and reached out to take Scotty’s big, black hand. It dwarfed hers and my cock lurched as I watched him grip her and pull her to her feet. I swallowed hard as she hesitated for just a moment, staring at Scotty, then looking at me.

Then she reached down, crossing her arms as she did, and grabbed the bottom of her white t-shirt with both hands as she pulled it up and over her head. She tossed it carelessly to the cement at the foot of her chair.

“Damn,” I heard Scotty whisper as he raked his eyes over her tight body.

“What?” she asked innocently.

“Nothing, nothing,” he said quickly, picking his jaw up off the floor.

I was excited to see Alice take her shirt off, don’t get me wrong. It was the very thing I had been longing for. But what I wasn’t prepared for, was how much hotter it was to see her take it off and then watch another man practically drooling over what he saw.

She continued undressing as she slowly unbuttoned her jean shorts and unzipped them. They were tight and hugged her supple buttocks in just the right way. She really had to pull hard to get them down past her ass cheeks but once she did…well, there she was. In nothing but that sexy, slutty black two-piece I’d bought her and I couldn’t f’ing believe it. Now it was I who was picking my jaw up off the floor.

Scotty walked over to the deep end and jumped right in. Alice stood by the side of the pool and dipped a toe in.

“It’s cold,” she whispered.

I was still seated with my shirt on, watching her, when she turned to me.

“Well, are you coming?” she asked.

That was enough to finally snap me out of my lust-filled stupor as I stood up and took off my shirt. Now, I was no Scotty in the physique department but I lifted pretty heavy and took care of myself. I was no slouch.

I felt her eyes on me. She was checking me out, involuntarily perhaps, but it felt nice to induce that kind of response. I walked up to her side and took her by the hand.

“You look so hot right now,” I said.

She smiled at me then looked away.

“Don’t push it, Joey,” she said disapprovingly.

“Sorry,” I muttered under my breath.

Scotty was back-stroking his way across the pool and called out to us.

“Come on pussies, get in the pool!”

Alice blanched at his crass language but only for a moment.

“Come on,” I said, “just like a bandaid.”

We each took a deep breath as I counted us down from three and then, hand in hand, we took the plunge together.

. . .

Pete and Tara’s presence at the get together didn’t last too long. While they were watching us in the pool from the sidelines, Tara’s phone rang. She walked a few paces away and over towards some bushes for a little privacy. After a few seconds, we watched as Tara put a hand over her mouth. Pete rushed over to her as the three of us exchanged a worried glance.

They grabbed their things and left as quickly as they could to go say their goodbyes to a beloved family pet. They couldn’t have been there for more than forty-five minutes.

Suddenly, it was just the three of us - me, Alice, and Scotty floating around the pool - and it would remain that way for the duration of the night. No one else was able to make it. Eventually, things got very interesting.


Four

We were out of the pool and mostly dried off. Scotty had made another round of his special cocktails and we were seated around the table, laughing, and having a good time. I don’t want to go as far as to say I didn’t recognize her, she was my wife after all and it wasn’t like I didn’t think she was capable. But Alice was actually doing it. She was coming out of her shell. The ease with which she engaged in conversation and made jokes and laughed and maybe even flirted a little (with both me and Scotty) was a sight for sore eyes and I had to be the happiest man on the planet to witness it.

Then things took a bit of an unexpected turn.

It was later in the night, maybe around 11:30 when Scotty stood up and made an announcement.

“I gotta do it,” he said looking at us both with a smirk on his face, “it’s just too nice of a night, the water is perfect. I just have to.”

Alice and I looked at each other and shrugged.

“Do what, Scotty?” Alice said with a smile.

“Skinny dipping,” he said without missing a beat.

I laughed, Alice did not. Or at least, I don’t think she did.

Scotty slapped me on the shoulder.

“Come on man, nothing weird about it. It’s natural. The way we were meant to be. Wild and free. Come on,” he said, pulling me to my feet. Was this all part of his plan? Or was this really some spontaneous impulse he was having?

Alice looked at me and I shrugged.

I decided to put my faith in Scotty at that moment and believe it was all part of the plan. I’d had just enough at that point that it sounded like a good idea. I was going to be a go-with-the-flow guy and see what happened. And maybe, just maybe, Alice would follow my lead.

But as soon as I had that thought, Alice squashed it. Almost like she was reading my mind.

“Go ahead, Joey. I don’t care. But don’t think I’m coming in there with you.”

And I could see she meant it.

“Fine,” I said, “suit yourself.”

Scotty smiled from ear to ear.

“My man,” he said, slapping me on the back, “Alright, Alice, look away. No peeking now.”

“Oh, I don’t think you have to worry about her, I’m sure she’ll be covering her eyes the whole time,” I said, turning around to wink at her.

She stuck her tongue out and blew a raspberry at me as she picked up her drink and took a few big gulps. Then she folded her arms and sat up in her chair, raising her eyebrows as if to say, we’ll see about that.

Scotty took a deep breath and rubbed his hands together, psyching himself up for the big reveal. Then he looked over at me.

“Alright, on the count of three. We both go at the same time, no chickening out.”

“Deal,” I said.

“Ok, one…two…three…”

With our backs to Alice, we both ripped our swim trunks down to our ankles and kicked them off. Almost in unison. I couldn’t look. I was afraid to. But I felt her eyes on us. It was almost like she was burning a hole right through me. But I also couldn’t help but wonder who she was paying more attention to, me or Scotty?

“Last one in loses,” Scotty said, taking off towards the pool.

“Loses what?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” he called out as he jumped and splashed into the deep end.

Given that we were both completely naked, I decided to go for the middle of the pool, but I followed suit and jumped in after him. Guess I was the loser.

When we surfaced for air, Alice was sitting there, leaning forward and clapping for us.

“I can’t believe you guys are naked!” she cried, finishing the last drops from her drink.

“Why don’t you come join us?” I asked. “It’s nice and warm.”

“Yeah, come on Alice,” Scotty called.

But she balked. There was no way she’d get in. Not only was I naked but there was also another naked man in the water with me. The thought of that alone was probably so scandalous to Alice that I worried she was really going to regret things the next day. But I pushed the thought aside and focused on the moment.

“Mmm, I don’t think so. Maybe next time,” she said, voice dripping with insincerity.

As Scotty and I splashed about and swam around the pool, there were several times I caught Alice gazing longingly at us and thought she might give in and get in. But it never happened.

After maybe thirty minutes, we both got out. And that was the first time I saw it.

I didn’t mean to, but it was just kind of there. Right in my line of sight.

Scotty’s dick.

It was like a third leg, completely flaccid and presumably experiencing some shrinkage from the pool water, it still reached nearly halfway down his thigh. I quickly looked away and turned to Alice.

Her mouth was half open, practically drooling at the sight. I don’t know if she was conscious of it or not, but she had this hungry, lustful look in her eyes that I’d never seen before. I think she even licked her lips quickly.

“Holy shit,” she whispered, then covered her mouth. A crass word like shit seldom, if ever escaped her sweet, innocent lips.

Scotty chuckled and quickly grabbed a towel.

“Sorry about that,” he muttered. But I wasn’t entirely sure he didn’t mean to give her an eyeful. As I approached from behind, I was tempted to hide my manhood. Not that I was embarrassingly small or anything it’s just that, next to Scotty I paled in comparison (and in more ways than one).

I quickly grabbed a towel and covered up also.

The three of us shared a few moments of silence. The crickets were out in full force, providing a relaxing, yet eerie ambiance to close out the night.

“Well,” Scotty said, slapping his hands against his six pack abs, “getting late, think I’m gonna turn in. Y'all are welcome to hang and stay out here as long as you like though.”

“Yeah, yeah okay,” I said, hoping that maybe with a little alone time, underneath the stars, Alice and I might be able to do something truly magical with our bodies. But once again, right on cue, she quickly shut me down.

“Actually, I’m pretty tired too,” she said. “Can we just go to bed?” Her eyes were pleading with me, like she was dying to get inside all of a sudden.

“Sure, yeah. Alright,” I said.

We grabbed our things and headed inside.


Five

Scotty led us down one of the many hallways on the first floor to where one of the half-dozen or so guest rooms was located.

“This good?” he asked, turning on the light. Obviously, any room would do, but like all the rooms in his parent’s massive house, it was gorgeous.

“Uhh, yeah,” I said with a chuckle, “I think we can make this work.”

“Alright, cool. Goodnight guys,” he said and winked at me. Or did he? I looked over and Alice’s expression gave me my answer. He was winking at her. Or at least, she thought so.

“Goodnight,” she managed to get out weakly.

“Later man,” I said.

Scotty closed the door behind him and then it was just the two of us.

My heart began to race as Alice turned towards me, a seductive look in her eyes. She bit on her bottom lip as she reached both arms behind her back and untied her bikini top. Before it could fall off her body, she reached around with one hand and held it loosely in place.

I swallowed hard.

“Is this what you want, Joey?”

Gulp. Again. I nodded in the affirmative.

“Yes,” I whispered. My cock already rock hard beneath the roughness of my towel.

Alice let go of her top and let it fall to the floor by her feet and for once, she didn’t rush to cover herself. She just stood there, topless, and allowed my eyes to rake over her body and study her.

“Your turn,” she whispered, eyeing my towel. I didn’t need to be told twice. I untucked it from my waist and let it fall to the floor in a heap. My rock hard cock sprang up and down for a moment before stabilizing. It was pointing right at her tummy.

She let out a soft gasp and put her hand up to her mouth. For several moments, neither of us said a word. We just looked at each other, each of us burning with intense passion as we looked at one another’s bodies - really looked - for the first time.

“Oh my god, Joey. You’re so…hard.”

I nodded.

“That’s what you do to me,” I said with a smile and took a step closer to her.

We were now inches away, each of us breathing hard with lust and anticipation. Honestly, a cool breeze floating in from the window could have made me cum at that moment.

Alice inched closer to me, and leaned up to kiss me. It was quick and wet, just our lips, no tongue. But it was still sensual and passionate.

“Feel,” she whispered as she grabbed my hand and led it down between her legs. I reached inside her damp, wet bottoms and slowly felt her wet sex. It was slick and warm. She’d never let me feel her down there. Not with my hands. My fingers explored slowly at first, then dipped in deeper and harder. She began to pant and moan as I kissed her neck and nibbled on her ear lobes.

“Mmm, what’s got you so worked up like this, baby?” I whispered into her ear and I felt her skin break out in goose flesh.

She hesitated for a brief moment and I caught a glimpse of her icy blue eyes as they drifted off to the side, away from me, then snapped back to attention.

“I don’t know - I don’t know…” she said, “I just want you.”

Then we attacked each other. Our bodies pressed firmly into one another, my hard cock against her warm tummy as we made out, fast and furious, spinning our way towards the bed. When we reached the foot, Alice shed her wet bottoms to the floor and jumped in, laying on her back.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,” over and over again. Words I’d so longed to hear. I took a brief moment to thank Scotty in my head. I didn’t care how or why this was happening. I only cared that it was.

I pounced on top of her in the bed and began rubbing the head of my cock against her mound, teasing her and working her up into a frenzy.

“Put it in me, please!” she begged.

And finally I slipped inside her. Slow at first, just the first inch or so, and then I shoved the rest of me into her and she stretched to accommodate me.

“Oh my,” she whispered as she wrapped her arms around the back of my neck and kissed me.

Of course, we’d had sex before. But not like this. Her pussy was quivering and shaking, clamping down on my dick as I thrusted and she was wetter than I’d ever felt her before.

“Oh Joey,” she whispered, “that feels soooo good.”

I looked down at her and smiled.

“You feel amazing, baby. Don’t you wish we did this more often?”

She swallowed hard and nodded vigorously. There was a sexy but vacant stare in her eyes, almost as if she was a different person. Changed somehow by some unseen force. But I didn’t have time to contemplate what it was or what it might mean.

“Harder,” she said, low at first, but then getting louder. Almost demanding it. “Harder!”

I did as I was told and began to dig at her insides with vim and vigor. It felt incredible.

Too incredible.

She was on the edge of an orgasm it seemed but I was unable to take her across the finish line because I began to grunt and shake.

“Oh shit, I’m gonna come,” I said.

She looked up in a panic.

“What? Oh, no…wait –”

In a panic, I pulled out and moved to the side, unleashing a torrent of seed on the bed next to her. Shit. We never really talked about it, but I knew Alice wasn’t super keen on swallowing or me coming on her…or in her for that matter, not unless we were trying to get pregnant and we both agreed we weren’t quite ready for that yet.

I whispered a few unattractive sorrys and collapsed in a heap next to her.

We were both panting and catching our breath. I turned to face her and she was just staring up at the ceiling, hand still on her tummy as it rose and fell with each sharp inhale and exhale.

“Everything, ok?” I asked.

She hesitated, then nodded her head.

“Yeah, yeah. Fine.”

But something was off, I could tell. It was almost like she was mad at me. Was it because I came too soon and didn’t let her get her rocks off?

Before I could figure it out or work up the courage to ask, we both drifted off into an uneasy sleep.

. . .

I awoke an hour or two later to an empty spot in the bed where Alice should have been. Maybe she was just using the bathroom I thought, but when I turned my head to look, the bathroom door was wide open and the light was off. No sign of her. I turned back over and saw the door wasn’t quite shut all the way as it had been earlier as a sliver of light spilled in from the hallway. I quietly got up, slipped on a pair of dry shorts and went to investigate.

Where the hell was Alice?

As I reached the slice of light that was emanating from the cracked door, my blood went cold. A high-pitched giggle, Alice’s giggle, followed by a deeper voice. I couldn’t make out the words, but it was clear who it belonged to, Scotty. Who else? She laughed again.

The thought I’d been having, about Alice and Scotty, perhaps, maybe being together flooded into my brain with a vengeance and this time it wouldn’t leave. Nor did I want it to. Was it because…could it possibly be that it was really happening?

No, no. Of course not. That would be nonsensical. I figured Alice was probably just thirsty and ventured into the kitchen for some water and Scotty happened to be there too, perhaps and most likely doing the same thing: getting a glass of water.

As I was thinking about it, my mouth was dry and my throat burned. I could use some water myself, I decided. So I threw open the door and wandered down the hallway towards the kitchen.


Six

Alice and Scotty’s voices grew louder as I crept down the hallway. But as I drew closer to the kitchen, they stopped completely. Then it was complete and eerie silence.

I rounded the corner and my heart nearly stopped.

There they were, Alice and Scotty, in the kitchen. There wasn’t a glass of water in sight. The lights were on, but dimmed and Alice was in nothing but her black, two-piece and Scotty was wearing nothing but a pair of shorts. She had herself pressed up against his chiseled, dark body as Scotty wrapped one of his massive arms around her tiny waist.

They weren’t kissing, just looking deeply into each other’s eyes. But there was something going on besides their warm embrace. Alice had her hand on his crotch.

Yes, Alice. My Alice. My conservative, uber-religious, and sheltered wife of three years was standing in the kitchen, body pressed firmly against another man’s, who happened to be a good friend, and she was lightly touching his bulge from outside his pants.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” I heard Scotty whisper, finally breaking the silence. I stood there dumbfounded and watched as they were still too lost in each other to realize I was standing about twelve feet away from them.

“I know,” Alice whispered, pressing her hand a bit harder on his junk and squeezing with an audible gasp, “but I just can’t stop thinking about it.”

She swallowed hard and just as they were about to kiss each other, I broke the silence. I cleared my throat and spoke.

“Neither can I,” I said.

Alice jumped about six feet backwards away from Scotty who simply held his hands up in the air, the universal sign for oh shit, I got caught doing something I definitely wasn’t supposed to be doing.

“Shit,” he muttered under his breath. “Man, look. I’m sorry -”

But I wasn’t even listening to him. I was staring daggers at Alice, who couldn’t even bring herself to look me in the eye. When she finally did, her eyes pleaded with me.

“Joey, please. It’s not what you - it isn’t what it looks like. I mean, it is but…I’m sorry.”

Her voice trailed off.

I stood there with clenched fists. Somewhere, deep down, I was a little mad. It did hurt, just a bit. But those feelings and emotions were drowned out by the other things I was feeling. Mainly, an intense primal lust and desire. A big part of me wanted to see her keep going, to go further. To kiss him, to rip his pants off and suck his dick, maybe even, to fuck him. Right there in front of me. With me involved. I’d never had a threesome before but suddenly it seemed like it was all meant to be.

“Don’t be,” I finally said. My voice was barely more than a whisper. “Go ahead, kiss him.”

I began walking slowly over to her, I got within an inch of her face and stopped.

“What?” she whispered.

“I said, kiss him. You want to be a little slut? Go ahead. I don’t mind at all.”

I leaned in and kissed her hard.

“What the -” I heard Scotty mutter.

She resisted at first, but then relaxed and let my tongue deep down her throat. She was loving it. I broke it off almost as fast as it started and nudged her towards Scotty.

“Go ahead,” I said, again encouraging her to do it.

She took a step forward, then stopped and looked back over her shoulder at me. I nodded for her to continue as I pulled on my hard cock from outside my shorts.

It was then that I saw the freak switch flip. Alice gave me a devilish smile and turned back towards Scotty and wrapped both arms around his neck. Seeing her milky white skin pressed up against his dark torso sent my lust into overdrive.

Scotty, I suppose to his credit, at least pretended to put up a fight. Although the rising bulge in his shorts was signaling the opposite of his words.

He kept his hands up and away from Alice’s body as she began to nibble on his neck.

“Hey man, what - I don’t…” we locked eyes and I simply nodded. Scotty shook his head. “You sure?” he asked.

“Yeah, I want you to help me turn on her freak switch. Permanently.”

Scotty’s eyes went wide and he smiled as I walked towards them.

“Damn, Joey…” he shook his head again, “I can definitely help you with that. More than happy to help.”

I got right  up behind my wife and pressed my cock into her backside so it was resting on her left cheek. I grabbed a handful of her hair while she nibbled on Scotty’s neck. I leaned in and whispered in her ear.

“Kiss him.”

Alice did as she was told. Scotty was a little stiff at first but loosened up. Their kiss was wet, sloppy, and long. I watched with jealous lust as Alice kissed him in a way she’d never kissed me before. After a few moments, her hair still in my hand, I gently pulled her back and away. Again I whispered in her ear.

“Do you want to suck his dick?”

Alice nodded slowly, her eyes nearly rolling back in her head.

“I wanna hear you say it.”

She closed her eyes and moaned. Her hand was gripping Scotty’s cock hard now from outside his shorts.

“I want to suck his dick,” she whispered.

“Good girl,” I said and I guided her down onto her knees in front of Scotty. She looked up at me for a moment, then turned her focus to Scotty’s shorts which she quickly grabbed and pulled down to the ground.

His massive rod flopped out and sprang to life, looming over my head. Alice bit her bottom lip and just stared at it for a moment.

“Holy crap,” she whispered.

Scotty smiled down at her, hands on his hips.

“Go ‘head, you can touch it.”

Alice reached up and one by one, wrapped her tiny fingers around his big, black cock. She didn’t do anything at first, she simply held it in her hand and examined it. Then she opened her mouth and moved her head closer to his head. Her lips hovered over it for a second then suctioned on and began to slurp. Slowly at first, but then faster and faster as Scotty and myself gave her the encouragement she needed.

“That’s right, that’s a good girl. Show your husband how nasty you can be,” Scotty said. This seemed to really get Alice fired up as she sucked and slurped hard.

“Oh baby, you look so sexy right now,” I whispered, still holding her hair so I had a perfect view of her sucking on Scotty’s cock.

Scotty reached down and pulled her bikini top to the side so her tits were now out. He began to fondle them in his hand, squeezing and twisting on her nipples as she sucked him.

“Why don’t you show your husband some love, stroke his cock for him.”

Without taking his dick out of her mouth, Alice rotated and repositioned herself so that she could reach up with her other hand and stroke my cock.

Seeing my cute, innocent wife who just hours ago worried that the two-piece bikini I’d bought her was too slutty, was now on her knees, blowing me and Scotty at the same time like she’d done it a thousand times before. It was almost too much to handle.

Alice took her mouth off Scotty's cock and stroked us both off as she looked up into my eyes.

“My knees are kind of hurting,” she said with an innocent smile.

Scotty snapped his fingers.

“Why don’t we take this to my room, it’ll be a lot more comfortable.”

I pulled Alice to her feet, but she never let go of our cocks. She pulled us by them, one in each hand, all the way up the steps and into Scotty’s room. It was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen.


Seven

Alice shed the rest of her bikini on the floor and lay down on the bed and spread her legs. Scotty leaned over her and sucked on her right breast, then whispered in her ear.

“Play with that pussy baby, show us how bad you want it.”

Alice reached down, timidly at first, and began massaging her clit.

“That’s it, good girl, Alice, get that pussy warmed up for us.”

I got on the bed between her legs and stroked myself as I watched her.

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

She nodded enthusiastically.

“Who do you want inside you first?” I asked, but I already knew the answer.

She writhed and moaned as she fingered herself and played with her clit.

“Scotty, I want Scotty. I want to feel his big dick inside me,” she whispered. I nodded for Scotty to come switch places with me and he took my spot between her legs.

He took his cock and flopped it down on her tummy. It nearly reached her belly button. Again, the dark skin of his shaft against the pale skin of her stomach was almost too much to handle. We were really doing this. Talk about coming out of your shell. I was grinning from ear to ear.

I stood next to her and leaned down, placing my head next to hers. I nibbled on her ear and told her I loved her.

Scotty thumped his cock against her tummy a few more times before finally bringing it down to her entrance and pressing the head against her wet lips.

“Go slow, go slow,” she said with bated breath.

“Don’t worry, Alice. I won’t hurt you. This gonna feel really good, I promise,” Scotty said with a smile.

I stroked Alice’s hair as she reached out and caressed my dick softly with her hand. I turned and faced my head down towards her pussy and watched as Scotty split her open, slowly, deliberately, and with little resistance.

“Holy shhhh –” Alice squeezed my cock hard and grabbed a handful of bedsheets with the other, her knuckles turning white. For the moment she was speechless. All the breath had been sucked right out of her as she felt her pussy stretch to accomodate his girth.

“That’s it Alice, you can do it. Open those legs up for me. You can take it. Hurts so good, don’t it?” Scotty asked as he kept pressing himself deeper and deeper inside her. I watched her slick juices gush out and onto her inner thighs.

“Yes, yes it does,” she said through gritted teeth.

When he was more than halfway inside her, he pulled back and out completely. Then started the process again, slowly inserting himself inch by inch, making her gasp and moan and curse. He repeated this ritual a few more times and finally, on the last try, he managed to get himself all the way inside her.

“Look at that, it’s all the way inside you,” he said.

Alice leaned up on her elbows to get a better view and watched as the last of Scotty’s cock disappeared between her legs.

“Wow,” she whispered.

Then Scotty began to thrust in and out. In and out. Slowly at first, but picking up steam as she coated his shaft in a thick white resin. I’d never seen her cream so much in my life.

“Oh my god, that feels so good,” she said looking up at me. I went back to caressing her hair and nibbling on her neck and ear as she got fucked senseless.

“See, baby? Doesn’t it feel good to be a slut?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said, “Yes!”

“I wanna hear you say it,” I said, tugging on her hair just a little bit.

“It feels good being a slut, oh god it feels so fucking good!”

As Scotty pounded away at her insides he offered me a fist bump.

“Damn man, I’ve never seen a girl flip the switch this quickly. You’re a lucky man.”

I bumped fists with him and smiled. I was a lucky man. Damn lucky.

“I think I’m gonna come,” Alice said, her voice suddenly nearing a scream, “harder, HARDER!”

Scotty obliged and hammered away as hard as he could. Soon, Alice was shaking and writhing beneath the weight of her first ever orgasm…at least as far as I was aware.

Her eyes shut tight for a few seconds as she screamed and squealed with delight. Then suddenly they snapped open with force and a wicked grin came over her face as her eyes rolled back in her head.

“Oh godddddddd,” she said. It was like she was possessed for a few moments. It was so sexy.

When her eyes finally returned to their proper position and she caught her breath, I stared deeply at her. She was changed. There was no denying it. I can’t put it into words, but she was just different. Awakened to the potential and power of her own sexuality and our relationship would never be the same after that.

She reached up and pulled me closer to her and kissed me hard.

“I want you….I want you inside me now,” she whispered.

And I almost came just from hearing her say those words. Without exchanging words, Scotty and I switched places.

I was now between her legs, staring down at her quivering wet hole and preparing to enter.

“He fucked you good, didn’t he baby,” I said. She nodded her head as she took Scotty’s dick into her mouth and began to suck him off as she waited for me to penetrate her.

I slapped my dick against the entrance to her pussy much in the same way as Scotty did, although it wasn’t nearly as impressive given my size and girth in comparison to his. But it still seemed to drive Alice wild as she bucked her hips and grinded her pussy against my slapping.

Then I slid into her. It was wet and warm and wonderful. The feeling of her worn out, stretched, and used pussy was delicious. Screw sloppy seconds. There was nothing sloppy about it. It was silky. Silky seconds are where it’s.

“Oh my god, baby,” I moaned, “you’re so wet and stretched out. It feels amazing on my dick.”

She moaned like a whore with Scotty’s dark meat in her mouth.

Honestly, the only reason I was able to last at all was because it wasn’t that long since we’d had sex, only about an hour or so, otherwise, I would have been in big trouble.

Still, I was a little surprised at my own, shall we say, prowess. My cock was harder and bigger than it had ever been in my life as I tried to reclaim what was mine and compete, at least a little bit, with what Scotty was able to do to her.

Soon, Alice was screaming and coming all over again. A self-satisfied smile stretched across my face as that was the first time I’d really and truly been able to satisfy my wife, though it surely wouldn’t be the last. And it felt good.

Eventually, however, I was beginning to tire and wasn’t going to be able to hold it anymore. This time, I hoped, I would have to pull out and come into thin air like I did last time. I hoped Alice was worked up and turned on enough to accept our loads like a good little slut. It would be the final test, if you will.

“Where do you want me to come, baby?” I grunted as I fucked her towards another orgasm.

She spit Scotty’s cock out.

“I want you to fill me up baby, come inside me,” she said, then looked up at Scotty. “And I want you to paint my face with your come.”

Paint my face? Now just where had she pulled that line from? Was there more to this girl than I realized?

But I didn’t have time to contemplate the thought any longer.

I began to thrust deep and hard, trying to reach as far as I could into her womb so I could fill her up with my seed. Who knew, maybe it would take and we’d be starting our family earlier than we planned, wouldn’t be such a bad thing.

Then I watched as Scotty jerked his cock and began to tense and grunt. He began to milk gobs of white jizz from his shaft and all over my wife’s greedy, slutty lips.

That’s when I lost it.

“Fuck baby, you look so hot taking his load,” I grunted, “I’m gonna fill you up like a good little slut.”

Alice reached out and grabbed my ass cheeks hard as I fucked my seed into her.

“Oh yes, Joey! That’s it, fill me up, fuck yes…ohhhh it’s so warm, I love it!”

She moaned like a whore as she came one final time as I made my deposit.

I collapsed in a heap next to her. Exhausted and totally spent. Alice was dick drunk and in another world.

I looked up at Scotty and nodded my head.

“Thanks man,” I said.

“No way, man. Thank you. That was hot as fuck. I’m just glad you let me join in the fun. Both of y'all are certified freaks. Can’t believe it. I’ve done a lot of stuff in my day, but… damn.”

He shook his head and smiled, collecting his shorts off the floor.

“I’m gonna go check into one of the guest rooms,” he said with a laugh.

“No way man, this is your room. We’ll go back to…”

“Nonsens, plenty of fresh sheets around here. You two enjoy your moment. And don’t worry about cleaning up, the maid's coming through tomorrow.”

I nodded and smiled.

“And I’m a later sleeper, so feel free to see yourself out. Or hang as long as you like. My parents aren’t back till Sunday.”

“Alright man, later.”

He nodded and slapped Alice on the ass. She stirred from her stupor and moaned.

“Goodnight, Alice,” he said.

“Goodnight Scotty…” she said in a seductive voice.

And my dick got hard all over again.

. . .

After Scotty left, we fucked one more time. It was slow and passionate. More like love making than fucking. Then we fell asleep in each other’s arms.

The next morning we woke up late, it was nearly noon. Scotty was still sound asleep. So we left without saying goodbye.

On the drive home I looked over at Alice, she was sitting in the passenger seat wearing that same two-piece bikini and no cover up this time. She was smiling and her sunglasses on and looked positively radiant.

“You are one sexy slut,” I said.

She laughed and looked over at me.

“Thanks, babe. I’m fine with being a slut, as long as I’m your slut.”

“Forever and alway,” I said, reaching out to hold her hand.

That one, sweet summer night totally transformed us and changed our marriage. We haven’t done anything like that since. But we talk about it often. Perhaps, some day down the road, we’ll explore that side of ourselves again.

For now, I think we’re going to start a family and then, who knows. I’m only certain of one thing and that’s whatever we do, Alice and me are going to live happily ever after.

THE END
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Chapter One

I never expected those words to come out of my wife’s mouth. I was so stunned I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. Everything was in slow motion and although her lips kept moving after she uttered those disastrous words, I didn’t hear anything at all. I stared at her in disbelief, rage boiling inside me and I wondered how in the hell she could be so cavalier about the whole thing. We were getting ready for bed, just like any other night. And then, just like that, it wasn’t just like any other night.

It all started with four little words I never liked hearing in the first place. We need to talk. And while I was prepared to hear something I didn’t like, I wasn’t prepared to hear that. Sure, maybe we need to talk about your weight, why don’t you cut back on the beer? Or even we need to talk, you need to remember to take the trash out on Wednesdays. Or perhaps, we need to talk, money is tight right now and we need to be a little smarter with our spending. Those conversations, while unpleasant, I could handle.

But this?

“We need to talk,” she said, “I slept with some else, Mark. I’m sorry to say it, but I’ve cheated on you.”

Boom. Just like that. Earth shattered. World completely destroyed. All sense of self in tatters. Sell worth, through the floor.

There she was, my once sweet, innocent wife, Blair, who’d sworn up and down and on more than one occasion that she could never, ever hurt me in that way - that she would never, ever do something as unforgivable as stray from our marriage - well, there she was, confessing to doing exactly that.

She was even half-naked, getting ready for bed when she dropped the bomb. Her still-perky tits bounced in my face, as if to taunt me, while she gestured with her hands and I tried to make sense of what the hell was happening. Her brunette hair was curled and fell down to her shoulders and she looked so pure and...unremorseful. It was almost as if she was reading me a weather report from her phone or something.

“Blair -- what are you saying? Someone else? I don’t understand,” I stammered. I sat down on the bed in disbelief.

She shrugged her shoulders at me, her perky tits that were not too big and not too small bounced up and down once more as she stared blankly back at me.

“I think you heard me just fine, you’re just in shock probably,” she said finally.

At that moment, I started seething with anger. It was no longer my wife standing in front of me but some spoiled and remorseless little slut who I hardly recognized. She was no longer the Blair, who just seven short years ago, had captured my whole mind, body, and soul. She was no longer the girl I’d met at university and fallen head over heels for. She was some heartless monster who’d just ripped my own heart out for fun and threw it on the floor in front of me and then just shrugged her shoulders.

“Who was it?” I asked, suddenly. And immediately regretted it. Did I really want to be tortured by the details? Wasn’t this punishment enough?

“Mark,” she said, looking away as if annoyed by my curiosity.

“No Blair, I want to know. Who was he?” I pressed on in spite of knowing how much it would crush me to go down that path.

She walked towards me, hips swaying in a hypnotic rhythm and I think that was the first time I actually noticed it but she was different; changed somehow. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but there was something fundamental about the shift in her being that I was picking up on as she walked toward me.

“Just some guy,” she said. “No one important.”

“No one important?!” I said, my voice suddenly growing loud and indignant at her callous attitude and ridiculous responses to my very serious and justified questions.

“Yeah, I just met him through work kind of. I don’t know, it was just some guy,,” she said, sitting down on the bed next to me. I immediately stood up and walked across the room. I could barely stand to look at her let alone be right next to her.

Just some guy.

Those words snapped me out of my state of shock and into a furor. I was suddenly very, very angry.

“You don’t know, some guy?” I yelled. My wife was suddenly just off fucking random strangers. What the fuck was this? Blair?! My Blair?! It didn’t make any sense and it was frying my circuits as I quickly oscillated between shock, anger, and disbelief.

“Yeah, you know how I went to Nashville last week with Kelly for that conference?”

I nodded. I did indeed remember the conference.

“Well, we got a little tipsy one night out at karaoke and I don’t know, I just met this guy and things just kind of....happened. I’m sorry --”

“There it is! Finally, finally after all this I actually get an apology from you. Wow. I can’t believe it took that long. I think maybe you should have led with that,” I said, back on anger and back to yelling at her. I almost felt bad, but her cavalier attitude made it hard to not hate her in that moment.

“Well no, actually. You didn’t let me finish. What I was going to say, just so we’re clear, is that I’m sorry that this is upsetting you and that I hurt you. But I don’t actually regret doing it. I’m not sorry it happened…”

She just let her words hang in the air as a cold dread overtook my body. What was coming next? Was she...was she going to leave me?

“Wait, what the fuck, Blair? Who are you right now? Is this all some sick joke?”

“Mark,” she said, motioning for me to come back to the bed and sit next to her, “please, let’s just calm down and try to talk about this.”

“Talk about this?! What the hell is there to talk about? I think you’ve said quite enough frankly.”

But for some reason, I found myself listening to her and walking over to the bed and sitting down obediently.

She put her hand on my forearm.

“I’ve actually been wanting to talk to you about this for a long, long time. And I know I should have come to you first but you’re just so hard to reach these days.”

“What?”

“Yeah, you’re so unreachable and distant and always up in your office working or reading. It’s like you hardly have any time for me or ever ask me what’s going on in my life. I mean, it’s been years since we had a real conversation.”

I blinked back tears.

“So, what? I’m unavailable so you just go off and fuck some random guy and what? That’s supposed to get my attention and fix things? What the fuck?”

The tears stopped and dried up and I was back on anger and yelling.

“I know. I know it was the wrong thing to do, Mark. But…”

Her voice trailed off and she looked away, suddenly and for the first time all night at a loss for words.

“But what?” I asked, prodding her to continue and boy, sometimes, I wish I hadn’t.

Blair took a deep breath and thought for a moment, then ripped off the band aid in one swift motion.

“You’re just not enough for me...sexually.”

Ouch. Oof. Wowza.

“I mean I still love you and all but let’s get real our sex life is like...I mean when’s the last time we had sex?”

I couldn’t recall.

“Probably the last time we had a real conversation,” I said, half-joking.

I had to concede she had a real point there. We hadn’t had that spark between the sheets in many years and I guess I just lost sight of the fact that being a good lay was still something to strive for, even after seven years together.

It was painful to hear, but I was thankful to hear her say she still loved me. For some reason, I was strangely comforted by the fact that, at least so far, it was purely about sex and she hadn’t met and fallen in love with someone else. I don’t think I could have handled that.

“I mean, do you even enjoy it? Do you find me attractive? ‘Cause, it’s hard to tell honestly and when we do have sex, well...let’s just say you’re not quite big enough to be that detached and dispassionate. I just can’t do it anymore.”

I looked at her with renewed hurt and hatred. There she was piling on by insulting my manhood. I scoffed.

“Well, do you?”

“Do I what?”

“Enjoy sex?”

“Yes! Of course I do…” I was yelling and realized I was overcompensating. I was getting defensive and Blair, despite that she was being a little too direct and cold about the whole thing, did in fact have a point. I lowered my voice. “But I guess you’re right. It is a little blah…but, is it really that bad?”

I looked at her with hopeful eyes.

“I’m sorry, I’m not going to lie to you, Mark. The truth is that it isn’t that bad. It’s fine. Just fine. And that’s the whole problem for me. I don’t want just fine.”

She scooted her butt closer to me on the bed and I turned away.

“Well, that doesn’t give you the right to just --”

“No, you’re right. It doesn’t.”

“What was his name?” I asked, turning back toward her.

“What?”

“The guy, what was his name?”

“Evan,” she said, turning away from me this time.

Something about hearing her say the name out loud sent a curious sensation down my spine and throughout my entire body. I didn’t understand what it was or what it meant, but I found myself wanting - no, needing - to know more.

So I kept asking dangerous questions.

“How did it happen?”

“Mark, please.”

“Tell me,” I said, “I have a right to know.”

“Well, there isn’t all that much to tell. Kelly and I went out for karaoke after the conference let out for the day and we met this group of guys on a bachelor party and I don’t know, this guy Evan was flirting with me and buying me drinks and I found him attractive, physically you know, and I guess just...one thing led to another and I just…”

I was dying inside but for some reason I pressed her further.

“What? You just what? Tell me, please. Blair, please?”

“I needed to get fucked, ok? Like for real fucked. Good and hard and deep. No gentle love-making or tender whatever the fuck. I just needed a good, proper fucking.”

I don’t know why and I was powerless to stop it from happening. It must have been something in her voice or the way she just said it like that. How her motivations were purely carnal and about getting some dick and nothing more or less than that. I don’t know what it was for sure but the only thing I knew right then was that my dick was rock-the-fuck-hard and I was insanely turned on.

And I had nowhere at all to hide. Blair noticed it straight away.

“Oh my god, Mark? What is that?” she placed a hand over her mouth and stared in awe at my raging boner.

“Nothing, I don’t know,” I said, trying to pull a sheet over my lap. But it was no use.

Blair leaned into me and ran a cold finger down my chest between my pecs.

“Is this,” she bit her bottom lip and studied my face, “is this, turning you on?”

I could see it in her eyes for a brief moment, a flicker if you will. Whatever it was that was now different about her showed itself for the briefest of moments and it was trying to pull me in. It was calling to me, singing its twisted siren song and it made me all kinds of horny and confused.

Despite shaking my head vigorously to try to dissuade her of what she was saying, I could not lie to myself. It was turning me on and I was horrified.

But Blair was undeterred and reached right for my bulge and grabbed a handful of my cock and squeezed.

“Oh, I think it is turning you on, Mark. I’ve never felt you this hard before,” she chewed on her thumbnail briefly and continued to study my face. I didn’t dare make eye contact with her just then as I was afraid she would read my soul, but I could see the wheels turning in her head in my peripheral vision.

“Do you want to hear more?” she asked seductively. She started slowly stroking my cock for a little and then reached into my boxers and pulled it out. I could feel the cool night breeze coming in through the window on my exposed foreskin but her light touch and whispering in my ear had me hardening to steel. I didn’t know what to do. I should have been running away from her, but I let my dick take over and handle the decision making in that moment and suddenly I was nodding my head yes.

“Yes, I do,” I whispered.

Those three little words, though seemingly harmless, would change the trajectory of our relationship even further. And their impact would be irreversible.

“What?” she asked, incredulous. She could not believe her ears and clearly expected a different answer. “Really? You do? Why?” She was still stroking my cock but seemed unsure all of a sudden. The seductiveness in her voice was gone and had been replaced by curiosity and perhaps a hint of suspicion.

I shrugged. I had no idea why and so I had no explanation to offer her. She studied my face some more before shrugging her own shoulders and went back to stroking my dick a little faster.

“Alright, well...it got later in the night and we’d been kind of hitting it off and Evan invited me back to his hotel room. At first, I said no. Because, well -” she gestured to me.

“But?” I said, a little too hopefully.

“But he was persistent. And he had this sexy confidence about him that I just found almost irresistible, you know? Like he was so magnetic.”

“Big dick energy,” I muttered under my breath.

“Yes! Exactly. I always thought it was a myth but...well, I’ll get to that in a minute.”

My heart was in my throat and absolutely pounding in my ears.

“Maybe it was that last tequila shot we did together at the end but I was having so much fun and I just said, ‘fuck it,’ and I finally gave in.”

My cock lurched as more and more blood rushed in to fill the shaft and my entire system flooded with adrenaline and dopamine. A warm fuzzy feeling washed over me and it was as if I was in some sort of trance. She held sway over me and for the moment, I was like putty in her hands. I didn’t dare move away from her for fear of missing out on any juicy detail.

Intellectually I knew I was still mad at her, somewhere. But at the same time, oddly enough, she’d never been hotter to me. All of a sudden the fact that some random stranger had found my wife in a bar, seduced her, and ultimately fucked her, suddenly made her...more attractive to me?

It didn’t make sense, but I also wasn’t in any kind of head space in that moment to do much questioning about what it all meant and what it said about me and our marriage.

“So, then what did you do?” I asked her.

“We went back to his room, we were practically sprinting there. Laughing like a couple of teenage lovers or something. I guess we just couldn’t wait to get at each other. But before we even got there, we were in the elevator, just the two of us, and without saying a word he just pounced and pressed me up against the wall and kissed me.”

“Did that make you wet?” I asked.

She nodded.

“Then we raced down the hallway and into his hotel room. My clothes were off before we even got to the bed.”

She was really stroking me hard and fast now and I was so turned on I was having trouble keeping control of myself.

“I ripped his pants off and…”

“Ohhh fuckkkkk!” I screamed, grabbing for my cock and trying in vain to stop myself from exploding all over the place. Gobs of come spilled over the tip and down my shaft, coating Blair’s hand in a thick white goo.

She began to giggle and laugh at me.

“Holy shit, Mark!” she exclaimed. “I’ve never seen this much come in my life, mmm that’s hot.”

She held up her hand and examined my load as it dripped from her fingers. Then she began to lick it clean.

Unfortunately for me, I wasn’t turned on anymore. Not at all. In fact, I felt depressed. Lower than I’d ever felt in my entire life. A crushing low, followed by an unbelievable hig, and right back to a crushing low...even lower than the first, in fact.

My wife, my Blair, had just casually told me she cheated on me. And wasn’t the least bit remorseful about it and rather than tell her to leave and immediately call a divorce lawyer, I what? What did I just do? I let her seduce me? I let her believe her behavior was somehow hot? That it was okay?

I quickly stood up, cleaned myself off, and put my clothes back on.

“What’s wrong?” she had the audacity to ask.

I stared at her in bewilderment as she cleaned the last drops of my come off her wedding ring and a thought occurred to me.

“Did he know you were married?” I asked. I don’t know why it mattered to me, but it did.

She nodded slowly.

“He asked me if I was alright cheating on my husband,” she said.

Ouch. He’d even given her an opportunity to come to her senses and think better of it.

“And what did you say?”

She almost snorted at the question.

“What do you think I said? I told him fuck yes I am,” she said with a wicked smile and my cock gave a small lurch. I hoped she didn’t notice, but the look in her eyes told me she did.

I didn’t know what to say and so I grabbed a pillow from the bed and stormed out.

“Mark, wait!” she called down the hallway. “We need to talk about this!”

But I was done talking. I was going to sleep somewhere else. Somewhere far away from Blair so I could gather my thoughts.

Talking could wait until morning.

I needed to be alone.

End of Sample
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Beats to write:

-          Scotty shows them to one of the many guest rooms, Alice is so worked up she finally gets naked for Joey and they have sex.

-          Problem is, it ain’t that great.

-          Joey falls asleep and wakes up an hour or two later to an empty bed. Where is Alice?

-          Going after that dark meat is where she is. Careful what you wish for.

-          Joey finds them. He isn’t mad. Just turned on.

-          They have a threesome. Alice cums hard and often.

-          She is a changed woman and their relationship is transformed for the better in the process.

-          Love. The end.
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	The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books): 


These wives only travel for pleasure and their husbands love to watch them play. The SHARED On Vacation series, by F. Rey Noel features the steamiest Hotwife fantasy romance tales set in tropical and exotic locations all over the world.
 

	Lana’s List - The Making of a Hotwife Series (Books 1-3): 


Can a marriage survive an unsuspecting husband finding a list of his wife's deepest, darkest fantasies and realizing they don't involve him? Can it somehow not only survive but...thrive? 

David and Lana will have to answer this very question after David finds a specific and emphatic list while cleaning the house one morning after his wife's book club that states, in no uncertain terms, one BIG fantasy that Lana can't seem to get out of her head.

And what makes David sick to his stomach is that he knows for sure he can't be the one to fulfill it. But when he confronts her about it, he's surprised at just how much this fantasy of her's turns both of them on as he finds himself inexplicably willing to entertain the idea of actually making it happen for her.

Just how far are they willing to take things and will they get burnt by this scorching, debaucherous fantasy of Lana's? Sometimes fantasies should stay just that and other times they need to be allowed to come to fruition. David and Lana are walking a fine line. Will it make their marriage stronger or end it in one fell swoop?
 

	Demi’s Dark Thoughts: An Interracial, Cheating Wife Story: 


Demi has had it with her husband. He's never home and hardly notices her. She has unmet needs and a score to settle.

She wants to teach him a lesson and the hot, single guy next door has just the kind of package she's looking for. Her dark desires have been fantasies for far too long. It's time to make them a reality and show her loser husband how a real man takes care of a woman like her.

Told from the wife’s POV.

	A Curious Little Hotwife: A Short, Wife-Sharing Story: 


Brett and Leah are a curious couple that enjoys the hotwifing lifestyle. When Brett's old college roommate, Jax, informs him he'll be in town, Brett insists he come stay at their place.

Leah has never met Jax before, but she's heard so much about his conquests back in college and his prowess in the bedroom that she can't help but be curious.

She's eager to find out if the stories are true and Brett is more than willing to watch her find out for herself. So, they hatch a little plan and embark on a devious weekend adventure together.

	Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance: 


It's the last day of vacation and Jeff and his wife, Reya, have a bad case of the last day blues. They finally got an entire week away from their kids and responsibilities and while they had a good time, they didn't quite get around to exploring each other - physically - as much as they'd hoped.

When they go for one final, sunset walk on the beach, a dark and mysterious stranger named Joss wanders into their lives and just so happens to be staying at the same resort as them. He also just so happens to provide them with the perfect opportunity to get over their case of the last day blues by exploring one of their biggest fantasies.

Will Jeff and Reya take a leap of faith and make up for all the lost time? Or will they keep making the same mistake they've been making all week?


About F. Rey Noel

I’m a bit of a digital nomad, but my home base is sunny Key West, FL.

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.

I write what I write, generally in long binges (sometimes with the help of certain substances and sometimes not) and let the chips fall where they may.

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.

I really hope you enjoyed this book and please, please, please consider leaving a review. Even if you didn’t like it, constructive criticism is always welcome (as long as you're gentle). Reviews are a huge help in boosting visibility and getting more people to see and read the book.

Again, thank you so much for reading and please feel free to reach out or connect with me on twitter (@FReyNoelErotica).

My other available works can be found here on Amazon.

And stay tuned! I have lots of hot, steamy wife sharing romances coming your way very soon!

"Buy the ticket, take the ride." - Hunter S. Thompson

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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