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Sharing
Annabelle

A Hotwife Fantasy  Romance

By: F. Rey Noel


One

It was a hot and sweaty Christmas and my wife, Annabelle, and I couldn’t have been in higher spirits. We had finally made it happen. We had finally managed to delicately, politely, and with less fanfare than anticipated and quite a bit more confidence and grace, inform our respective families that we would not be joining them for the holiday season this year. We were opting instead to spend it in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, all-inclusive resort that we’d been dying to visit for the better part of a decade.

We had successfully traded the gray, gloomy winter, beige food, and bland egg nog for palm-lined beaches, coral reefs, Michelin-Star-quality restaurants, and an endless supply of tropical drinks with tiny umbrellas. Instead of suffering quietly in the bitter, freezing cold and miserable snow and the cacophony of blaring car horns from angry, stressed-out Massholes, we were frolicking half-naked beneath a Caribbean sun on a gorgeous white-sand beach with crystal clear, azure water providing the relaxing soundtrack to a much different kind of Christmas than we were used to. Needless to say, it was a Christmas that we wouldn’t soon forget.

On Christmas Eve, the third day of our stay, we decided to have brunch at the restaurant located on the third-story veranda overlooking the gigantic pool area below with a breathtaking view of the ocean several hundred yards beyond that. It was a pristine day and one that, as I recall, seemed to demand copious amounts of champagne with our expertly prepared eggs benedict. Annabelle and I clinked glass after glass, toasting our ingenious escape from the East Coast and our families, and laughed in the mid-morning sun, truly enjoying each other's company for the first time in what felt like years. Looking back it was clear that before this trip, we’d sort of been going through the motions. Placing the important things on the back-burner and putting our relationship on autopilot, as it were.

As we talked and laughed and ate and drank on the veranda on that gorgeous day, it became quite clear to me that we needed not only to escape the oppressive New England winter and our annoying families, but we needed this. Our relationship needed some alone time, some time to reflect and heal from years of taking each other for granted and letting the days and years just fall off the calendar without really taking the time to savor us. And now here we were and I could feel a shift, it was subtle, but we were opening up to each other again, letting our guards down, allowing ourselves to be vulnerable and in the process we were reconnecting. To put a finer point on it, we were falling in love all over again.

Our minds in a champagne colored haze, we finished eating (and polished off a few more bottles) before we retired to our suite to get changed and head down to the beach to enjoy Christmas Eve like we never had before. I changed into my trunks quickly as we’d left the balcony doors open and I was worried a curious onlooker down at the pool might happen to glance up and see my pale white nether region staring back at them. The horror, the horror!

Annabelle changed in front of the mirror over near the bathroom into a revealing, dark red two-piece suit that fit her curves in all the right ways and I found myself struggling to keep my prick in its proper place so as not to create an embarrassing pants tent that would only serve to expose more man-thigh than was already showing. Which was certainly too much as far as I was concerned but Annabelle insisted that it was in fact the style these days and to wear my old, longer trunks out in public would only serve to embarrass her and me. But of course, more importantly, her.

However, try as I may, my member simply would not cooperate and within a few seconds I went from half-mast to full speed ahead and there were no pleats on which to blame an optical illusion or a trick of the light. Before I could hide my shame or at least tuck it up into my waistband, Annabell spun around from the mirror and instantly spotted the unmistakable bulge pointing directly at her curvaceous hips which now faced me square on.

“Ahoy, sailor,” she said with a sly grin.

I opened my mouth but no words came forth as she walked slowly towards me, her hips swaying in rhythm from side to side with each step closer. I was frozen in place, mesmerized by her movements, ever more blood rushing to the tip of my dick and engorging my shaft so full to the brim that it ached. Her newly minted sun-kissed skin caught the shining rays from over my shoulder and glistened in the soft light and for a moment she seemed aglow with all the sexual energy that suddenly charged the room.

“Did you swipe a banana from the buffet or are you just happy to see me?” she said, as she at last arrived where I was standing and pressed her body firmly into mine. She planted a soft, delicate kiss on my quivering lips and gently brushed her hand over my chest, tracing an imaginary line with her fingernail from sternum to navel and finally to my crotch, where her fingers slowly and methodically inspected the situation below deck. I gulped hard and stammered something, I can’t remember what, but it only served to make her giggle. She placed her hand over her lips and gasped, teasing me.

“My, my, my William, you are happy to see me, aren’t you?”

I nodded my head yes.

Before I knew what was happening, Annabelle dropped to her knees in front of me and had my trunks down around my ankles in a flash. I was now standing, completely naked, with the balcony doors open behind me, the warm, salty sea breeze whipping at my bare ass cheeks.

“Annabelle, we can’t do this here, we have to close the…” but my sentence was cut short as my wife took me into her mouth and all the way down her throat so that her nose was pressed against my pelvis. I had the presence of mind to thank my lucky stars that I’d decided to perform some long overdue manscaping just that morning in the shower as she held the position for a few long seconds before pulling off and gasping for a breath of air. She began stroking my hard cock in her left hand while gazing directly into my eyes, a devilish grin on her face.

We hadn’t has sex in weeks and I was sure it had been at least two months before that. The way we were going, we were lucky if we reached a baker’s dozen in a year and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gotten a blowjob. But there I was, buck naked for all of the Caribbean to see, my wife on her knees on the cold, tile floor of our suite, greedily slurping on my dick. Where in the hell was this coming from?

Well, in truth I knew damn well where it was coming from. As shy and reserved as she might often be, Annabelle had a tendency to really - and I mean really - let loose when drink was involved. She wasn’t a lightweight by any stretch but she rarely ever imbibed at home aside from the occasional glass or two of red wine with dinner and maybe one or two more at parties. By my count, we’d polished off three bottles of bubbly and so she was quite tipsy but not embarrassingly, fall-down drunk. When in these states, rare though they may be, she had a tendency to develop a bit of a hard edge in her personality, to eagerly play the part of an instigator, always looking for a bit of harmless trouble. All of this meant that she was also in the perfect zone to drop her inhibitions and let her inner-slut out. A version of herself that I had seldom seen since we were at university together over a decade ago. But I must admit, with the way things were going, this version of Annabelle was a sight for sore eyes - or was it sore balls?

“Let ‘em watch, who cares? We’ll never see any of these people again,” she said and spat on the head of my cock to lube it up as she stroked more vigorously.

“I want you to fuck me, right here, right now,” she said, standing up and pulling me over towards the bed. “Come on, fuck me,” she said rather sternly.

At this point, I let instinct take over and simply did as I was told. Never look a gift horse in the mouth they tell me. And with frequent droughts I was prone to experiencing back home, I wouldn’t have dared just then.

I followed her over to the bed where she pushed me backward across the sheets so that I was lying horizontally across the bed instead of vertically. She pounced on top of me and in one single motion managed to grab my cock and slide it effortlessly into her dripping wet pussy with an audible gasp.

She began riding me, slowly at first, but then fast and hard. Her juices dripping down my balls and coating them in a thick white resin.

“Oh fuck yes, Will,” she exclaimed, “I missed this hard cock inside me…”

“I missed you too,” I said trying to sit up a little, bringing my torso off the bed to meet her halfway for a kiss, but at that exact moment she placed both her hands firmly on my chest and pressed me back down onto the white linen sheets and rode me harder.

“Why don’t you fuck me any more baby? You know how much I need some hard dick in my life, don’t you?” her guard was clearly down and she was really letting loose, I hadn’t heard her talk like this in years.

“I - yes I do…” I stammered. She was closing her eyes tightly as she rode me to orgasm. That’s when things took a, shall we say interesting, turn

“Well, then why don’t you fuck me more - fuck me like the slut that I am, don’t you want this pussy baby? Wrapped around your hard cock?”

“Well, yes. I mean of course I --”

Her eyes snapped wide open and for a moment I didn’t recognize her. The person staring back at me seemed a stranger in a strange land and the words that came out of her mouth next seemed to flow forth in slow motion.

“Or do you want to watch me get fucked...by someone else? Someone with a bigger, fatter cock? Would you like that, Will? Seeing your wife fucked right in front of you, by another man?”

I couldn’t believe my ears. What was she saying to me? The only thing I knew for sure was that my dick was going to explode if this strange woman kept egging me on like this. But rather than admit that the jig was up and go along, I tried to pretend I didn’t know what she was talking about, even though deep down...I did.

“Wait - what? What are you talking about?” I said as she slowed down her thrusts and began slowly raising and lowering herself up and down on my shaft. She never broke eye contact.

“Oh, don’t lie to me, William...I found your stash…” she let that hang in the air as I lay helplessly beneath her. Oh no.

“My stash?”

How had she stumbled upon my stash? How did she? What was happening? When? Who? I was at a total loss and drowning in my own dreadful thoughts.

“Don’t play stupid with me, I found your porn…” she leaned back so that her arms were behind her on the bed, shoulders back, her chest opening towards me, hips forward as she slowly grinded the top of her pussy onto the head of my cock, the roughness tickling the nerve endings of my cap in all the right ways. 

“Those dirty wives cheating on their husbands with those big, sexy cocks...I had no idea that’s what you were into,” she said, smiling as if she had opened up my soul and laid all my darkest secrets bare right before me. My head was spinning, I didn’t know which way was up. The juxtaposition of the world I’d been in just moments ago - the one where I was casually brunching at a Caribbean beach resort with my lovely wife - and the one I found myself in now had me trapped in a vortex of very confusing and, I must say, very arousing emotions.

“I’m not into - that’s not…”

She reached down with her right hand and placed her index finger over my lips to shush me.

“It’s ok baby, I want to help you,” she said, “I want to help you live out your fantasy…”

I was so close to exploding I couldn’t even manage a single syllable at that moment. I was totally powerless before her and she knew it. She was relishing the dominant role.

“I want to help you cum baby, so just think of me...right in front of you. I’m right in front of you as another man slides his big, fat cock between my legs and you’re just sitting there. You can’t even touch me you just have to watch as -”

The cry of my orgasm cut her off abruptly as I unleashed a torrent of cum deep inside her, filling her up with my hot, sticky seed.

“Holy shit,” I whimpered as she still sat on top of me.

She looked down on me with the smile of a benevolent dictator and patted me on the chest.

“Mmmm, yeah,” she said, “that’s exactly what I thought.” She leaned over and kissed me before leaving me in a heap on the bed while she went to clean herself up in the bathroom. Before I had time to process what had just happened, she returned looking hotter than ever before, glowing stronger even. Something about her had changed.

“Ready to go to the beach?” she said, as sweet and innocent as ever before. And as if the whole ordeal hadn’t just happened.

I looked back at her, dumbfounded.


Two

We’d been sitting on the beach for the better part of an hour and neither of us had yet to bring up what had just happened back in our suite. Annabelle was right next to me, reading a tattered copy of a book of poems by Emily Dickinson, seemingly without a care in the world. I watched her for several moments through my sunglasses and stared in amazement at how totally carefree and unphased she appeared to be. She didn’t seem mad at me. In fact, she didn’t seem anything at all.

I began racking my brain, thinking about all the sordid videos and lewd photos that comprised my private, personally curated collection, as it were. And I began to feel sick. Given the sheer volume of material I’d collected over the years she couldn’t possibly have sifted through every single file. But that gave me no comfort whatsoever as I was forced to wonder and guess at just which ones she had seen and what impression they’d left on her.

Yes, there was a very general theme of wives and girlfriends cheating on their men either with or without their consent. But within that genre, things ranged from hotwifing and wife sharing orgies to cuckolding and humiliation and on and on. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t mortified and ashamed of myself, petrified with fear in anticipation of what she might have come across. Or had she viewed anything at all? Did she just view the collection of file names and was now just messing with me for fun? At last I couldn’t take it any longer and felt compelled to say something.

“I’m going to grab a beer from the bar. Do you want anything?” I asked, standing up from my lounge chair. Coward.

“Umm, yes actually, can you get me a glass of chilled white wine? I think I’m starting to get hungover from brunch already,” she smiled up at me from her book.

“Ok,” I said and she went back to reading.

Truth be told, I was feeling a little rough myself and I much prefer a little hair of the dog as opposed to facing my hangover head on like some undignified novice. But I knew I was avoiding the issue and didn’t want to let it fester any longer, or worse completely miss a chance to say anything at all before we returned to the commotion and distraction of our daily lives in New England and never spoke of it again. I forced myself to sit back down and face Annabelle.

This caused her to look up and smile again at me. She took off her sunglasses and stared deeply into my eyes. For the briefest of moments, I again caught a glimpse of that strange seductress I’d encountered back in our suite. The one who looked deep into my soul and read everything - all of my deepest and darkest desires. But in a flash it was gone and my sweet Annabelle was once again looking at me with her innocent hazel eyes.

“What’s wrong, honey?” she asked.

I let out a heavy sigh.

“Are we really not going to talk about it? I mean...I feel like we have to talk about it. Don’t we?”

She put her sunglasses back on and turned to look at her book once more. She smiled smugly to herself as she flipped a page.

“Sure, we can talk about it...but are you sure you can talk about it without getting hard?” she said. And at that very instant I felt my cock lurch to life and I quickly pressed my hands over my crotch. Annabelle looked over and giggled raising her eyebrows as if to say, thought so.

“Come on, I’m serious. This isn’t funny.”

She snapped her book shut and sat up, turning to face me. She placed her hands on my knees.

“Look, baby. It’s not a big deal.”

“So, you’re not mad about it, about my…”

“Porn collection? I mean, I was a little creeped out...at first. But then I clicked on a few and well, I don’t know it was kind of tasteful. I didn’t mind it.”

I couldn’t believe we were having this conversation but here we were, on a beach in Mexico, talking about my embarrassing collection of hotwife and cuckolding porn. I searched her face for clues but there were none. Didn’t mind it? Did that mean she liked it? Was she turned on by it? There were a million questions I was too scared to ask, so I stammered along best I could.

“Well,” I started, unsure where to take the conversation, “I’m sorry. That was wrong of me and I guess, I don’t know. I’m just embarrassed about it…”

I was afraid to even ask which videos she’d watched and I decided I wasn’t going to open that can of worms on my own.

“There’s nothing to be sorry about, like I said, no big deal.”

But then a thought occurred to me that made me a little angry.

“Wait a minute, how long ago was this?”

“Last week,” she said.

“So, was this your plan all along? To get me all sexed up and torture me with...”

“Your wildest fantasies?” she said, finishing my sentence for me.

She shrugged her shoulders.

“I guess I didn’t really have a plan, I wasn’t even sure if I was going to say anything but after all the champagne and the way you looked at me back in the room, it just felt right...in the moment, you know?”

I was seething a little bit but tried to calm down.

“Baby, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to torture you. I thought you’d like it. I wanted to help you live out a fantasy. I thought maybe you - we - could use that. We haven’t exactly been having a lot of sex lately.”

I nodded, acknowledging the nobility of her intent.

“I guess I just thought, in the moment, bringing up a hot fantasy instead of just going through the same boring script we act out every few months might, you know, help us get going again. Rekindle that spark,” she said.

Ouch. Even though it’s often obvious, hearing your significant other acknowledge, with a fair bit of frustration and remorse, the lack of sex in your relationship still stings like hell. Neither of us spoke for a few moments.

“I mean, it is just a fantasy right? You wouldn’t actually want me to you know...fuck another guy...would you?”

Annabelle’s sweet face stared back at me, searching for any hints or clues that may have been etched in the wrinkles that were just beginning, at this stage of my late thirties, to form on my face.

“No,” I shook my head. “No, of course not. Just a fantasy,” I said. For a moment I thought I saw a trace of sorrow in her face, like she’d just heard some bad news of which she’d been hoping to hear the opposite was true. But it faded quickly.

Unsure where else to take things, I stood up and brushed some sand off my trunks.

“I’ll go get us those drinks,” I said. Coward.


Three

We managed to stave off our hangovers for a few more hours and after a lazy, drink-filled afternoon on the beach, we packed up our belongings as twilight descended upon us and went back to the suite to get cleaned up and dressed for a fancy Christmas Eve dinner at the premier steakhouse restaurant that was on the resort’s premises. This was not one of those faux fine dining establishments either, no, this restaurant boasted a Michelin Star chef and one of the most exclusive wine cellars in the western hemisphere. Annabelle and I had been looking forward to eating here for a very, very long time indeed.

But as we got dressed and went downstairs for dinner, Annabelle in a regal red dress and heels, and I in my best tailored suit, I couldn’t help but feel the magic we’d experienced earlier at brunch and shortly thereafter was suddenly gone.

At dinner, I continued to feel the same way, despite the many generous glasses of wine we consumed, as we made irregular, idle banter and spent much of the time sharing awkward glances across the table we shared to keep the party going. The silver lining was that dinner was absolutely spectacular and we got to taste some of the best wines this world has to offer, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that we were being robbed of something. I wanted that same experience we’d had at brunch to visit us at the table in that moment. That ease of conversation and intimate connection seemed blocked off. I cleared my throat to try to get things flowing again.

“So, I umm…”

While it’s true, in that instant I did not know what to say next, the thing that actually stopped me from speaking was looking up to realize that Annabelle wasn’t paying the least bit attention to me. In fact, it was clear her mind wasn’t even at the table with us. Her head was cocked to the right and her gaze was fixed across the dining room, somewhere towards the kitchen. I followed her line of sight across several tables of diners, all the way to the other side of the room, where a tall, dark, and handsome waiter was standing and surveying the room.

I traced the same line back to Annabelle and there she was, still staring. Totally oblivious to my existence. She was absentmindedly fingering the tiny, silver heart-shaped charm that dangled from a thin silver chain in her hand, a gift I’d given to her on our fifth wedding anniversary (and an expensive one at that) and she was...biting her bottom lip? I quickly glanced back to my right to see the same tall, dark, and handsome waiter still standing there and at such a distance, I couldn’t be sure but it certainly seemed as if he was returning Annabelle’s sultry stare.

I couldn’t believe it. She was checking him out. And, it appeared, he was doing the same to her. Was I seeing things? I tried to convince myself I was, but the ever-growing bulge in my suit pants that was soon threatening to rip a hole in the fabric, suggested that, on some level, I wanted very much to believe what I was seeing. I swallowed hard and let the feelings simmer for a moment as I watched Annabelle and tried to imagine what she might be thinking?

Was she fantasizing about having him? About having his big, black cock tearing up her insides as I watched mere feet away? Was I part of her fantasy at all, or had she forgotten about me? Was she just using my porn collection as a pretense to cheat on me? To have another man because....because I wasn’t good enough?

Again, I was a swirling vortex of emotional confusion but all the while my dick got harder and harder as I pictured the young, handsome stud coming back to our suite room with us after we’d finished desert and pummeling my wife’s brains out right in front of me as she squealed in ecstasy and came in a way that I could never produce with my average equipment.

“Desert sir?”

I snapped myself out of my daydream. Or was it a nightmare? Annabelle sat across from me, dumbfounded with a concerned look on her face, arms folded across her chest which accentuated her cleavage in a wonderful way.

“Are you ok William? That’s the fourth time he’s asked you. I was about to call for assistance.”

I looked at her like she had seven heads and then looked to my right.

It was the tall, dark, and handsome waiter, holding out a dessert menu in my direction and smiling down at me.

Shit, how long had I been locked into that fantasy? What was happening to me? I reached down and readjusted the white cloth napkin on my lap to make sure it was adequately covering up the raging boner I still had in my pants and I pulled my chair in a little closer to the table for good measure. It made an awful screeching noise that caused almost everyone in the dining room to stop what they were doing and fix their eyes on our table. After an awkward beat, everyone went back to eating and I accepted the menu from our suddenly new waiter who’d I’d just been fantasizing about having a go at my wife.

“Uhh, yes. Yes, thank you,” I said, feeling like the biggest idiot on the planet.

I scanned the menu for a second and picked the first thing that jumped out at me.

“I’ll have the creme brule, please and thank you.”

I handed the menu back to the waiter without making eye contact.

“And I’ll have the chocolate…”

I looked up and there she was again, that sinister seductress, staring back at me with lust in her eyes. She was again staring into my soul with that same knowing look.

“...lava cake,” she said, finishing the thought.

Then she smiled at me and the stranger was gone. Annabelle handed her menu back to the waiter, but she made direct eye contact with him and he smiled at her. It was a different one than he’d offered to me just moments before but I couldn’t help but notice him rake his eyes up and down Annabelle’s body as he took the menu from her slender hand.

After a few minutes, one of the runners brought out our desserts and we finished them mainly in silence and my erection gradually, mercifully subsided.

Again, I could not be sure, but I swore I’d looked up several times in between bites to find Annabelle with her attention fixed elsewhere and every time I followed her gaze to its endpoint, there he was, the tall, dark, and handsome waiter. I got jealous and turned on and more than a little confused each time.

There was an elephant in the room, no doubt about it, and I quickly realized that if we didn’t address it, that magic from brunch might be gone forever. Sometimes you only get one shot at a thing and it’s a shame to miss it. I wasn’t sure what this thing was but I felt it slipping through my grasp and, crazy as it seemed, I decided I was determined to hold onto it for dear life and see where it took us, for better...or for worse.


Four

My mind had moved from a wonderfully mellow buzz to something more sinister, a state of being where all manner of wicked thoughts bounced around unmoored from their rational shackles, wholly unimpeded by my inhibition and logic. I heard the door close softly behind me as I entered the suite first, followed by Annabelle. I turned around to look at her and she smiled at me, those sweet, innocent hazel eyes betraying no hint of mischief whatsoever.

“What’s wrong now, babe?” she asked, seemingly quite genuine in her concern. But before I could answer that concern was replaced with a wicked smile and the seductress has once again returned to tantilize and torture me.

“Were you checking out that waiter...at dinner?” I asked.

This time, the seductress didn’t vanish, she stayed right where she was and showed no signs of leaving. Annabelle raised her eyebrows.

“You mean that sexy black man who took our dessert order?”

My cock gave another lurch as blood began rushing to the tip and filling up the shaft with remarkable speed. I gulped and nodded.

“What if I was?” she asked, taking a step towards me, “would that...turn you on?” she continued her advance until she was standing just inches away from my trembling body. I had no idea where this was going to lead, but I had resolved to follow through on my decision to see this thing out, for better...or for worse. And in that moment I let the more sinister state of being take the reins completely.

After all it was just a harmless fantasy, right? We weren’t really going to...I mean we couldn’t, could we?

She again took her finger and traced a line with her nail down my torso and stopped when she came to the bulge in my pants.

“You know, those were actually my favorite videos...in your collection…” she said, now slowly walking a circle around me, removing pieces of clothing from my body as she walked, first my jacket, then tie, then the belt was next. My heart rate increased and I was having trouble controlling my breath.

“What videos?” I asked, but I already knew the answer. They were my favorite ones too. The contrast of the skin was so visually stimulating and the women never seemed like they were acting, it seemed more...real, passionate, intense.

“Oh, I think you know...those sexy, buff men and their big, dark cocks. You know, I actually masturbated to a few of them thinking about what it would be like.”

She laughed lightly.

“I guess that’s something we both have in common now, isn’t it?” she said, teasing me.

My cock was ready to burst out of my pants and Annabelle looked down and took notice.

“Oh my Will, this is really turning you on isn’t it? I never knew you were such a dirty, dirty boy…”

She took her middle finger and thumb and gently flicked at the head of my cock.

I nodded in the affirmative, still unable to speak.

“Good,” she said, “because it’s turning me on too.”

She lay down on the bed and summoned me over to her, spreading her legs to reveal she wasn’t wearing any panties. I could see her sweet juices glistening down her thighs.

I walked slowly over to her and then bent over to kiss her, but she reached out and placed a finger over my lips and shook her head no. Then she used her other hand to press my head down towards her pantiless pussy and instructed me to get to work.

I leaned over and paused just above her soaking wet lips, letting my breath tickle her down there, just a little bit. She let out a soft moan, letting me know she was eagerly anticipating the action. I puckered up and kissed gently on the top of her vagina and extended my tongue downward, licking just inside her walls and letting her sweet, tangy juices trickle across my tastebuds where they reached the back of my throat and stung my nostrils. The unity of these sensations, taste, touch, sound, and smell had me rock hard and I reached down to slowly stroke myself while I ate her pussy.

Annabelle reached down and gave me a light smack on the head and silently scolded me for touching myself.

“Not until I say you can,” she said. I let go of my cock, obeying the seductress and instead took my hand and slid two fingers inside her while I licked and sucked on her sex. She arched her back and moaned as my fingers entered and explored her wet walls.

“More…” she whispered in the dim light of our suite. “I want more…”

I stopped tantalizing her with my tongue for a moment and looked up across her navel into her lust filled eyes, not comprehending her.

“Slide another finger in, I want to be stretched…the way a big, black cock would stretch me,” she whispered. I almost came right there without even touching myself but I managed to keep my excitement in check.

Now Annabelle was normally so tight that I could barely even get a single finger inside her, let alone two. But she was adamant. So with my left palm facing me I brought my index and ring fingers together so that they were touching and resting on top of my middle finger so that the formation was narrow at the top and wider at the base.

I slowly began to slide my three left fingers inside her. The tip entered easily enough but as I plunged deeper I could feel some resistance. But no sooner did I feel that than it seemed an extra gush of juice would secrete and make the resistance futile. I kept pressing deeper and the base of my three-finger formation at last was inside and I felt her walls stretching to accommodate the girth. I’d never been more turned on before in my life.

“Of fuck, Will...that feels so good. I need to be stretched like this...I need a big, fat cock to come stretch me out, would you like that?”

Hearing the words come out of her mouth once more had me feeling those same conflicting emotions more intensely than ever before.

Would I like that?

In the heat of the moment, it seemed I most definitely would. And so I decided to let my inner most desires out into the world. I dared in that moment, to finally verbalize them. I looked down into my wife’s smoldering eyes and nodded my head.

“Yes, I would…” I whispered, “I want to watch you get stretched out by a big fat, cock…”

As I let the words fly from my mouth, I could feel Annabelle getting wetter than I’d ever felt her before in my life. Between that and her overall body language I could tell this was a major turn on for her too, which of course only turned me on more, but it also had me wondering once again just exactly whose fantasy this was. Mine or hers? Or could it be both and still be ok? Did she secretly, covertly actually want this to happen? Was she leading me on and hoping I’d take the bait?

The sound of my wife cumming harder than I’d ever seen her cum before as she grinded her hips onto my three-fingers deep inside her wet pussy pulled me out of my stupor and back into the present. I pulled my hand out of her and stepped towards her, preparing to enter her with my raging hard cock.

I looked deep into her eyes and saw nothing but pure, carnal lust staring back at me and she smiled, once again that wicked grin, and she began slowly shaking her head no.

“I don’t think so baby, you don’t get to touch me yet...” she used her foot to push me away, “I want to watch you. I want you to pretend you’re watching me get fucked and you can’t do anything but sit there and stroke to it...go head baby, stroke that hard cock for me while I get fucked…”

I took a step back, a little thrown off by my wife’s refusal but still insanely turned on by the unexpected twist. She slipped her own three fingers inside of herself this time and began to give me a taste of my fantasy - our fantasy now, it seemed.

I grabbed my throbbing cock in my right hand and began to jerk off in front of my wife. Something I’d never, ever done in front of anyone before. Something I’d never really imagined I’d ever do. But I could tell it was turning her on.

“That’s it baby, stroke that cock for me. Good boy. You like this don’t you?”

I nodded vigorously.

“Holy shit, this is so hot baby...watching you stroke your cock while I get fucked by another man, while he pounds me raw with his huge dick right in front of you...he feels so much better than you...oohhhhh fuck…”

In an instant, I totally lost control of my body. Huge gobs of thick, white jizz sprayed forth from the head of my cock so violently that they shot over Annabelle’s head and landed in gentle droplets on top of the bed, staining the down comforter with oily marks of shame.

I looked down, my withering cock in my hand and then back over to my wife who was up on her elbows, pussy still glistening in the dim light, grinning back at me.

“Holy. Shit. You continue to surprise me William Davis...I can’t believe how much this turns you on…”

I shook my head in disbelief.

“Neither can I,” I said. Only I wasn’t talking about myself. I knew how much it turned me on. What really surprised me was how much it seemed to turn Annabelle on. Never in a million years would have I thought this would be something she’d be into. The fact that she was had me more than a little worried, had I really not known my wife all these years? For that matter, had we really not known each other?
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We’d silently drifted off into the kind of deep, yet uneasy sleep that comes after a long day of drinking. If I had any dreams at all I’d forgotten them by morning. But in the cool light of early dawn, I awoke surprised to find myself with only a small headache and doubly surprised to be completely free of any regret or shame concerning the night before. Minus the small pounding sensation between my temples, I dare say I felt like a million bucks that fine Caribbean Christmas Morning. 

Sadly, the same could not be said for Annabelle. At least, not at first. As I turned to face her I was surprised to find an empty space in the bed where her body had been. That’s when I heard it. An awful retching noise, a deep guttural, almost primal yell, coming from the bathroom. The hangover had finally caught up with her and she was throwing up her guts in the toilet and she was anything but ladylike about it.

I laughed a bit to myself, noting that what I was feeling was lightyears away from what Annabelle must have been experiencing in that moment. I winced however, when I remembered how she also had a knack for developing some of the most wicked, vile, and lengthy hangovers I’d ever seen and I worried our Christmas Day in paradise might now be ruined as she was likely to be spending the better part of the day in bed, “trying not to die,” as she often put it.

But, much to my surprise, after a few more wretches, the bathroom door opened and my wife quietly joined me back in bed with the fresh smell of peppermint and mouthwash wafting from her tired mouth. She curled up next to me and wrapped herself in my arms.

“Feeling alright?” I said, stroking a fallen lock of hair from her face and tucking it behind her ear. She nodded.

“Are we going to need to cancel Christmas?” I half-joked.

“No, I actually think I’m going to be fine…” she said.

After a few silent moments watching the sun creep up over the horizon, I cleared my throat.

“So listen, about last night - about yesterday - all of it...I…”

“Let’s not talk about it,” she said, “we were drunk and got a little carried away, that’s all. It was a long day. No big deal,” she said, resting her palm on my chest.

“Yeah…” I said, voice trailing off, unsure where to go with my thoughts.

I watched her tiny hand rise and fall with my breath, somehow completely relieved and utterly crestfallen at the same time. Perhaps she was right. Perhaps that ought to have been the extent of it. We could just write it off and keep living our lives as if nothing happened.

But that feeling from the night before, at dinner, was still nagging at me. And I thought of the exhilaration I’d felt the night before - we’d hadn’t even had sex! Not in the traditional sense anyway. And yet somehow, without ever inserting myself inside her, it was easily the most powerful sexual experience of my life.

As I replayed the highlight reel of moments in my mind, I found myself getting extremely turned on and more than a little hard. I’m not proud of myself but I couldn’t exactly help it either, well I suppose I could have but I didn’t want to. I made a move to get up but stopped short when I realized Annabelle was sound asleep. I recalibrated my escape so as to disturb her as minimally as possible and I was able to slip out from beneath her weight without much fuss and only a light stirring from what, at that moment, with her brunette hair falling down around her face, her slender body curled up like a pretzel, and the soft, cool light of the early morning sun creeping through the shades, looked like nothing short of the most perfect, beautiful angel lying on a pillowy cloud of goose down and satin. I stood over her for a moment, watching her sleep, smile on my face before my pesky pecker reminded me it was rearing to go.

I tiptoed to the bathroom and gently shut the door and locked it. Only that last part wasn’t true. In my haste to be a naughty boy and abuse myself in the eyes of the lord, I’d forgotten to lock the door. I laid some toilet paper over the back of the toilet seat, quite haphazardly I must say, then pushed my boxer-briefs down to the cold, hard ground and began to gently pull on my pud as I again replayed the highlight reel of the night before, Annabelle’s sultry voice echoing in my head.

I don’t think so baby, you don’t get to touch me yet…

...pretend you’re watching me get fucked and you can’t do anything…

stroke that hard cock for me while I get fucked…

...while he pounds me raw with his huge dick right in front of you...he feels so much better than you…

oohhhhh fuck…

“OH MY GOD, WILL?! What are you doing?”

I spun around in horror and saw my wife staring back at me in total shock. I hadn’t even heard the door click open and groan on its hinges. I was so absorbed in the lustful fantasy of the night before that I’d completely lost my sense of self.

And it was too late for me. Tragically, comically so.

The launch sequence had been initiated, the tooth paste had been karate chopped from the tub, the milk was spilling...all over my hand and onto the floor in a puddle near my feet.

“Merry Christmas?” I said weakly, shrugging my shoulders in an effort to make light of the situation.

Annabelle let out a small, frightful whimper and dashed out of the bathroom. I could hear her jump into bed followed by the rustling of the covers.

“Fuck. Shit. Fuck…” I muttered over and over again as I quickly wiped up the mess and washed my hands. I pulled my boxer-briefs back on and slowly, shamefully walked out of the bathroom.

Annabelle was curled up in a ball beneath the comforter with it pulled up and over her head as if she was hiding from a thunderstorm. Her breathing slowed as she recognized my presence in the room. She was almost completely still.

After an awkward beat, I heard giggling. And then that gave way to an absolute howling storm of laughter as my wife totally lost it.

“Hey, that’s not nice...Come on. I woke up - and you were - what was I supposed to do?” I stammered, trying to justify myself like a buffoon. But it was no use. I don’t even think she could hear me over her relentless guffawing. 

I hung my head in defeat and then, strangely, I began to laugh thunderously as well and suddenly, inexplicably that magic from the morning before at brunch had returned to us and I felt as though we were in store for an extra special Christmas after all.
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Our stomachs in a stitch and our cheek bones sore and tired from smiling so hard, we finally managed to pull ourselves together and make some coffee to help take the edge off our delayed hangovers.

Despite the raucous laugh session, I knew there was still work to be done. A final hurdle to clear. Only this time I wasn’t afraid to broach the subject. Deep down, I knew it was what I wanted, I knew, I think, on some level Annabelle was game too. And, I know it sounds crazy to say, but I was willing to take the risk.

As I stood in the small kitchenette pouring fresh coffee into a pair of whimsical, white ceramic mugs, I just blurted it out. Like a bandaid, baby. Right off!

“What if it wasn’t just a fantasy?” I said, spinning around with two piping hot cups of coffee and walking over to join my wife on the sofa in the living area of the suite. I handed her a mug as the steam curled upward toward the ceiling, filling the entire room with one of the sweetest aromas known to humankind.

“What if what wasn’t a fantasy?” she asked, blinking her eyes at me.

“Come on, you know what I’m talking about. I woke up this morning and all I could think about was last night...the things you said, I was just so turned on I couldn’t help it that’s why I…you know,” I made dumb motion towards the bathroom with my hand and chuckled.

“Seriously?” she asked, genuinely taken aback by my admission.

“Yeah, why else did you think I’d be doing that?”

“I don’t know, just taking care of your morning wood? I didn’t think I had anything to do with it.”

“Well, it did. It had everything to do with it,” I said.

I let her chew on that for a minute before continuing.

“I’m not saying, I want to do it today or anything. Or ever really, especially, you know...if you’re not into it. I don’t want to pressure you, plus it’s probably not something we should rush into anyway without really talking about it. But…” I let out a heavy sigh, “I guess what I’m trying to say is it’s a lot more than just a fantasy if that makes sense. And I want to be honest with you, and, I wanted to say it while we were both, you know...”

“Sober?” she said, finishing my thought.

I nodded my head and placed my palm over the top of her hand. She smiled at me and I melted inside.

“Oh, Will...:” she looked away, a little embarrassed searching for the words, “I mean I don’t know what to say, I guess I kind figured it was a little more than a fantasy when I stumbled on you stash but still, I never expected to hear it out loud. It’s a little strange…”

I opened my mouth to say something, but thought better of it. I wanted to let her have a chance to process her thoughts and get out whatever it was she wanted to say in that moment.

“I guess, I don’t really know what to say besides that…” she said.

“Well, I mean does it turn you on to think about...doing something like that?” I asked already knowing the answer. She laughed a little.

“Well, I mean obviously, yeah...

I began to smile from ear to ear as she continued.

“But I think, for me, it’s probably just a fantasy. At least for now. I’m not sure if it’s something I could actually go through with in real life, you know?”

As quickly as it came, my smile faded. I swallowed hard. For a moment I felt like I’d been walloped on the nose by a baseball or something. It stung. But, deep down I understood the hesitation. Problem was, I wanted it anyway. Hesitations be damned.

“Yeah,” I said, trying to play it cool. “It’s probably for the best that way…” I think she picked up on my sorrow.

“But hey, I mean it is pretty hot and there’s no limit to what we can cook up together, as a fantasy?”

She reached over and began rubbing the head of my cock with her hand from outside my pants and I was instantly hard again.
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By the end of a delicious breakfast and a few mimosas each, I had almost entirely forgotten about the chat Annabelle and I had just had back in the suite. I’d almost totally forgotten the disappointment and had convinced myself it was indeed for the best. I’d gotten caught up in the moment, temporary insanity. That was all. It was just a fantasy and that was just fine with me.

And best of all? We’d quickly recaptured that feeling from yesterday’s brunch. We were opening up and connecting with each other again and vibing on that magical frequency. Laughter was plentiful and the booze was flowing. I found myself wondering why in the hell I’d even broached the subject in the first place, this was a good thing, a great thing...why do something that might screw it up?

Regret...that’s why. You’ll never know what could have been…said a strange voice from deep inside my mind. Or was it the devil on my shoulder? Either way, I pushed it aside and kept telling myself all was well. I didn’t know what I was talking about yesterday. Today, here and now, how I was feeling - that was what I really wanted.

As I had that thought, I looked up at Annabelle to find she was studying me intently and for the briefest of moments I saw that flash again - that sinister seductress from yesterday - but within the blink of an eye, she was gone. And there was my sweet Annabelle sitting across from me, innocent and sweet, her hazel eyes shimmering in the morning sun.

But despite what my eyes were telling me, something suddenly felt off. My heart was beating faster and blood was rushing to my cock.

“Ready to hit the beach?” Annabelle said, standing up and pushing in her chair. This snapped me out of my daze and thankfully, also snapped off the flow of blood to my genitals before it was too late.

“Yes, dear,” I said and stood up. I gave my head a quick shake and tried to refocus my mind on other things...things that had nothing whatsoever to do with another man railing my wife right in front of me.

I really tried.
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It was still early when we got to the beach and so we had our choice of spots in which to set up shop for the day. Since it was Christmas and we’d agreed in advance not to do gifts this year, we decided to go all out and treat ourselves to some prime real estate in the form of a spacious cabana with an incredible view that was tucked away from the rest of the chairs and umbrellas in a little makeshift cove around the corner from the main resort beach area.

The cabana also came with our own private server, buckets with ice to keep our drinks cool, and access to an exclusive food and drink menu. It was, for all intents and purposes, our own private beach complete with waitstaff, top-shelf liquor, and gourmet food all at the snap of a finger.

And we got it all for the low, low price of about one-hundred American dollars plus tip. It was a steal. A similar setup in the states, say in a place like California or Las Vegas or South Beach, could easily run you a grand or more. We were more than eager to take advantage of the insane value and quickly found ourselves wondering why we didn’t take advantage yesterday too.

“Merry Christmas to us,” I said as I flopped down on one of the luxurious and unfathomably comfortable loungers inside our throne-room-like cabana.

“This is amazing,” Annabelle said, “we should be doing this every day. What a steal!”

Before I could respond, our personal waiter arrived to take our drink order.

“Good morning, party people. Glad to see at least some of our guests are eager and ready to take advantage of this gorgeous Christmas morning. Feliz Navidad my friends, what can I get for you?”

I stared up, mouth agape, it was our waiter from the night before - at dinner - the “gorgeous black man,” as my wife had referred to him, who took our dessert order.

“Hey, I remember you -” Annabelle said, I felt a pit in my stomach, “you took our dessert order last night…” she took off her sunglasses to give him a better look at her face and his eyes instantly lit up with recognition.

“That’s right...you were craving some chocolate...lava cake,” he said, lingering on the word chocolate exactly the same way my wife had the night before.

He quickly shifted his eyes over to me and winked.

“Creme brulee,” he said as he pointed at me.

“That’s right.” I nodded.

“Wow! Great memory,” Annabelle said, leaning up to try to read his name tag, “Dario,” she said with a slight edge to her voice.

“Thank you, uh --”

“Annabelle,” my wife said. And then nothing at all. I cleared my throat.

“Oh, and this is my husband William,” she said, giving a little snort. She was clearly flustered by Dario’s presence and I found myself wondering exactly what was going through her head in that moment. Based on the way she was staring at him, I couldn’t help but wonder if she lied to me back in the room. Maybe she was just too scared of hurting my feelings. Or maybe if the offer had been more concrete...not just anyone...but if she could have Dario...would she have said yes?

There was an awkward silence for a moment or two before I cleared my throat once again.

“Uhh, I’ll just take a cold lager please and thank you.”

Dario gave a slight nod and turned his attention back to Annabelle.

“And for the lady?”

“Shot of tequila, with lime please. And I’ll have a beer as well...to wash it down with,” Annabelle said, looking over at me, trying to entice me to play keep up. She was already playing the instigator and she’d yet to take a sip.

“Oh, fine. I’ll have a shot of tequila as well,” I said.

Dario gave a slight bow and retreated across the beach to put in our order.

Annabelle sat up on her haunches and removed her sunglasses to watch him walk away. Her gaze followed his effortless strides across the white sand for a very, very long time.

I cleared my throat for a third time to snap her back to attention.

She turned around to face me, cheeks flush with embarrassment.

“What?” she asked incredulously. “He’s hot, I can’t help it.”

Those words punched me in the chest and made me insanely jealous.

“Excuse me? What about it just being a fantasy...didn’t we…”

She held up her hand to cut me off.

“It is just a fantasy, and baby...I am fantasizing hard about his fine ass,” she turned to locate Dario but she was gone from site.

My dick was now half-hard and before I could cover it up, she spotted it.

“And I see you’re fantasizing hard too, baby,” she said with a smile.

Defeated and unsure what to say next, I remained silent and buried my nose in a book.

Eventually, Dario returned with our drink order and we downed our shots. The cold beers went down easy on that hot Christmas morning and Dario kept them flowing, along with delicious snacks, for a few hours after that.

Soon, Annabelle and I had the perfect mellow buzz going on as the afternoon sun crept high over head. The heat and the booze were frying our bodies and brains in all the right ways and suddenly we were both primed for trouble.

As we lay flat on our stomachs facing each other, lost in one another’s eyes, Annabelle disappeared. Not literally of course. Her body was still there, but a new person was inhabiting it. Her inner-slut was coming out and I felt my dick getting hard beneath the weight of my body.

“You know,” she said, “no one can see us in here.”

“Yeah?” I said, unaware of where she was taking this line thought.

“And Dario just brought us fresh drinks...we could, you know…”

I finally caught on and scolded her. I was too much of a prude for that.

“No way, we can’t do that! What if we got caught,” I protested.

She stuck her tongue out at me and rolled over onto her back.

“You’re no fun,” she said, “I bet Dario would be game,” that last thing was muttered under her breath but I heard it. I pretended not to however so as not to give her the satisfaction of knowing she’d gotten to me, or worse her suggesting that the idea would turn me on...because it did. My god, did it turn me on.

“I think I’m starting to burn a little,” she said.

“Even through the cabana?” I asked.

“Yeah, can you help me put some lotion on?” she asked.

I stood up without thinking and my boner nearly took Annabelle’s eyes out.

“Holy shit, Will!” she cried out. “You’re so hard. Are you thinking about me and Dario?” She began to laugh and grab at my crotch but I successfully evaded her outstretched hands and tucked my hard on up into my waistband and pulled my shirt on over my head to make sure the head was covered up as well.

Again, Annabelle stuck her tongue out and blew a raspberry at me. I walked to an area near the entrance of the cabana to grab the sun tan lotion.
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I lazily squirted some lotion into my hands and rubbed them together to warm it up a bit. Then I began to slather it on Annabelle’s back, working the white cream into her silky, tanned skin. I was doing a terrible job, it’s true. I was missing spots, rubbing too hard and pulling her skin with my hand motions and irritating her to no end.

“Ow, be gentle,” she cried out with her face down. “Damn it, Will. Are you even getting my back, what are you doing?”

Before I could answer, a tall figure standing behind me blocked out the sun.

“Here, allow me,” a voice said.

I turned around to find myself face to face with Dario who was carrying a tray with our drinks on it. He placed the tray down carefully on the small table in the corner of the cabana and reached out towards the bottle of lotion that I was suddenly gripping way too tightly in my hand. So much so that I could see the whites of my knuckles.

Instinctively, I pulled away from his outstretched hands which were massive compared to mine and he immediately withdrew as if I’d reached out and slapped him. He held up his hands.

“Hey, sorry I didn’t mean to - it’s just that I’m good with my hands, licensed masseuse and all. I just figured you could sit back and relax and let me take care of your wife. But, no worries.”

Take care of my wife? I found that sentence strangely arousing but before I could say anything, Annabelle lifted her head up, a slight smile on her face. She made eye contact with me as if to say watch this.

“Oh, no. That’s ok, Dario. I would love a pair of hands that know what they’re doing and my husband here could stand to learn a thing or two,” she said.

Dario looked at me unsure, as if waiting for my permission.

“Come on, Will. Give him the lotion,” Annabelle said.

Reluctantly, I gave in and handed the lotion over to Dario. What the hell was happening? Was I really about to let another man lay his hands on my wife? I mean sure it was just some lotion and maybe a light pressure massage but, this didn’t seem normal.

And yet...there I was. Letting it happen and finding myself strangely excited to see where it led.

Dario approached my wife as she lay back down on her stomach. He squirted some lotion into his massive hands, in much the same way I had, but I could tell when he began to rub them together with a smooth, effortless ease that his technique was going to be much different than mine.

He leaned over and reached out towards Annabelle’s body which suddenly seemed even more petite juxtaposed next to Dario’s. He hesitated for a moment and turned to look at me to check if I was watching.

It seemed that the fact that I was indeed staring intently at him and my wife gave him great pleasure as his lips curled into a smile when he saw the look on my face. His smile, in fact, was not unlike the one my wife had flashed several times during our stay - it was that of the sultry seductress - and it appeared, as I studied his face and all the intentions that lay beneath it, the tempress had found her incubus.

Dario turned away from me and placed his hands on Annabelle’s shoulders with light pressure and she let out a soft moan.

It was over for me at that point as I found myself instantly and fully erect as I watched the tall, dark-skinned stud go to work oiling up my wife’s supple body.

“Ohhh, my god. That feels amazing,” she whispered.

Dario laughed.

“I’m just rubbing the lotion on, hardly any pressure,” he said, looking over at me.

“But your hands are so strong and firm and big, it just feels so -”

Her breath was stolen from her as Dario pressed his thumbs into the muscles beneath her shoulder blades and began to loosen her up while he simultaneously and expertly worked the lotion into her skin.

“Just let me know if it’s too much pressure.”

“No, it’s perfect,” Annabelle whispered.

Dario slowly worked his way down her upper back and without a word spoken, unclasped her bikini top and kept right on going down her back.

When he reached the top of her buttocks, he stopped and stood up as if he’d done what he came to do and intended to leave us, finally.

“No,” Annabelle cried, “keep going, please.”

Even though I was still rock hard, I felt the sudden urge to break the whole thing up. This was madness. Why was I allowing this to happen?

“I think that’s enough, honey - I mean, I’m sure Dario is busy,” I said.

He held up his hand.

“Nope, not busy actually,” he looked at his watch, “my shift ended about five minutes ago so, I’m totally free.”

Annabelle looked over at me and then at the bulge in my pants and smiled, self-satisfactorily and then mouthed the word wow at me.

“If you wouldn’t mind just getting the backs of my legs, Dario...I’d really, really appreciate it.”

Dario looked over and smiled at me once again and went back to work, lotioning up my wife’s body.

He put more lotion in his hands and rubbed them together and started rubbing the back of Annabelle’s legs, about mid-hamstring. But soon they were creeping up higher and higher and suddenly his fingers were just inches away from my wife’s pussy.

I found myself wondering if she was wet right then and laughed. Of course she was, how could she not be? Those massive, powerful hands working her over. She was probably in heaven.

She let out another moan, this time louder.

“Oh my god,” she said, exhaling hard.

“Does that feel good?” Dario asked, sliding his hands under her bathing suit and cupping her ass cheeks with his hands.

My dick was ready to explode, but so was my temper.

I stood up quickly and was suddenly yelling.

“Alright, that’s enough!”

Dario jumped back from my wife and put his hands up.

“Hey, man sorry. I didn’t mean to, I just thought you guys were -” he looked over to Annabelle who was staring at me with her mouth agape as if to say, what the hell are you doing you crazy person?

“Will!” she yelled, “calm down, why are you yelling?”

“Sorry, I’m sorry. I misread the situation. My bad. I thought you guys were one of those couples,” Dario said. “Please, forgive me.”

He appeared genuinely sorry and confused.

“One of those couples?” I asked, even though I knew damn well what he was hinting at.

“You know, one of those -”

But before he could finish, my wife cut him off with six words that changed our lives forever.

“We are one of those couples,” she said, letting it hang in the air for a moment. “Aren’t we, Will?” she asked, looking at me with sinister and sexy eyes that made it impossible for me to deny her. In that moment, I think I would have agreed to just about anything.

I didn’t know what was happening, but I was powerless to resist. A passenger in my own body.

“Yes,” I mumbled. “Sorry, I just -”

“Still new to the game?” Dario asked.

“Very new,” Annabelle said. “Actually, we’ve never really, you know…”

“Never?” Dario asked, genuinely shocked.

Annabelle shook her head no.

“Just fantasized so far,” she said.

Dario smiled to himself.

“Understood, well hey. No hard feelings, I totally understand. You have to wait until you’re ready,” he said.

I felt a little relieved as though the tension and stress hanging in the air all around us has suddenly dissipated. Yes, indeed, we did have to wait until we were ready.

“Thanks for understanding,” I began to say but Annabelle started to talk over me.

“Oh, we are ready,” she said. “Don’t you think, Will?”

Once again, I felt compelled to agree with her even though every intellectual instinct in my body was telling me it was a bad idea, the primal instincts seemed to be totally in control and wanted nothing more than to agree with her every word.

So out it came.

“Yes, I think we are…”

Dario looked relieved and my wife looked like she might jump my bones right then and there and forget all about Dario just for my saying yes to her desires.

“Well, how about this,” Dario said, looking out the ocean. “Why don’t you two enjoy the rest of your beautiful Christmas afternoon, get yourselves all cleaned up, have a nice dinner, and let’s say around 10 PM, I’ll come by your suite and give a knock. If you decide to answer, we’ll see where it goes and if not, hey, that’s equally cool with me. It’s all up to you guys, have a wonderful afternoon.”

He winked at us and, before we could agree or disagree with anything he said, he turned and walked out of the cabana.

I couldn’t believe it was all suddenly...happening.


Ten

After a lengthy discussion, my wife and I decided to follow Dario’s prescription to the T. We were seated, once again, at the steakhouse restaurant we’d eaten at the night before, plates of empty scraps in front of us. Several bottles of wine were consumed and we were feeling just about perfect. Despite the wine and the ease with which we’d gone about our afternoon, I still felt somehow uneasy about the whole thing.

How had Annabelle managed to change her mind so quickly? Or had she actually changed it? Had it been made up this entire time and the whole let’s just keep it a fantasy for now thing was yet another clever ruse to spare my feelings and trick me into going along with whatever it was she decided to do? My head was swimming in dark and devious thoughts weighed down heavy by a multitude of apprehensions and misgivings.

“Are we really going to do this?” I said finally as we each worked on what would be our final glass of the evening before we retired to our suite and either did or did not answer Dario’s knock.

“We don’t have to,” Annabelle said, “I told you in the cabana, I told you back in our room, and I told you when we sat down for dinner. If you’re uncomfortable, we can just not answer when he knocks. No big deal….I thought this was something you really wanted so I decided...what the hell? It’s Christmas.”

I folded my arms, trying to parse her words for any hint of betrayal or deeper, hidden meaning.

“But we agreed no gifts,” I said.

“Well, I thought it'd be ok since it would really be a gift for both of us, wouldn’t it?”

She had a point.

“But what made you change your mind so quickly? This morning you said…”

“I know, I know what I said,” she shrugged her shoulders, “I can’t explain it, it just suddenly felt like maybe something was slipping through my fingers. Something that I should try to hold onto…”

She looked at me for reassurance and even though I knew exactly what she was talking about, I suddenly couldn’t bring myself to agree with her.

“I’m just not sure if I’m ready,” I said.

“Ok, I totally understand. I would never want to force you into doing something you’re uncomfortable with, Will. Let’s just go back and have the night to ourselves,” she said.

She did her best to hide it, but I could tell she was disappointed.

“I love you,” I said to her.

“I love you too, Will.”


Eleven

It was nearly 10:00 when we got back to our suite.

“Remember, just don’t answer when he knocks,” Annabelle said as she went to the bathroom to change and freshen up while I went over to the fridge to make us a couple of cocktails to enjoy as a nightcap on our balcony overlooking the waves. I stared wistfully out at the ocean, wondering if I was making a huge mistake. If it was something, deep down, that my wife would always secretly hold against me and resent me for. Was I being selfish?

Before I could even begin to answer my own questions, there came a soft knocking on our door and I froze. It was 10:01 and there was no doubt in my mind who was waiting on the other side should I dare to open it. I waited a moment, scared to move. Then there came a second knocking on our door, this time a bit harder. It was the kind of knock you gave just in case your first one went unheard by the people inside and you just wanted to make sure you gave it an honest effort before you gave up and went away.

But this second knock broke the spell and without being totally conscious of what i was doing, I found myself gliding across the cold tile floor of our suite towards the entrance to open the door and invite the late night visitor across the threshold and into the great unknown. Once again, I was but a passenger in my own body.

I placed my hand on the cold steel of the door handle and drew in a sharp breath, counting down in my head. Five...four...three...two...one...and off with it!

I yanked down on the handle and pulled the heavy door towards me. And there he was, standing unassumingly in the hallway in tan jeans and a white polo shirt, head bowed almost in prayer.

When I opened the door, he looked up and smiled at me. Without a word spoken between us, I stepped aside and with a sweeping gesture of my arm, ushered him inside. I closed the door softly behind me as I heard the water that had been running in the bathroom shut off as Annabelle gave a heavy sigh as if to signal the conclusion of her bathroom routine.

“Anything to drink?” I said to Dario as we stood awkwardly in the living area. I motioned to the two drinks I’d started making and left unfinished over in the bar area by the fridge.

“Uhh, sure. Whatever you’re having is fine with me,” he said. A perfect gentleman.

But before I could answer, I heard the door to the bathroom click open and my stomach dropped in horror. What was I doing? We never agreed to this. Annabelle was in the bathroom this whole time thinking we’d abort the plan and now here I was ambushing her and offering her body to a total stranger.

Once again, before I had any time to untangle my thoughts, the door groaned on its hinges and swung wide.

Annabelle was standing there, backlit and glowing from the bright light coming from the bathroom, drying her face with a small towel, and completely, totally naked. She looked incredible and for a moment I lost myself.

Then she let out a soft yelp and covered her chest with one arm and placed a hand over her vagina.

“Will! What the -” she looked over to me and I shrugged, then she turned to Dario who must have looked like a Greek God standing next to me, “Hi, Dario,” she said, clearly embarrassed.

But she had nothing to be embarrassed about and, deep down, she knew it. Her body was as tight as the day we’d met in college and her curved hips, round ass, and supple breasts would drive any man wild and I could see the lustful passion building up in Dario’s eyes as he raked them up and down her body.

“Sorry, let me just get changed,” she said and began fumbling through our drawers for some clothes.

“There’s no need,” Dario said, “I mean, unless you’re more comfortable…”

“Maybe just a robe,” my wife said, grabbing one from inside the bathroom and wrapping it around herself.

The three of us shared a moment of awkward silence.

“Why don’t I pour us all a shot?” Dario said and excused himself over to the bar to pour three shots of tequila.

“That’s a great idea,” Annabelle called after him.

Then she took both my hands in hers and stared deeply into my eyes.

“What’s going on? I thought you weren’t going to answer?”

“I thought the same thing,” I said, “I don’t know what came over me, I just - he knocked and I answered.”

She studied my face. Then smiled. The wicked seductress hadn’t quite returned but I could tell she was just behind those searching eyes, waiting to be unleashed.

“You’re sure about this?” she said, then stole a glance at Dario as he poured our shots.

“No, I’m not sure...but the one thing I am sure of...I don’t want to have any regrets, no what-could-have-beens. And I think you feel the same way, don’t you?”

She bit her bottom lip and nodded, slipping her robe over her shoulders she let it drop to the floor. Her nipples were completely hard and I could notice a change in her body. She leaned towards me and planted a wet kiss on my lips just as Dario returned and handed us each a shot.

We all silently clinked glasses and then tossed back our shots. I collected the glasses and placed them in the sink and then turned to where my wife and Dario were standing near our bed.

I gave an uncomfortable chuckle.

“Well, I have no idea how these things start…” I said.

“Usually like this,” Dario said as he stepped towards Annabelle and took her curvaceous hips into his huge dark hands and pulled her naked white body towards his and held her tightly against his chest.

Annabelle let out a soft gasp and Dario leaned in and began to kiss her.


Twelve

It was slow and soft at first as Annabelle’s body instinctively tightened up and resisted him, but within a few seconds she had loosened up and I watched as she slid her tongue into his mouth and began vigorously lapping and lashing out at his. Soon both of their mouths were wide open as they explored each other. Dario’s hand crept up to Annabelle’s face and cradled her chin for a few moments before they broke it off.

Annabelle turned and looked at me. I was totally speechless.

“Was that ok?” she asked.

I could only nod in return as I took a seat in the chair next to the bed to get a better view.

I couldn’t believe my eyes. I knew it would be hot, but I wasn’t fully prepared for how sensual and arousing it would be to watch another man jam his tongue down my wife’s throat. They could have stopped right there and I would have been a happy man. But I wanted to take it further.

I watched with terror, glee, horror, and delight as Annabelle pulled Dario’s shirt off over his head to reveal a chiseled black chest and washboard abs. It appeared he didn’t have a hair on his body and every line and ripple of muscle seemed perfectly carved and sculpted by the hand of god.

Annabelle placed her petite white hands on his dark chest and ran them over his pecs and down across his abdomen. She was totally in awe of the perfect physical specimen that stood before her and to be honest, so was I.

They made out for another minute or two before I watched Annabelle, without any prompting from me or Dario, drop to her knees and undo his belt buckle and pull off his pants.

His dick was huge and it wasn’t even out of his briefs yet. Annabelle stared for a few long moments at the bulge in his crotch and hesitated. She turned and looked at me, and there it was. Suddenly the seductress was back and my wife was gone. Her inner-slut had been unleashed and she was ready to play.

I gulped hard and nodded. Go ahead baby.

She reached into his waistband with her left hand and gasped as her fingers wrapped around his shaft. She pulled his briefs off with her other hand and I almost came in my pants right on the spot.

Her tiny little fingers were wrapped around the biggest, blackest cock I’d ever seen and she held it delicately as she examined it like a piece of fine art. Her wedding ring was glistening in the light and I almost lost it. The sight of my wife, with her wedding ringed fingers wrapped around another man’s cock was driving me insane.

Still holding onto his manhood, she turned and looked at me, then down at the bulge in my pants.

“Is this what you wanted baby? Is this turning you on?” she hissed.

Again, I could only nod.

“Do you want me to suck it?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said. Finally managing to get some words out.

Annabelle licked her lips and opened her mouth wide to accommodate his girth. She paused for a second with the tip of his dick just millimeters from her lips and then finally took him into her luscious wet mouth and began to slurp and suck like a greedy little slut.

“Mmm, damn” Dario said, locking eyes with me, “your wife knows how to suck a dick. Head game is right on point,” he closed his eyes and revelled in the sensation of pleasure my wife was giving him...right in front of me.

I didn’t know what to say, so I remained silent and watched Annabelle on her knees, sucking a big, black cock and totally losing herself in the moment. In fact, it seemed she’d forgotten I was there. But as soon as I had that thought, she popped her mouth off his cock and stood up.

She walked over to me and placed both her hands on the arm rests of the chair in which I was seated and leaned over.

“I love you,” she said.

But before I could get out my reply, she pressed her lips into mine and began to make out with me. I could taste Dario on her breath. It was so depraved and wrong but at the same time so deliciously deviant and sexy that my dick, once again, threatened to tear a whole in the fabric of my pants.

Annabelle pulled away and looked down at my bulge.

“Take it out,” she whispered.

“Huh?” I said, so turned on and worked up that it was hard to comprehend any english whatsoever.

“Take your cock out…” she said, “I want you to stroke it for me while he fucks me.”

I slowly unzipped my pants and was careful to not even brush up against the skins of my dick for fear even the slightest sensation might cause me to spew my load prematurely and ruin all the fun.

By the time I had my cock out and in my hand, Dario was standing proudly behind my wife, slowly tickling her clit with the head of his cock.

And then it hit me like a ton of bricks and I felt sick to my stomach. He was going to fuck her. It was going to happen and at this point there was nothing I could do to stop it. My sweet, innocent Annabelle was going to defile her vows to me and she was going to do it right in front of my face, while I jerked off to it. But contemplating the depravity of the whole situation only served to harden my cock more as I slowly began to work my hand up and down my own shaft.

“Wait,” I said. “Do you have a condom?” Annabelle was not on birth control as she’d always been afraid of the side effects and the impact that messing with her hormones might have on her wellness.

Dario paused for a moment, then looked down at Annabelle.

And then he was inside her.

“Don’t worry,” he said with a grin as Annabelle closed her eyes in surprise and delight, “I’ll pull out.”

“Holy shit, Will,” she said.

It was weird to hear her say my name while another man made her feel things I never could, but I immediately forgot about my concern over the lack of a condom.

“Fuck, that is huge. Go slow, I need to loosen up before I can take all of you,” Annabelle said. Her eyes were shut tightly as she began to come harder than I’d ever seen her come before in my entire life. Even at my absolute best, peak performance, I couldn’t even come close to what Dario had achieved within thirty seconds of being inside her.

I watched with intense jealousy as this stranger who we’d only just met in the last twenty-four hours, rammed his giant cock inside my wife.

She began to press herself back against him in rhythm with his deep strokes. She was getting dicked down like a total slut and loving every second of it.

It had been several long minutes since she had opened her eyes and acknowledged my existence. Soon she was coming hard again, a leg shaking, earth shattering orgasm that was even more powerful than the one that came before it.

Finally, I mustered up the courage to speak.

“Annabelle,” I said, bringing her out of her dick-induced stupor.

She looked slightly annoyed at first, but once she saw my face staring at her she lightened up. Dario was still sliding his cock in and out of her as she spoke to me.

“What baby?”

I glanced down between her legs and watched, mesmerized, for a few moments as a giant, black dick glided in and out of my wife’s pussy. I could see it was coating in that same, thick white resin that had coated my own shaft just the other day.

“You can’t let him come inside you, you have to -” but she was lost in pleasure once again as Dario began thrusting harder and harder. She came for a third time while digging her fingernails into my thighs.

Once again, I tried to make her see reason.

“Babe, he’s not wearing a condom and you’re not --” her eyes went wide with recognition and she turned to look back at Dario in wonder. Then she turned back to me.

“No wonder he feels so good,” she said, teasing me a little.

“Annabelle,” I said, but she’s gotten the point. She leaned back toward Dario, allowing him to palm one of her milky white breasts in his hand and she whispered to him.

“You have to tell me when you’re going to bust, you can’t go inside me,” she said. Then she leaned forward and rested her hands back on my thighs.

She locked eyes with and suddenly everything felt...okay. Even though Dario was there, not only there, but inside her, she was making me feel like it was just me and her. And in that moment, I’d never been more in love.

I love you she mouthed as Dario began pounding harder and hard, his body began to tense and I could tell he was ready to unleash his seed inside my wife. But Annabelle was ready for it and pulled away from him.

She dropped to her knees in front of him and opened her mouth wide as he spewed buckets of hot, white cum into her mouth and down the back of her throat with a deep, guttural yell.

Annabelle eagerly accepted his deposit and swallowed every last drop.

“Mmmm, thank you Dario,” she said with a smile. Then turned to me.

“Did you like that baby?” she asked. I nodded, still holding my hard cock in my hand.

Dario quickly and quietly got dressed and with nothing more than a slight nod in my direction, disappeared into the night.

And then it really was just us.


Thirteen

Annabelle eyed my hard cock with a primal lust.

“Looks like it’s your turn to get some of this slutty pussy,” she said, “do you want to feel what Dario did to your sweet, little wife with his big, black cock?”

I nodded vigorously and stood up.

“Slow down baby, not yet,” she said with a sly smile, “I want to watch you stroke it for me first while I talk dirty to you.”

I sat back down and began to jerk off for her. Again, I felt weird and self-conscious, but it was clearly turning her on and I liked that she liked it so much.

“That’s it, good boy. Stroke that hard cock for me…” she said, encouraging me, “you liked watching your wife take that fat cock didn’t you? God, his big, back cock felt so good inside me Will, you have no idea.”

I gulped hard and tried to steady my breathing so as to not blow my load before I could enter her.

“Mmm, I felt just like one of those sluts in those videos you like so much. Isn’t that just what you wanted baby? You wanted me to be a little slut wife for you didn’t you?” she said.

And I could no longer take it. This time I didn’t care if she protested. I wanted her and I would have her.

I stood up and grabbed her and led her towards the bed.

“Oh, baby, I love what this does to you. You never take charge like this,” she said. She bent over and let me enter her from behind.

She moaned loudly. She was still soaking wet from being fucked just minutes before by a cock that was easily two or three times the size of mine.

“Will,” she exclaimed, “you’re so hard, I’ve never felt you this big before, fuck...I’m gonna come,” she said. And she really meant it. It might not have been more powerful than the orgasms Dario had given her, but it was pretty damn close.

Soon I could no longer hold it and was unleashing my seed deep inside her and reclaiming her as my own.

I collapsed in a heap on the bed beside her, breathless and full of emotion, as the world slowly and painfully came back into focus.

My head was swimming in a pool of conflicting emotions and feelings as the warm sea breeze whipped in off the ocean and through our open balcony doors.

Annabelle lay curled up beside me in my arms, but she looked so peaceful and content that I wondered if she was experiencing the same things I was.

“How did he feel?” I finally asked, unable to keep my curiosity to myself.

“What?” she asked.

“Dario...what was he...you know, like?”

She took a deep breath and then told me the truth.

“He was unlike anything I’ve ever had...just...amazing.”

I’d never been hurt more by any words ever spoken than by the ones Annabelle said that night. But, I liked it. Loved it actually.

“Best you’ve ever had?” I asked, doubling down on the opportunity for pain.

She bit her bottom lip and hesitated, then nodded.

And my dick instantly rose to attention, hard as ever before and ready for another round.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too, Will. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to properly thank you for this,” she said as she grabbed my cock in her hand and gave it a firm squeeze.

“But I’ll keep trying,” she said.


Fourteen

We repeated the ritual several more times into the early hours of the morning and finally passed out just before dawn as the first rays of the sun were creeping up over the Caribbean sea.

When we awoke, we made love again and again all day long until it was time to head to dinner. It was our last night and we’d hope to catch Dario once more before we left but we were informed by another member of the staff that it was his day off.

Nonetheless we shared a wonderful meal together and spent the rest of the night packing, fucking, and eagerly planning our return trip to a place we’d now come to think of as more than just paradise.

That night I’d slept better than I’d ever slept before in my life and that ease of interaction, that openness and vulnerability that we’d shared that morning on the veranda, before we’d embarked on this adventure together had not only returned but they’d increased tenfold.

We’d never been happier, closer, more connected or more turned on by each other before in our entire lives.

The morning of our departure, we were both sad to leave. Annabelle especially so.

“I feel like we were just getting started with this...whole thing and now I’m sad it’s time to go,” she said.

“I know, baby. But we had a hell of a time...and who says it has to be over? We’ll come back next year,” I said hopefully.

The sultry seductress flashed her wicked smile at me.

“I don’t know if I can wait a whole year to have another big, black cock inside me,” she said.

“Fuck, that makes me so hard,” I said.

“I know it does,” she hissed and then jumped on top of me. We fucked for so long we almost missed our flight home. Which, in hindsight wouldn’t have been the worst thing in the world.

But despite our best efforts we made it to the airport just in time to return home to our miserable, rain and snow filled lives on the east coast to grind it out until we were finally able to return.

As our plane took off and rose up high over the sparkling blue ocean and palm-line, white sand beaches, Annabelle stared out the window, already longing to return. I think I even saw a tear in her eye. Or maybe, it was a tear in my own eye that was causing me to see things.


Epilogue

I’d like to tell you we lived happily ever after, but that would only be partly true. When we got home, the effects seemed to wear off. We fell back into our old familiar grove and within a month or so things were back to the normal we’d experienced before our trip to Playa Del Carmen.

So, I did what any good husband would do. I booked two plane tickets and a room at the very same resort and we returned to the scene of the crime within two months of leaving. Annabelle was reinvigorated and that same connection and intimacy instantly returned.

Sadly, when we arrived we were informed that Dario no longer worked there. But Annabelle had no problem finding other dark-skinned studs to fill what had become a voracious appetite and lust for other men that could give her what I could not.

It was now our thing as she called it. We were “one of those couples,” we were in the “lifestyle,” and with that finally came the happily ever after we’d been searching for.

It might not be for everyone but it’s exactly what we needed to take our relationship to the next level.

So who knows, maybe it’s for you and maybe it’s not. But when opportunity comes knocking, the only thing you can do is make a choice to either answer or not.

I can only say that I’m glad I chose to answer.

THE END


HEARTBREAK
COVE

A Hotwife Romance

By: F. Rey Noel


Prologue

There’s an island out in the middle of the Caribbean Sea meant for a specific kind of person. You won’t find it on any maps - it’s so far removed from civilization, it doesn’t even have a name. Not officially anyway. We’re talking way, way out there.

You could say it’s one of those islands that cannot be found except by those who already know where it is kind of deals.

Those that know it, call it Heartbreak Cove. It’s a magical place where certain like-minded couples can come together and make their wildest fantasies come true while relaxing in five-star villas overlooking white sand beaches and crystal blue water. Water so clear, you can see straight to the bottom all the way out to the horizon.

When they aren’t busy exploring their wild sides, they can relax in the cool shade of the palms and sip a tropical drink or two. 

There’s no judgements. Few rules. And after the drinks start flowing, very little inhibition. The only real limits tend to be the extent of your imagination and your own self-consciousness.

Heartbreak Cove got its name not because people got hurt there, though that sometimes did happen, but rather because of the feeling people got when it was time to leave.

Couples who visited tended to be repeat guests and some even made the trip upwards of six or seven times a year. Which, when you consider the distance and the cost...well, it’s quite a commitment to the community and the lifestyle that Heartbreak Cove caters to.

The resort is a members-only, uber-exclusive club and couples can only gain access if they are invited by another couple who already belongs there. But once you’re in, you are a member for life if you find it suits you.

While there are some first-timers who decide Heartbreak Cove isn’t for them, most people find the private villas, five-star restaurants, state-of-the-art fitness studios, infinity pools, saunas, bottomless drinks, and night after night of Caribbean sunsets to be too good to pass up.

And the parties? Well, the parties get pretty wild. But we’ll get to that in a minute.

Some couples come with a tremendous amount of trepidation and unease and they can’t get past it. They don’t let their guard down. They just don’t have it in them to really go there.

But some couples, special ones, find a way to overcome their fears and break on through to the other side. They push the limits of human sexuality and take themselves right up to the edge of what it means to be in a relationship.

Those couples go home forever changed. Having formed an indelible bond that few people ever get to experience because they dared to trust each other and their instincts.

Have faith and ye shall be rewarded.

Noah and Amy Harrington were one of these couples. And what follows is the story of their first ever visit to Heartbreak Cove.


Chapter 1 
(Noah)

Our big trip was in big danger of being cancelled.

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 cancelled.

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 we when 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.


Chapter 3
(Noah)

“...Uhh yeah. There’s been a change of plans.”

Alright, don’t judge me. It was a split second decision. I had to make a call and I went with my gut. I figured she might be a little mad but eventually, she’d forgive and forget and the whole incident would be something we’d look back on and laugh about.

And selfishly, I just couldn’t bear to let this one go. I was afraid that by next year the window would be closed.

Amy could’ve been pregnant by then.

We weren’t exactly trying but we weren’t not trying either.

In my mind, I viewed this trip as my one shot.

So, I lied.

“They had to check in on Claire’s mom’s first so they’re going to meet us there,” I said, trying to play it cool.

“Oh, is she still not feeling well?” Amy asked with genuine concern.

It felt like a punch in the gut.

“Yeah, I think so. I’m not sure, we didn’t chat too long,” I said, looking around nervously despite my desire to play it cool. “Should we hail a cab?”

“Sure,” Amy said, and with that we grabbed our bags and headed out to the street to flag down a cab and head to the airport.

. . .

I felt guilty the whole ride. We barely spoke. Amy kept asking nervous questions and I brushed her off gruffly with my responses and buried my head in my phone, pretending to fire off some last minute work emails in the hope that she would get the hint and leave me alone.

We arrived late at the airport and security was an absolute mess.

I told a few more small lies as we weaved in and out of pedestrian traffic in the airport, checked our bags, and pushed our way through security.

“Claire and Liam already boarded,” I said, holding up my phone as if I’d gotten a text.

“Well, we better hurry up then,” Amy said and picked up the pace.

We made it to the gate just as they were making a last call for passengers. We boarded and took our seats and that’s when everything unravelled.

Amy looked across the aisle and saw two empty seats where Clair and Liam should have been and I had no choice but to come clean.

After I told her, well, I ended up being wrong about her only being a little mad. She totally lost it.

If I had to guess, we were probably only seconds away from having the air marshals escort us off the plane.

Eventually, the flight attendant was able to convince my wife there was no way for her to lawfully exit the plane as the gate was already closed and to attempt to do so now would end up with her spending the night in jail.

That and a tall glass of vodka was enough to convince her to be seated and buckle her seatbelt.

Eventually, we took off and were on our way to the Caribbean.

I’ll spare you the rest of the boring travel details, plus technically I was sworn to secrecy, but when we landed we drove by private car to a nearby port and with a smattering of other couples, boarded a fancy yacht and sailed several miles into the open ocean and within a few hours disembarked on the private island that was home to the legendary Heartbreak Cove.


Chapter 4
(Amy)

Endless white sand beaches, the bluest water you’ve ever seen, magnificent, tall palm trees and stunning villas lining the shore.

It was the most beautiful place I’d ever been in my life and I was in the foulest mood I can ever recall.

I couldn’t believe what Noah had pulled. He never lied to me.

What happened to not doing anything I didn’t want to?

I didn’t even get the chance to object.

Claire’s mom was still sick alright. Stage four-fucking-cancer.

I was livid.

The trip, as far as I was concerned, was irrevocably ruined.

I didn’t say one word to him the entire journey. And it was a journey let me tell you.

In retrospect, I suppose that should’ve helped me see just how badly he thought he wanted this to happen and I should have taken pity on him.

But I was seeing red and in no mood for trying to see things from his perspective.

I’d also been drinking the entire trip to take the edge off and I was feeling combative, vindictive, and...horny as hell.

While Noah handled check-in for us, I sat on a chair in the bright white lobby and took in the clientele.

Most of them were older and frankly, unattractive. But there were a few couples our age and some of the husbands were decently attractive.

But I found myself drawn to one of the bartenders at the lobby bar. He was tall, dark, and handsome. And so buff.

I watched him wipe down the bar with a rag, his biceps bulging from beneath his golf-shirt with each motion.

I felt myself getting flush and a little turned on.

That’s when Noah arrived with our room keys and snapped me out of my lustful day dream.

“Still mad at me?” he said.

I crossed my arms and looked back at the bartender. I think Noah caught me looking but I wasn’t sure.

He handed me a room key.

“Our room is ready,” he said.

He offered me his hand to help me get up. I swatted him away and stood up on my own.

We silently walked across the lobby and down the left wing of the main building to find our private villa on the beach.

The views were incredible as we entered an open-air hallway that led us along the beach, but all I could think about was my husband and how pissed I was.

Mainly, I thought about how I was going to get back at him and make him pay for his deceit.


Chapter 5
(Noah)

As soon as I closed the door Amy unleashed a torrent of obscenities on me that had me worried we’d soon be kicked out or arrested in some kind of domestic disturbance scenario.

It was as though she’d saved it all up the entire trip and was now coming down on me with the wrath of a thousand suns.

And, in truth, I deserved it.

But that didn’t make it sting any less.

To make matters worse, she was a little drunk and she reached for some fairly sharp knives. Metaphorically speaking of course.

“Babe, please just try to lighten up a little. I think if you…”

She scoffed in my face.

“Lighten up?! Are you fucking kidding me Noah? You lied to me!” she roared.

“Please, I’m sorry can we just sit and talk about this,” I reached for her hand to try to pull her onto the bed next to me and just as she had in the lobby, she swatted my hand away.

This time much harder and it actually hurt a little.

She brushed past me and went into the bathroom, which was gorgeous by the way, and slammed the door in my face as I raced over to her.

I heard the click of the lock and sat down on the bed.

After several minutes it became clear she wasn’t going to the bathroom nor was she freshening herself up and trying to put on a good face.

She was holing up in there to get back at me.

I pounded on the door several times, begged and pleaded. Apologized and groveled.

“Go fuck yourself,” was the common refrain I received for my efforts.

After a while, I gave up and decided to get some air.

“Alright fine, I get it. I’m sorry. I think we should both just cool off and talk about this in a little while,” I paused and was met with silence.

“Ok, well. I guess I’ll head to the bar and grab a drink. Do you want me to bring you back anything, food...bottle of wine?”

Nothing.

So, I threw my hands up in the air and left the room.

I can’t be absolutely sure, but I swore I heard another, muffled “go fuck yourself” as I turned and headed back towards the lobby.


Chapter 6
(Amy)

As I heard the door to our villa slam shut I managed to get out one last, “go fuck yourself.” I never asked him, but at the time I really hoped he heard me.

I waited a few moments and then unlocked the bathroom door and quietly, cautiously emerged from the bathroom to make sure Noah wouldn’t hear anything and get the idea to come back and check on me.

Once I felt the coast was clear, I tiptoed over to the door and flipped the heavy, metal latch lock across the door so that even with his keycard, Noah wouldn’t be able to get in if I decided I didn’t want him to.

I finally exhaled, relaxed a little. Honestly happy to be rid of my husband.

But then I realized my buzz was fading and I was starting to feel a little hungover after all the in-flight drinks and free shots on the yacht ride over.

This made me angry all over again and I decided to raid the bar area of our room and milk it for all it was worth.

It was an all-inclusive afterall.

I happily accepted the challenge.

First I downed a shot of expensive tequila and then popped a bottle of champagne.

I chased two healthy glasses of the bubbly with another shot of tequila and was suddenly feeling loose and like I could take on the world.

But then I thought of Noah.

How was I going to get back at him? I wondered.

I cracked a beer and took a healthy swig, contemplating my options.

Alright, fine. He wants to play it this way? I guess I’ll just give him what he wants. I’ll play along. Let’s see how he likes his fantasy when he isn’t the one in control.

I chugged the rest of the beer, crushed the can, let out a manly belch for good measure and tossed it in the waste bin next to the television set.

Let’s go find that sexy bartender, I thought to myself as I put on my sexiest one-piece and slipped a cover-all over top.

I put on my floppy beach hat and straightened it in the mirror.

Most girls are modest about their looks, but I’m not. I’ve always been keenly aware of how hot I am and I never hesitated to use it to my advantage.

So, yeah. I looked good.

And if I wanted to get some random dick to stick it to my lying husband, well, I wasn’t going to have any problem at all pulling that off.

I grabbed my sunglasses and headed out the door.

It was payback time.


Chapter 7
(Noah)

I stewed in my guilt at the lobby bar, gazing out at the tiny waves crashing on the beach a few hundred yards away. We were in paradise alright, but I was starting to think Amy might never forgive me.

“What’ll it be?”

Startled from my stupor, I looked up to see the bartender, hands pressed firmly on the bar in front of me, eager to take my order.

It was the large, dark skinned man I’d caught my wife checking out as she pretended to ignore my existence while I checked us in for the weekend.

“A cold beer would be nice, lager please,” I said.

The man gave a nod and pulled a pint glass out from beneath the bar and walked over to the tap to fill it. He slid it across the bar to my outstretched hand.

“Here you go, Mr. Harrington,” he said with a smile. He motioned to the empty seat next to me.

“And will Mrs. Harrington be joining us?”

“No, she’s uh...taking a nap,” I said.

Then it dawned on me.

“How do you know who we are?” I asked.

He laughed to himself.

“We make it a point to know all of our guests here at Heartbreak Cove, even the newest ones. You’re invitees of the Coopers, right?”

I took a large gulp from my beer, my eyes welled with tears from the cold sting and carbonation.

“Mmm, Claire and Liam, yes that’s right. Actually, they’re supposed to be here with us, but uhh, they had to cancel last minute.”

“That’s a shame,” he said, “really like those two, that Mrs. Cooper, she’s a real firecracker.”

I smiled to myself, not surprised. I slapped my hand on the bar and stood up, tossing a twenty dollar bill on the bar.

“Thank you very much Mr. Harrington,” he said as he reached out and casually took the twenty into his massive, powerful hand and placed it in his pocket.

“My name is Lenny, if there’s anything you need, anything at all, please don’t hesitate to ask.”

I nodded and smiled, hoping to end the conversation and enjoy my beer in peace and quiet.

“Seriously, anything at all he said. The staff here, I’m sure you’ve noticed - well, we’re more than just servers and waiters…” he said directing my attention to the bar area and surrounding restaurants.

Every last one was a man. Tall, jacked, and objectively beautiful.

I looked back at Lenny and he raised an eyebrow.

“We’ve all been hand-selected based on a set of strict criteria.”

“The criteria being?”

“Objective beauty, face symmetry, height, athleticism, body fat percentage and…” his voice trailed off, but I could tell he was only doing it for effect. He leaned closer and whispered to me.

“Package size.”

That last one almost made me spit out my beer.

“Sorry, package size?”

He nodded as he wiped down an empty pint glass and placed it on the rack over the bar.

“We’re all at least nine inches...at least,” he said, heavy emphasis on the at least the second time around.

That made me full-on choke on my beer.

“I’m sorry, but why would they -”

“We understand that oftentimes the clientele that shows up well, they aren’t always the most desirable men. Some women don’t mind. As long as the man has a decent sized hog and knows how to use it, they’re happy to be fucking someone who isn’t their husband for a change.”

I couldn’t believe my ears.

Hired guns.

“Other women have a more discerning eye,” he said.

“They’re picky?” I offered.

“You could say that,” he said before continuing on.

“And some women have more specific tastes, a type...or a kink you might say.”

“For instance?” I asked, egging him on. The beer was starting to loosen me up a bit and I was both fascinated and a little creeped out to hear what the deal was here.

“Like, let’s just say some women really like to have their chocolate cake and eat it too if you know what I mean.”

“That must work out nicely for you,” I said.

He winked and nodded.

I finished my beer, contemplating what Lenny had just shared with me.

This was a spicy little detail that Clair and Liam had forgotten to mention. Or perhaps it was supposed to be a surprise.

Then I thought about Lenny, specifically Lenny slapping his at least nine-inch long, black cock on the creamy skin of my wife’s pilates-toned tummy as he prepared to enter her and rearrange her guts and I felt a gush of blood rushing into my cock.

I stood up abruptly.

“Well, I better get back to the room and check on my wife,” I said.

I suddenly found myself talking just a little too loud. Not quite a yell, but awkwardly close.

Lenny chuckled. Then he flashed his friendly smile once more and produced a chilled bottle of white wine and handed it to me.

“Don’t want to return empty handed,” he said and pointed his index finger to his temple to indicate he was doing my thinking for me.

“Good call, Lenny. Thanks. I owe ya,” I said.

Then I turned and headed back in the direction of our villa.

“Oh and Mr. Harrington,” he called out, “please join us on the terrace this evening at 10:00pm, I’ll be uh, serving up there all night, I’d love to meet the Mrs.”

I gave a wave with my hand to acknowledge the suggestion and was off to try to make amends with my angry wife.

Maybe, eventually that was indeed something Lenny would be able to assist me with.


Chapter 8
(Amy)

My legs felt a little wobbly from all the booze and lack of food I’d put in my stomach. But nonetheless I found myself gliding with an air of confidence and determination that I seldom possessed as a civilian back in the Big Apple.

No one at Heartbreak Cove knew who I was and that kind of anonymity can be priceless, and quite liberating.

I was also, as I would soon find out, dead wrong about no one knowing who I was.

I don’t really recall how I ended up on the third floor of the main lobby building. Parts of that first afternoon at Heartbreak Cove are still more than a little fuzzy to me.

But one way or another I got turned around on my way to the bar to find that sexy bartender and I got lost.

After wandering around in a booze-fueled haze, I stumbled into what appeared to be an empty banquet room.

Fed up and exhausted, the beer tears well-up inside and I sat down to cry.

Thankfully, before the waterworks began, I noticed that I was not in fact alone. A tall, tan skinned man was breaking down tables and cleaning up the room.

“You’re a little late. Missed a hell of a party last night,” he flashed a smile at me and looked at his watch. “It only ended a few hours ago. So close,” he said, snapping his fingers.

“Wait, the party from last night only ended a few hours ago?”

“Don’t worry,” he said, “there’s another one tonight. And the night after that.”

“What about the night after that?” I teased.

He shook his head solemnly. Then laughed.

“Just kidding, of course. It’s nonstop, 24/7 around here,” he paused for a moment. “Is there something I can help you with, Mrs. Harrington?”

He knew my name. Needless to say that caught me a little off guard.

“How do you know who I am?”

“We make it our business to know who all of our guests are, Mrs. Harrington. Even the new, prospective ones.”

I laughed nervously.

“Please, call me Amy.”

“Ok, Amy. So, is there something I can help you with?”

He was suddenly standing over me and offering a massive hand out to help me up off the cold tiled floor.

I took it without thinking and with his massive, tree branch arms he swiftly pulled me onto my feet just inches away from his chiseled chest and etched-in-stone jaw line.

For a second, my breath caught in my throat and I felt flustered.

Then, I had an idea. It was wrong, I knew that. But in the moment, I didn’t give a fuck.

Noah wanted to play games, I thought, then let’s play.

“As a matter of fact, there is something you can help me with, Brad,” I said looking at his name tag. “You see, I got a little lost and I could really use someone to walk me back to my room and help me get my bearings. This place is just so...big, you know?”

“Believe me,” Brad said, flashing a mischievous smile that indicated he was picking up whatever it was I was putting down. “I totally understand, Mrs - Amy. But I think you’ll find, once you loosen up a bit, that there’s a lot of big things about Heartbreak Cove besides the size of the buildings...if you know what I mean?”

“Oh, I know exactly what you mean,” I said, “And I am so, so ready to be loosened up.”

It was at that exact moment he pulled me into his chest and wrapped me up tightly in his arms.

Suddenly, without warning, or without any fanfare really, someone who wasn’t my husband was kissing my lips ever so gently and then he pulled away.

“Let’s go get you loosened up then,” he said and led me out of the room.


Chapter 9
(Noah)

As I walked back to our villa, chilled bottle of white wine in hand, courtesy of the guy who my wife had definitely been checking out, I couldn’t escape this sense of impending doom. This sense that while our trip may have been wholly and irrevocably ruined, that the worst was yet to come.

I stopped outside the entrance to our suite and smoothed my hair over with my free hand and took a deep breath, put on my best puppy dog face, and prepared to give a faithful and honest act of contrition and throw myself at the mercy of my wife, who I hoped at this point had at least cooled off from an 11 to like a 7 or a 7.5.

I took my key card out of my pocket and swiped it across the card reader above the door handle.

The lock chirped and the small LED light embedded in the plastic reader flashed green.

I heard the electrical whirring of the lock unlocking itself and the final click that let me know I could enter the thunderdome. I think I secretly wished she’d asked the front desk to void my card so that I wouldn’t be able to get in.

For a brief second, I fantasized about finding a place on the beach to crash for the night before trying again in the softer light of a new day.

But alas, no such luck.

I pressed down on the handle and shifted my weight forward to open the heavy metal door and braced myself to absorb another torrent of obscenities and verbal abuse.

But the room was empty.

“Amy?” I called out even though I knew I wouldn’t receive a reply.

The room was immaculate save for the area by the mini bar which looked like a hurricane had hit it.

Empty liquor bottles. A half finished bottle of champagne, and a crushed beer can were littered about.

It appeared Amy had a little party without me. And by the looks of things she had gotten pretty damn wild.

My stomach dropped when the realization hit me that my boozed up wife was off galavanting about the grounds of an adults-only lifestyle resort completely unsupervised with her inhibitions lowered and a score to settle.

I pictured her at the pool, talking and flirting with some buff guy, her bikini top already removed, she was fitting right in.

The sense of impending doom and dread only intensified in that moment when I thought of all the things she might be doing to get back at me. All the ways she might be able to make me sorry I hadn’t heeded the old folk wisdom: be careful what you wish for, because you just might get it.

The only thing I couldn’t understand was this: if I was so worried and upset that my wife might be off flirting with another guy - or worse - why was my dick so fucking hard?

I tucked my raging hard on up into the waistband of my trunks and turned to go find my wife. I wasn’t sure what I hoped to find when I did, but the situation below the belt was certainly pointing hard in a very wicked and devious direction.


Chapter 10
(Amy)

Brad guided me down the third floor corridor and into the adjacent stairwell where he pinned me up against the wall and kissed me again.

This time hard and fast and deep.

I felt a tingle in my tummy but pulled away from him this time.

“Wait,” I said. “Let’s wait until we get back to my room,” I said in a hushed tone.

“It’s ok, we can have sex anywhere you like. This is that kind of a place,” he said.

The thought of being dicked down by some random stranger I’d only just met in an abandoned stairwell at a plush, uber-exclusive swingers resort on a private tropical island drove me insane, but I had to control myself.

I had a plan.

“No, I know but...my husband,” I stammered.

“Oh, your one of those couples?” he said with a smirk.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You know, where the husband likes to watch.”

“No, well…” I stopped myself mid sentence and decided to just run with it. I smiled. “Yes, yes exactly. We’re one of those couples.”

I couldn’t believe what was happening. I couldn’t believe I was going to do this. What had gotten into me? I wasn’t even sure if I was still mad at Noah.

In fact, I think I was just using that as an excuse. I wanted to be bad. I wanted to cheat on my husband. For him.

Because being so naughty, all of a sudden just felt so damn good.

And Brad was so hot, I wondered how big he was as my hand drifted down to feel his crotch, almost as if it had a mind of its own.

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

It was huge.

“You like it?” he asked with a smirk.

I bit my bottom lip and nodded, still rubbing my hand over the outside of his pants.

He was at least twice the size of Noah and trust me when I tell you, my husband wasn’t necessarily small by any means.

It’s just, as I would come to find out there’s dick and then there’s big dick. And there’s a big difference.

My breath was quickening and I could feel myself getting so wet and turned on at the thought of dropping to my knees, whipping his cock out, and taking him into my mouth right then and there.

But I stopped myself.

I didn’t want to be that bad.

Something like that would really be cheating after all, wouldn’t it?

But, if I took Brad back to our room as a surprise for Noah, well...I mean he asked for it right? This whole thing was his idea.

He couldn’t get mad at me for making his wildest fantasy come true could he?

Just then Brad leaned in and kissed me hard again, this time with lots and lots of tongue. It made me weak in the knees.

After a few seconds I broke it off and lightly pushed him away.

“Wait, just wait. Let’s go. Let’s go to my room, I can’t wait to see that thing,” I said.

I grabbed Brad’s hand and led him down the stairs to the main lobby. It was all coming back to me.

Suddenly, I knew exactly how to get back to our villa.

Funny how that works.

My heart was racing and I couldn’t wait to see the look on Noah’s face.


Chapter 11
(Noah)

I was distraught.

I wandered the resort grounds aimlessly and with a serious, serious case of buyer’s remorse. I’d searched everywhere. High and low. Called her phone a whopping twenty-seven times. Each time went straight to voicemail.

I even stopped back at the bar and asked Lenny if he’d seen Amy.

He hadn’t and I think he could tell I was worried. He promised to keep an eye out and phone the room if she stopped by the bar.

He assured me she was probably fine. Even hinted that perhaps she was already enjoying the amenities, but I knew what he meant.

He was suggesting that she’d found a horse-cocked stud and was already letting loose. Letting loose without me.

Cheating on me.

This idea, despite the erection raging in my pants, did not sit well with me.

Out of options and nowhere else to go, I decided to head back to the room and hope Amy was either already back, or that she’d come to her senses and return soon.

I couldn’t help but feel this was the biggest mistake I’d ever made in my life.

I’d miscalculated badly and now, somehow, thanks to my own stupidity and hubris, my perfect, amazing marriage seemed like it might legitimately be in jeopardy.

Who in their right mind would want to offer their wife up like a piece of meat to be enjoyed by some other man?

Well, apparently I did and apparently I wasn’t as sound of mind as I’d allowed myself to believe.

I just wanted Amy back. I wanted her to not be mad at me any more. And quite frankly, I wanted to go home and pretend this never happened.

I really, really wished in that moment that I could take everything back.

As I approached the door to our villa and took the keycard out of my pocket, I stopped.

I could hear Amy’s muffled voice on the other side.

The sense of relief was hard to describe. But then I wondered, who was she talking to?

Probably, I decided, she was talking to Claire. Or more likely ranting to Claire. Filling her in on all the gory details of my big deception.

I took a deep breath, steadied myself and prepared to beg forgiveness and to offer to leave the resort that very instant if that’s what Amy wanted.

I didn’t care if we spent another minute there. I didn’t care how difficult it was to arrange travel back at such an irregular hour.

Didn’t matter much it cost.

I was ready to move mountains to get back in Amy’s good graces and put this whole thing behind us.

I swiped the card across the card reader, waited for the green light and mechanical whirring of the lock to commence and then I pressed down on the door handle and entered the suite.

“Amy, look. I’m sorry,” I started to say but stopped short.

Everything I’d just been prepared to say and do was suddenly out the window. I couldn’t believe my eyes.

Yes, my wife was back. But there was another man in the room. A big, hulking mass of a man who was naked from the waist down.

And Amy, in nothing but her bikini bottoms, was on her knees in front of him, reaching out to wrap her tiny hands around his big, thick cock.

She turned to face me as I entered the room, lips curling into a wicked smile.

“Hey baby,” she said, “You’re just in time for the show. Thank god you showed up because, well...I wanted to wait for you but I don’t know how much longer I was going to be able to resist this thing,” she said.

Without breaking eye contact with me, she wrapped her knuckles around his shaft and began gently stroking him to life.

“Looks like you’re going to get exactly what you wanted after all,” she said.

I watched as her wedding ring danced and sparkled in the afternoon sunlight that was pouring in from the west side of our villa.

My stomach dropped. My heart went up into my throat.

I couldn’t move.

“Sit down on the bed, Noah,” she said. “I’m about to make your wildest fantasies come true.”

And with that, she turned from me, opened her mouth, and took his throbbing, fleshy member into her mouth and began slurping and sucking with an enthusiasm I’d never seen before.

I was stunned.


Chapter 12
(Amy)

Noah walking in at that exact moment - the moment where I was about to say fuck it and throw caution to the wind and just let Brad fuck my brains out without my husband’s blessing - that was a sign...I think.

It made me feel like what I was doing would be ok, that Noah would love it. It sounds silly I know, but that’s what I felt in the moment.

So, I just went with it.

He seemed in a trance from the moment I wrapped my tiny little hands around Brad’s massive cock. He simply stared and obeyed when I told him to sit down on the bed.

He didn’t even say anything.

Not so much as whimper.

He just walked over to the bed, sat down and stared at me.

That’s when I turned away and started giving Brad head. I don’t know how to explain it but, normally I don’t really care for sucking dick.

Some girls love it I guess but for me, it was more of a necessary duty than something I really enjoyed doing.

But now I realize it was because I’d never sucked a cock that big before and something about just felt so slutty and good, it was such a turn on.

Having Brad fill up my mouth in a way that Noah never could...well, it just felt so wrong that it was so...right.

I was instantly drenched and surrendered to the moment. I could feel Noah’s eyes on me as I worked my way up and down another man’s shaft.

I was sopping, dripping, soaked - pick your favorite.

So wet, I could feel my own juices trickling down the inside of my thighs. I reached down and felt myself and began fingering my wet pussy while I sucked off Brad.

There would be time to sort out what this all meant later. I had a huge, gorgeous cock all to myself and I was going to get dicked down in front of my husband...for my husband in fact.

It was in that moment of clarity that I lost all control and transformed into a true slutwife for the very first time.

And it felt so fucking good.


Chapter 13
(Noah)

I wanted to move, but I couldn’t. I was paralyzed on the bed. I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t do that either. It was like an invisible set of hands had gripped the sides of my skull and kept it pointed firmly in one direction: the direction where I had a perfect view of Amy, down on her knees sucking another man’s cock.

To this day, it still feels like a dream.

I was scared and overwhelmed. Conflicted ten ways to Sunday.

But I kept looking down at my crotch. I was harder than I’d ever remembered being in my life and that said something. Didn’t it?

I mean this was the whole reason we came, the whole reason I planned this trip, the whole reason I lied to Amy just to get there.

But this wasn’t how I imagined it going down either. I always imagined that I’d be in control, that I’d have to coax my wife into it, nudge her along.

I didn’t think she’d be the one taking charge out of revenge. The more I thought about it, the more wrong it felt. The more I felt we shouldn’t be doing this...not in this way.

The problem was the more I convinced myself of how wrong the situation indeed was, the harder and harder my dick got.

The adrenaline and dopamine in my system increased. The butterflies in my stomach were having a rave and I was practically drooling after my wife with the intense jealousy and lust I felt watching her give herself over to another man, cheating on me to even the score.

Fuck, it was so hot.

So, I decided...what else could I do? It was happening, I might as well go with it and enjoy the ride.

We could sort out what it all meant for us, for our future, for our marriage...all of that stuff, we could sort it out later.

I gave into that primal craving for instant gratification and reward, consequences be damned, and just lived for the moment.

I took my hard cock out of my pants and started stroking myself, very slowly. The rustling noises coming from where I was sitting broke Amy from her trance long enough for her to turn around and see me jerking off on the bed.

She looked deeply into my eyes, so deep that she was in fact peering into my soul.

And I don’t mean that hyperbolically, I literally believe she could see into my depths in that moment. She smiled, Brad’s cock still in her mouth, and I’d never seen her look more beautiful than in that moment.

We were on fire with the power that lit the stars strewn across the universe in their multitudes and experiencing something on a completely different plane of existence.

Something only a lucky few ever get to experience in their lifetimes.

I can’t explain it, you just have to feel it for yourself.

I took deep breaths, steadying myself. I didn’t want to cum too quickly and ruin the fun. I knew Amy was just getting herself warmed up for one hell of a show.

Soon, she stood up and pressed her petite frame up against Brad’s massive abs and pecs, making out hard and furiously rubbing his cock. She pressed it up against his pelvis so that it was pointed straight at the ceiling and nearly touching the top of his six-pack as she rubbed it from tip to balls, ever so gently.

Amy stopped kissing him and looked down to marvel at his magnificent package a bit more, then she looked at me.

“Oh my god, look at how big he is, baby…” she looked back at Brad’s dick, then over at me, or more specifically at mine.

“He’s like, two or three times your size, fuck. I don’t know if this is going to fit.”

If it was possible, even more blood flooded into my shaft, engorging my dick to the point of pain when I heard Amy compare his cock to mine.

That’s when Brad took control.

He grabbed Amy and respectfully, but forcefully led her over to the bed area so she’d be closer to me. He bent her over so that she was resting her arms on my legs, her hands gripping the tops of my knees.

“Oh, we’re gonna make it fit,” he said, rubbing the head of his cock up and down, against the entrance to her pussy, driving her wild. “And you’re gonna love taking every inch of it.”

Just then, Brad thrust his hips forward hard and fast. I watched Amy’s eyes go wide and I could see in them that she was experiencing a pain that hurt so, so good. Brad was inside her now, going deeper and deeper, to places I’d never be able to reach. Not in a million years.

Amy reached to my side and took my hand in hers and leaned forward to kiss me.

There was no turning back now, no undoing what was already done.

We’d crossed the first threshold and were now approaching the inmost cave. The only question was what monsters, if any, were waiting for us there.

But again, we could face them later. For now, we were only living for the present.

I pulled back from our kiss and whispered in her ear, “I love you.”

But she was gone. She was biting her bottom lip, eyes shut tight, feeling every inch of Brad’s thick cock plunging her depths.

She couldn’t hear me.

“I love you,” I whispered, harder this time and with more force. “I love you so much.”

But she couldn’t hear me because right then, she started coming harder than I’d ever seen a woman come before in my life.

And in that moment, a great fear took hold of me.

What had I done?


Chapter 14
(Amy)

All sounds faded into one. Or nothing. I can’t be sure. All I remember was the physical sensation that was unlike anything I’d ever felt before.

I think Noah was talking. Saying something to me even. But I didn’t care. Not right then.

My ears were shut tighter than my eyes in some strange way as the thick, bulbous head of Brad’s giant pink cock spread my pussy lips wider than they’d ever been spread before and took my breath away.

Literally, I sucked in a whoosh of air and for a moment I was afraid to exhale as I felt all of his dick pressing up into my stomach so far that I thought it might come out my throat.

Then Brad pulled back and stopped so that just the tip was still inside me and gave me a chance to catch my breath.

“Holy shit,” I whispered. I have a vague recollection of holding a fistful of white linen in my left hand while I dug my nails so hard into the flesh of Noah’s pale thigh skin that I’m surprised I didn’t draw blood.

Who knows though, maybe I did. Details like that from that fateful day are hard to come by. What I remember most are the sensations I felt so deeply inside myself.

That feeling of awakening to an intense pleasure that I never knew existed.

Seriously, I never knew a person could feel such euphoric, physical pleasure across every square inch of their body.

But then again, this was my first truly big cock. And boy, I had so much to learn...and in that moment I remember thinking too, ‘I have so much lost time to make up for.’

That was when Brad made me come for the first time. I screamed so hard I think I scared the living daylights out of Noah.

Before I could gather my wits, Brad was plumbing my depths once again and I was gone.

I don’t recall how long it lasted but it seemed to stretch on forever and yet felt like it went way too fast at the same time. Eventually, Brad busted a fat load all over my tits and it was over. I remember playing with the creamy, white goo a little with my fingers, rubbing it into my skin a little before sticking my index finger into my mouth to taste his sweetness.

I don’t know how to explain it but I guess it was like I said before: getting railed by some random dick while my husband watched, string deeply into my eyes and telling me how much he loves me while I basically ignored him, moaning, shaking, and writhing on another man’s giant cock...well, it was the best drug I’d ever taken in my life and I was a junkie right from the start.

I don’t think Noah felt the same way, at least not at first. He took some warming up to the idea. Which, was a funny role reversal if you ask me.

But he could probably explain it better than me.

When we finished, Brad quickly cleaned himself up, got dressed and left without much fuss or fanfare.

I collapsed onto the bed, totally naked, my tits still glistening with Brad’s hot, sticky cum. I put my hands behind my head and exhaled deeply, staring up at the ceiling.

That was when Noah attacked me. Without a word of warning. He was on top of me, a crazed look in his eye that I’d never seen before.

And then I felt him inside me and I was coming so hard all over again.


Chapter 15
(Noah)

I don’t know what came over me. I was like a man possessed by two different demons, both with their own nefarious agendas.

On the one hand, a part of me didn’t even want to be around Amy in that moment, let alone look at her.

But another part, a bigger, louder part you might say, wanted to ravage and reclaim her freshly defiled body as my own. I wanted to plant my seed deep inside her belly and let her know who she really belonged to.

Not in a patriarchal, possessive sense mind you, but in a primal, lustful, competitive kind of way. I was in competition with Brad and what I could not make up for in size, I was determined to make up for it with sheer, raw passion and enthusiasm.

I practically lunged at her and was kissing her deeply and passionately. I tasted the stale, bitter notes of Brad’s cock on her breath and for some reason got turned on even more.

I looked down to see his drying come splattered across her breasts and was lost in lust. Head over heels I went into my carnal desires. I took my hard cock in my hand and guided it towards her pussy which eagerly and easily accepted me inside without any protest.

She was wet and wide, well-used from the pounding Brad had given her and I simply loved it.

I went to town, thrusting away at her insides as if I was trying to carve out my own place inside her, separate and distinct from the one Brad had carved.

Soon, Amy was coming again harder and louder than she ever had before...with me. But it was still nothing compared to what Brad had made her do.

That realization both saddened and frightened me a little but I could no longer exercise control over my own body.

My breathing had increased rapidly, my pulse was skyrocketing and soon I was in the throes of a toes curling orgasm myself as I unleashed a torrent of hot come deep inside of Amy.

She ran her fingers through my hair, breathless and panting.

“Oh Noah, oh Noah, oh baby,” she whispered over and over again.

I collapsed in a heap next to her on the bed and we locked together in a loving embrace and without even bothering to pull on the covers, we fell asleep in each other’s arms and slept for what felt like days.

. . .

When I awoke, it was mid-morning the following day. We’d been asleep for nearly fifteen hours. Amy was still sleeping soundly on the bed next to me and as I watched her, the memories of the previous day came flooding back and a feeling of dread and horror washed over me.

I thought of how hard I’d made her come right before we drifted off to sleep. And I was temporarily relieved, blood rushed into to fill my shaft and I a feeling of lustful pride washed over me.

That is until I then recalled how much harder Brad had made her come. Then I felt myself withering just as quickly.

It was in that moment that I fully and totally, with utter and complete comprehension, understood the meaning of be careful what you wish for.

Some fantasies should stay just that: fantasies.

As in not manifested in the real, physical world we call reality where real people have real feelings and insecurities that can totally ruin their relationships if they are preyed upon the right aways.

What had we done?

That was the question I kept asking myself over and over again.

What had she done?

What had we done?

What had I done?

When Amy finally stirred she smiled at me. Her eyes were narrow slits and so she couldn’t tell but I was staring daggers at her.

“We need to talk. Get up,” I said.

I was mad.

I was hurt.

I was scared.

So, I lashed out.


Chapter 16
(Amy)

Waking up was not as magical as falling asleep was.

I had dreams that night, but I could hardly remember them.

The juxtaposition of the most restful, peaceful sleep with the look on Noah’s face when I woke up was quite jarring.

I had a small hangover, but nothing major and I remembered everything from the night before.

Uh oh.

I remembered everything from the night before...in one quick highlight reel and then Noah said those four dreaded words.

We. Need. To. Talk.

I guess this was later. I guess this was when we would sort out what “it” all meant.

Now was the time to pay the piper and figure out what went down and what it meant for us and our marriage.

I felt a pit in my stomach, I was nervous.

I was scared.

But do you want to know the truth? I didn’t have any regrets.

In fact, for a brief moment, I felt myself getting wet all over again thinking about how hot it all was.

Besides, it was what Noah wanted and he lied to me, manipulated me to get me here and now what? He was going to make me feel bad about it?

I didn’t think so. But I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t afraid of losing him, of losing us.

So, I did my best to hear him out and be civil. Let him have his turn to freak out a bit you might say.

Only, it didn’t go so well.


Chapter 17
(Noah)

Amy sat up in bed, an innocent almost quizzical look on her face.

It was as if she was expecting something else. Maybe another round of sex?

Only I wasn’t in the mood all of a sudden.

“What’s wrong,” she asked.

I launched into my tirade with the same gusto as I’d attacked Amy with the night before after Brad had rearranged her insides right in front of me. 

“What’s wrong? Seriously? Do you remember what happened last night?”

She stared back at me and opened her mouth to speak but I cut her off.

“Or were you too drunk?”

“I wasn’t that drunk,” she said, which drew an involuntary scoff from me.

“Really? Our demolished minibar begs to differ.”

She folded her arms, the innocent look from her face was gone. She was suddenly indignant and ready to spar. Her lips pulled into a thin smile.

And in that moment I knew I was wrong, about everything. I had no right to be mad. Not after what I pulled to get her there and not after I enjoyed the show and stayed for an encore after that.

I was being unfair to her. I was attacking her for no good reason other than as a way to cover up my own pathetic insecurities.

But I couldn’t help myself.

I was spiraling. 

“Well, I remember everything.” And she said it just like that, enunciating every syllable just so. Everything.

Boy, that stung.

And you know how pain when you’re already angry can make you ten times as angry? Yeah, well.

I unleashed a hurtful, spiteful torrent of obscenities of my own, careful not to degrade her or her character, but I reached for some decently sharp knives as well so to speak.

And then, before she could say anything in response, I grabbed my wallet and phone and slammed the door shut in her face.

The only proud moment for me in that whole ordeal was that although I badly wanted to tell her to her to go fuck herself in the same manner she’d done to me the day before, I refrained.

I managed to show a modicum of restraint and looking back, perhaps that was a bigger deal than I realized at the time.

I walked away from our villa towards the main hotel lobby, I had only one destination and one activity in mind and even though it was well before noon.

The bar.

Drinking alcohol to drown my sorrows and figure out what was next.


Chapter 18
(Amy)

When Noah slammed the door, it shook the very foundation of the villa and rattled the glass in the window panes.

I wasn’t sure exactly what time it was, but it was surely too early for a commotion like that in a place like this. For a few minutes, I worried that someone would call to complain or that we’d be kicked out for disturbing the peaceful, serene setting that so many had come to for tranquility and fun.

But after a while I put that worry aside and got around to worrying about the real issue: why was Noah so mad?

I gave him exactly what he asked for…and then some. How in the world was this reaction fair to me?

Instead of taking pity on him and feeling sorry, I felt myself getting made at him all over again. Even madder than I was at him for lying to get me there, this was worse.

This was a betrayal in some deeper sense.

How could he hold this against me when it was his desire, his fantasy, his obsession?

The best thing to do, I figured, was to get dressed and go find Noah.

I stood up, Brad’s dried come was still covering my tits and Noah’s hot, sticky load had oozed out of me little by little through the night and had caked itself onto my inner thighs.

What a little slut, I thought to myself and I felt myself getting wet all over again.

I went over to the bathroom for a quick shower, but I just couldn’t help myself.

Thinking of Brad’s giant cock destroying my insides while Noah watched, a rush of adrenaline flooded my nervous system and I just had to get myself off.

I used the pulsing shower head to stimulate my clit while I slipped three fingers inside myself and fantasized about taking another giant cock in front of my husband.

Only in my fantasy, it wasn’t Brad this time. It was that sexy, black bartender from the day before.

I imagined what his cock must look like, I wondered if it was as big as Brad’s. I thought about the contrast of our skin.

And I started coming so, so hard all over again.

When I finished, I washed myself off in the shower, got dressed and ready and went out to find Noah.

It was then that I started feeling guilty. I wasn’t blameless in this.

If I didn’t cheat on my husband, I had flirted with a very fine line. I was operating in the greyest of areas and what I needed - what we needed was clarification and reconciliation.

We needed to hit reset and start over.

I decided I didn’t care what I had to do.

I loved my husband and I loved our life.

We could get through this, even if it meant swallowing my pride and apologizing to him.

I knew there was a path back.


Chapter 19
(Noah)

I bellied up to an empty, quiet bar at around 10:30 in the morning and was greeted by a familiar face.

“Mr. Harrington, good morning. What can I get for you to start off this fine day?”

It was Lenny and he was smiling ear to ear, full of energy and vigor.

“Please, call me Noah. And a vodka soda with lime sounds just about right, thanks.”

He flashed his infectious smile at me and went to work making my drink order. When he was finished, he slid the already sweating glass across the bar to me.

“There you go, Noah.”

“Thanks, Lenny.”

I raised my glass to him in salute.

“Missed a hell of a party last night,” he said as he turned on the TV above the bar to some lackluster Premier League match.

“Excuse me?”

“On the terrace, last night. Remember, I told you there was a party? I’d hope to see you and Mrs. Harrington there, but you never showed.”

He seemed truly disappointed.

“Amy,” I said. The whole Mr. and Mrs. thing made me a little uncomfortable.

He gave a nod to indicate he’d absorbed the information.

“Either way, you missed one hell of a time. Lucky for you, we’re having another one tonight. Same time, same place.”

“Woopee,” I said with all the sarcasm in the world.

Lenny stood up straight and studied my face with genuine concern for my well-being, then leaned forward on the bar.

“Talk to me, my man. What’s got you down?”

I hesitated, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to divulge in any kind of great detail what had happened the night before but something about the way he was staring at me made me feel like he might already know - the gist of it anyway.

So, I took a deep breath and I told him what happened. When I first started, I intended to keep it brief, a high-level summary, just the broad strokes.

But I spilled my guts.

It felt like confession. Insert the old bartender-priest equivalency cliche here, please.

Sure, it may have been silly, but Lenny really seemed like he was listening. Like he felt for me. There was a catharsis in unburdening all the hurt and insecure feelings to someone who didn’t really know me, someone who, even if they were judging me, I didn’t really care what they thought of me or my life.

There was clarity in that.

Then, when I was finished, Lenny crushed me.

“Ok, so what?”

“So, what?” I began to recite bits of the story again.

“I know, I know, you already told me that. Again I say, so what? You asked for this, my man. Far as I can tell your wife gave you everything you ever wanted and then some. And it sounds like you enjoyed the hell out of it. Now you want to be a big, insecure baby about it and crush her for being vulnerable and accommodating to your sick fantasy?”

I opened my mouth to speak but the words wouldn’t come.

“Tell me something,” he said, “do you think your wife ever seriously entertained the idea of fucking someone else before you put it in her head?”

He had a point.

“Before yesterday, did you have any doubt that she loved you, did you ever have any doubt that she loved fucking you? Do you really think she’s the one to blame here?”

I was starting to feel really lousy.

“Look, I know what goes on here. Hell, I am a willing and able facilitator of controlled adultery for those who wish to partake. I’ve seen this story play out here many times before.”

“You have?”

He nodded, his face turning very serious.

“Husbands come down here with this fantasy in their heads and the second their wife even so much as touches another guy, they get all insecure and go to pieces. I never know what happens when they return to their real lives - wherever they may be - but dollars to donuts I bet nine out of every ten, never recovers.”

“Divorce?”

Lenny nodded again.

That sent a shiver down my spine.

“Like Mike Tyson said, everybody’s got a plan until they get punched in the mouth,” Lenny said. “For a lot of guys, seeing their wife with someone else was always part of their plan, problem is they didn’t realize what it would actually feel like. They get punched in the mouth so to speak and after that, well…”

“What?”

“That’s when you find out what kind of man you are. What kind of marriage you have. Do you have the guts to see this through, wherever it leads, go the distance - to use another boxing cliche - or will you fold up like a cheap suit and go home a loser?”

I finished my drink and nodded for another. Lenny went to work whipping me up another vodka-soda with lime and kept schooling me.

“Now, let me ask you this. Did you enjoy yourself last night?”

I nodded. I had to concede I did.

“More than enjoyed it,” I chuckled.

“Right. And so what exactly made it turn sour for you?”

I thought long and hard. It was...Brad.

“It was just that afterwards, when she was with him he made her...you know. And then with me, I mean she did then too, just not as…”

“Hard?” he said, a knowing tone in his voice.

“Yeah.”

“And then she spent the night with Brad and woke up in his arms?”

I blinked. Shook my head. Was this guy listening to me?

“What? No, I told you. We made love and then fell asleep in eachothers arms, and then…”

He was smiling.

“And then you woke up on a beautiful Caribbean morning after the most intense, powerful, magical sexual experience of your life - which you got to have with your beautiful wife and your best friend in the world, which by the way, not many people can claim - and you decided to what?”

I hung my head lower than my shoulders.

“I decided to yell at her and try to make her feel bad...I made us fight about it.”

“Mmhmm, and how do you think that made her feel? First, you lie to get her here. Then she decides to play ball, and okay, maybe she was outside the base path a little bit, but she laces ‘em up and decides to take a swing and you crush her for it?”

Now Lenny was shaking his head at me.

“How do you think all that is going to make her feel about you? You’re her husband, my man. I don’t know you, but you seem alright to me. Like a pretty good guy. You’re supposed to be in this together.”

I downed the rest of my drink.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

Lenny took my empty glass without offering to make me another drink.

“Yeah, fuck.” He said. “But here’s the good news: there’s a path back.”

“There is?”

“Yes, you go back. You apologize. You make amends. You both fucked up: you didn’t communicate. Sure, she could have handled it better but this all starts with you my man.”

“You’re right...but what about -”

He held up his hand and cut me off.

“Forget all that. Just go back, get on the same page. Talk it out. Make a plan, a real one and then move forward. Remember, you tried it out. Maybe it’s not for you guys. That’s ok. Enjoy the beach. Enjoy each other. Relax.”

I left a tip on the bar and shook his hand.

“You’re right. Thanks, Lenny.”

“That’s what I’m here for,” he said, “well, and my uh,” he glanced down at his crotch and gave a hearty chuckle.

As I turned to leave, he called after me.

“Good luck, Noah! And things go well and you two decide to, well...I hope to see you at the party tonight at ten, but no pressure.”

I turned and waved and made my way back to our villa. Amy and I had quite a bit of talking to do, but mostly, I needed to apologize and beg forgiveness. I needed to do that which I’d intended to yesterday afternoon, but for now I owed double or triple the groveling just to get back to even.

I could only hope that I wasn’t too late.


Chapter 20
(Amy)

I found Noah pretty easily.  He went straight to the lobby bar and sat down for a drink. I was going to sidle up to him at the bar, order a drink and try to make peace.

But something stopped me.

Instead I watched him for a little bit from across the lobby, safely out of sight.

More than just him, I watched that sexy bartender that I just could not get my mind off of.

He and my husband appeared to be fairly familiar with each other, which was a surprise to me.

They also appeared to be having quite the deep conversation.

Sure, Noah was the only person at the bar, but the bartender seemed to take a keen interest in him. Almost like he was giving him advice.

I tried to get closer so I could hear what they were saying without giving myself away.

Thanks to the cover of some fortuitously placed plants and palm trees in the open-air lobby, I managed to get within earshot.

And while I couldn’t quite make out every word, I was able to get the gist of it and it sent my heart soaring.

It seemed as though this bartender guy was helping Noah...helping us.

Why? I couldn’t say.

I smiled.

There was a path back, I knew it.

And more than just a path back for us. A path back to that rush, that high I’d experienced the night before with Brad.

Remember I said I was a junkie right from the start.

So I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t on my mind. I didn’t want to just get my relationship back on track.

I wanted to get it back on track and heading back in the direction that would allow me to get some more big, random dick.

Noah’s barstool scraping on the hard floor of the bar, signaling he was getting up to leave, snapped me out of my stupor just in time to scamper ahead of him and back to our villa in plenty of time to be ready and waiting for us to have “the talk.”

I was nervous, excited, and more than a little wet.


Chapter 21
(Noah)

So there I was, once again taking that old, familiar walk from the bar back to our villa to try to talk to Amy.

That was when it hit me, for nearly thrity-six hours we’d barely spoken a word to each other that wasn’t related to one of two things: fighting or sex.

Here we were, a long weekend in paradise and we hadn’t taken the time to talk. To love each other. To connect and enjoy our time together.

That made me feel really lousy.

It was a short walk, but it was long enough for me to decide something. Enough was enough. This was silly. I was wrong to lie to her. I was wrong to get mad and try to make her feel bad for doing something that I told her I desperately wanted. Something I wanted so desperately that I manipulated and deceived her in my attempts to get it.

And now what? Like a petulant child, things didn’t go exactly how I’d envisioned so I was going to throw a tantrum?

Just who did I think I was?

I hardly recognized myself.

I resolved to do better. And to apologize and to do whatever it took to smooth our relationship over and back on track.

And maybe more than that, back on the track that would allow us to actually explore what we came here to explore in the first place.

Together. As one.

I took a deep breath, swiped the card key one more time, and entered our suite.

. . .

Amy was sitting on the bed, a vision of pure and perfect beauty. She’d showered and changed and curled her luscious blonde hair ever so slightly, just the way I liked it.

She was looking down at the floor, her soft gaze lost in thought. When she heard me come in, she slowly lifted her chin towards me, her eyes clear and bright, and she smiled at me.

I melted.

“Amy, I’m so sorry,” I started to say, but she held up a hand to cut me off.

She stood quickly and met me halfway in a charged and loving embrace that made my stomach do the same backflips it had done when we’d first met all those many years ago.

“I’m sorry too,” she whispered.

We kissed. It was deep and passionate and slow. Wet and sensual. It was like we were two estranged lovers rediscovering each other for the first time in a while.

It was nice.

Then, we let each other go and each of us, at the exact same time said the same exact thing: we should talk.

It appeared we were back on the same page already, and after our nervous laughter subsided we sat down on the bed and hashed it out. Like adults. Like a couple.

Like people who really loved and cared about each other.

And we got to the bottom of it.

I told her everything, my reservations, insecurities, what made me mad and what made me horny with lust. And she explained herself to me, I listened intently and apologized even more so.

In the end, we both agreed we feared the same thing: losing each other.

“It was just when I thought about how you were with Brad versus how you were with me, it made me worried that you’d...I don’t know…”

“What? Not enjoy you anymore?”

“Yeah,” I said, it sounded silly when spoken aloud like that.

She put her hands on my shoulders.

“Noah, honey, I could never not enjoy you. I love you and you’re the man I’ve chosen above everyone else. Pardon my directness, but that’s something that dick size just can’t make up for. You understand that right?”

I shook my head. What a fool I’d been.

“Yeah, yeah. I know. You’re right.”

We hugged tightly again, wiped the mist from our eyes, and looked around the stunning villa with sweeping views of the most beautiful beaches in the world.

“So, what do we do now?” Amy asked.

I took a deep breath.

“We wipe the slate clean. This is our first day and we’ll come into this as we intended. We’ll explore together and we’ll see how it feels. We don’t have to do anything we don’t want to do. No pressure.”

She nodded.

“And if we do find something - someone - we want to do?”

When she said someone, my mind reflexively went to Lenny, again him slapping his big, dark cock against my wife’s milky white belly as I watched him prepare to enter her.

My dick got rock hard and I swallowed a gulp down my throat.

“We’ll communicate and respect each other.”

She put her hand on mine and smiled.

“Good. Now, let’s get something to eat, I’m starving,” she said.


Chapter 22
(Amy)

“Wait, there’s someone I want you to meet,” Noah said as we made our way across the lobby to one of the amazing restaurants on the premises that we had yet to take advantage of, among other things at Heartbreak Cove.

He pulled me in the direction of the bar, the one I’d seen him at earlier. The one with the handsome and oh-so sexy black man who I kept fantasizing about.

I felt my heart fluttering in my chest as the man at the bar looked up, locked eyes with me and smiled the most gorgeous smile I’d ever seen - besides Noah’s, of course.

I walked with Noah - no, more like floated - over to the bar and before I knew it the bartender was taking my tiny hand in his and shaking it with a firm-but-not-too-firm grip that made me go weak in the knees.

“Lenny, this is my wife - Mrs. Harrington, a.k.a, Amy,” Noah said, “Amy, this is Lenny. He’s uhh, been a friendly ear for me I guess you could say. And he’s been dying to meet you.”

He had been?

I giggled like an idiot.

“Nice to meet you, Lenny,” I said.

“It’s a real pleasure,” he said, taking my hand and raising it to his beautiful, full lips and kissing it ever so gently.

Swoon.

“You’ve got a real good one here,” he said, pointing to my husband who I had almost, once again, forgotten was standing there right next to me.

“Yeah, yeah I do,” I said.

“Can I get you guys something to drink?” he asked.

“Oh no, we’re just on our way to grab a little lunch,” Noah said. “But since we’ve been uh, you know, I figured I’d stop by and introduce Amy here,” he said, motioning towards me.

“Of course, do enjoy,” Lenny said, flashing his million dollar smile once again.

“Thanks, will do,” Noah said.

“So nice to meet you Amy.”

To which I could only respond with another dumb school girl giggle. Boy was I infatuated and lusting after Lenny.

“And don’t forget, Noah,” he called after us, “tonight, 10:00 PM. Terrace. Gonna be a hell of a party. I’d hate for you both to miss it.”

I turned and looked at Lenny, who winked at me.

“I’m counting on you, Amy!” he yelled across the lobby.

“Ok!” I yelled back, again like a love-drunk idiot. Or was it lust-drunk?

Either way, I had no idea what he was talking about, but I knew he would be there and that thought alone had me very horny and very, very wet.


Chapter 23
(Noah)

The sexual tension and chemistry between Lenny and my wife was hard to miss. And I think part of me was hoping that was what would happen when I introduced the two of them.

In fact, now that I think back on it, I’m sure that’s what it was.

Had to be.

Why else?

And to be honest, I enjoyed it. This was more my speed.

I felt more in control now that Amy and I had talked it out and come to a mutual understanding.

My mind was at ease and back in the state it had been when we first started our journey to get here.

I was excited, nervous, and really turned on by everything. My mind kept flashing to that image that made me instantly hard, short of breath, and flooded with adrenaline and dopamine and whatever other feel-good, intense chemicals the body produces.

That image of Lenny, standing over my wife, his huge, black shaft making an audible slapping noise on my wife’s trimmed and toned tummy as she worked herself up in a frenzy of lust, begging him to stick it inside her.

Gulp.

We took our seats at a table in the back of the restaurant and ordered food, I don’t even remember what.

Not that it wasn’t good, I’m sure it was delicious, it’s just that we never got around to eating it.

We started talking and well, one thing led to another, and before I knew it, we were running out of the restaurant in a mad dash for our room like a couple of horny teenagers who’d just discovered sex for the first time.

“My god, you look beautiful,” I said.

She blushed and smiled and pretended to look at her menu.

“So, what did you think of Lenny?” I asked, probing for information. I knew she was checking him out yesterday when we were checking in and any doubts I may have had about her being attracted to him were certainly put to rest after that flirtatious, flustered interaction at the bar.

She cleared her throat.

“He seemed nice,” she said.

I made a show of rolling my eyes.

“What?” she asked.

I raised my eyebrows, trying to prod her into saying more without putting words in her mouth.

“Why are you doing that? What?” she asked again.

This wasn’t working, so I decided to just cut to the chase and be direct.

“Well, I mean...I caught you checking him out, hard, yesterday and after that little interaction back there, well...”

My voice trailed off. Her face turned a light shade of red and she laughed like she was nervous.

“What little interaction?” she protested.

“You giggling like a school girl meeting her celebrity crush or something,” I said. “It’s fine too, I’m totally cool with it. I just wanted to, you know...communicate. Like we said we would.”

She folded her arms and bit her lip.

“Ok, fair enough. You win,” she said. “Yes.”

“Yes what?” I asked playfully.

“Yes, I think he’s attractive.”

I made a face that said, I thought so, picked up my menu and pretended to read it over.

“Good,” I said without looking up.

“Why’s that?” she asked.

“Because…” I said, then dropped my voice to a whisper, “I can’t stop thinking about what it would be like to watch you fuck him.”

There.

It was out in the open.

I said it. I was running with it.

And this time, I was more than sure I’d be okay with watching it all go down.

She stared deeply at me, again into the depths of my soul just like she had with Brad and I was transported back to that place.

Only this time, I wasn’t scared. I was ready to go there, with her, with us. With everything.

“We need to go back to the room, now,” Amy said.

We both stood up at the same time, eyes locked and again on fire with the power that lit the stars and all that, and go we did.


Chapter 24
(Amy)

Everything had gone way better than I could have imagined. It felt like we were us again. Sure, a slightly different, more uninhibited version of us. But still us nonetheless.

And it felt good.

I’d never been more attracted to Noah than in that moment.

We didn’t even stay long enough to see what our food looked like, let alone eat it.

As soon as I heard Noah say he couldn’t stop thinking about watching me fuck Lenny, I felt a current of electricity and excitement flowing through my body, super charging it with lust and sexual energy.

We had to leave that very second.

“We need to go back to the room,” I said.

I had to fuck.

“Now.”

We had to fuck.

I remember we practically ran back across the lobby and back down the hall over to our villa. We were like two teenagers in love and in lust and it felt so good.

We burst through the door and had each other’s clothes off and on the ground, it seemed, before the door could even click shut. 

Noah’s hands were exploring every inch of my body as if for the very first time. He ran his fingers through my hair and stared deeply into my eyes.

“I love you,” he whispered.

“I love you too,” I whispered back.

We fell into bed and made hard, passionate love for what felt like hours with hardly a word spoken between us.

It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced before, pure animalistic lust. I came so hard, over and over again, even harder than I did with Brad.

The vulnerability, the intimacy of what we were doing together now was such a powerful aphrodisiac. It heightened my senses and made every tiny sensation and pleasure feel ten times better.

Once again, we collapsed into each other’s arms in a heap on the bed.

But this time, we didn’t fall asleep. It was still the afternoon and I only had one thing on my mind.

We had to talk. More than talk.

We had to make a plan. I needed it.

I didn’t want to keep fantasizing about it and talking. I wanted to make it happen, for real.

So, I took the plunge.

“About that party tonight?” I said, drawing a circle with the manicured nail of my index finger on Noah’s chiseled chest.

He smiled slyly at me.

“What about it?”

“Well, I was thinking we could maybe go,” I said.

“Oh yeah?”

“And I was also thinking, maybe…”

“Maybe what?”

“I was thinking maybe if things went well,” I moved my mouth to his ear and gently nibbled on the lobe and then whispered, “we could come back here and you could watch Lenny slide his big, black cock inside this tight, married pussy.”

I ran my hand down from his chest to his dick and felt the blood surging to refill his shaft as I whispered my dirty thoughts into his ear, feeding his mind with its own deepest, darkest desires.

He swallowed hard and exhaled deeply as his erection returned.

“Would you like that?” I asked, still whispering.

“Fuck yes,” he said, closing his eyes while I began to slowly stroke his hard cock. Noah began kissing my neck while I watched my hand jerking him up and down.

I loved the sight of it and I thought about how much I was going to love the sight of my hand doing the exact same thing to Lenny’s huge, dark pole just hours later.

Soon, Noah was coming again and I simply continued to jerk him to completion as the come oozed out of his tip and all over my hand. Coating my wedding ring in a sticky web of white seed.

“Mmm, fuck that’s hot,” I said, licking his juices from my fingers.

Noah looked at the bedside clock and sat up straight. Kissed me hard on the lips without a care that I’d just swallowed his load (so hot) and said, “we should get ready, we have a big night ahead of us and we haven’t eaten anything yet.”

I laughed out loud. It was true. We’d gone out to eat and got ourselves so worked up that we didn’t even end up taking one bite of food.

Suddenly, I had a huge appetite and was dying for some food. Plus, if tonight was going to be the sexual marathon I suspected it would be, we were going to need our strength.


Chapter 25
(Noah)

That feeling, the one where you wake up on December 25th only to find that Santa Clause called out sick? What’s the opposite of that?

Because that’s what I was feeling all of a sudden. That joy, that spark, that excitement between me and Amy, it was back tenfold.

The experience we had when we got back to the room, well, I’ll spare you all the details for the sake of brevity but let’s just say it was magical.

And while I never asked, I’m pretty sure I took her to a place that Brad didn’t even approach the previous day.

Was it because she was thinking of Brad the whole time, or Lenny? I can’t be sure, but something tells me that’s not what it was.

I think finally talking it out, being vulnerable and intimate with each other on such a deep level that we’d never gone to before, of doing this thing the right way - together - I don’t know, I think that opened us up for a more powerful sexual experience than any random stud could provide, no matter how big his dick was.

Maybe that’s wishful thinking on my part, but it’s my story and I’m sticking to it.

Anyway, it was high time we got some food into our bellies as it was approaching five o’clock and neither of us had eaten anything all day.

If the night was going to go the way I suspected it was going to play out, we’d both need some fuel to keep that fire burning deep into the early hours of the following morning.

We had some trouble keeping our hands off each other and having a go at another romp in the sheets, but we managed to do it and get ourselves out the door in a somewhat timely manner.

By the time we both showered and got dressed it was nearly six o’clock.

Which was perfect, we could head out to dinner, enjoy ourselves. Maybe have some after dinner drinks and then head to the terrace around ten to see what this party was all about.

Amy had put on a stunning, jaw-dropping, low-cut black dress that perfectly accentuated her cleavage. The end of the dress barely covered her supple ass and she was wearing my favorite pair of heels - I hadn’t even known she packed them - and once again had her hair slightly curled just the way I liked it.

She was breathtaking. And it warmed my heart and made me feel like the luckiest man in the world to know, without a doubt, she was dressing to impress me and turn me on. Didn’t matter who else might have her later, she was dressed for me.

“My god, you’re beautiful,” I said, marveling at her as I took her by the hand and twirled her around for a full 360 degree view.

She laughed and kissed me on the cheek.

“I thought you might like it.” she said. “You know, you’re not half bad yourself.”

As we crossed the threshold out of our villa and into the evening air, I felt ready. Prepared to experience this adventure with my wife at my side, my best friend in the whole world.

I felt at peace with everything.

And more than that, I felt honry as all get out. I wanted to hit fast forward and jump to ten o’clock and just get on with it.


Chapter 26
(Amy)

Dinner was lovely. Romantic and delicious. The perfect way to set the table for the night that lay ahead of us (pun intended).

We shared two bottles of wine, talked and laughed the whole time. It was kind of like we were back to when we first started dating. Everything was funny, everything was great. I adored Noah and I could tell he was feeling the same way about me.

It felt like life before we’d come here and it was nice to have a little piece of that back even though both of us knew we could never go back there.

Not after what we’d done and certainly not after what we were about to do.

And that was ok. It might sound strange to an outsider but this ordeal we’d thrust ourselves into, this adventure and all its challenges and ups and downs, it was actually making us stronger. Better. Closer. More in love than ever before.

That didn’t mean we didn’t still have to be careful. It just meant we were growing and we were up to the task.

When we finished dinner, we still had about an hour or so to kill before this so-called party on the terrace at ten o’clock.

So, we did what any self-respecting, fun-loving couple would do. We found a bar and kept on drinking.

I think that was probably what we needed, for the both of us to cut loose a little and relax. Take the edge off and lower our inhibitions a bit.


Chapter 27
(Noah)

I don’t remember how many shots of tequila we toasted over that hour and change leading up to the party on the terrace.

To be honest, between the hours of about 8:45 and 10:45 PM, my memory is a little fuzzy.

Which is fine, because all the good stuff - the best stuff, happened after that anyway.

We arrived at the party a little early. Well, right on time technically but apparently it was customary to show up fashionably late and so when we arrived, from what I recall, there were only two other couples there along with the “staff.”

It was a lavish, classy affair.

Plenty to drink, plenty to eat.

An infinity pool on the far side of the terrace level spilled over into the horizon as the whitecaps of the Caribbean sea danced and sparkled across the shoreline, shimmering in the silver moonlight of a warm and breezy night.

“I didn’t bring my bathing suit,” Amy whispered as she grabbed my arm for balance.

I looked over to the far corner of the pool and saw a woman, perhaps late fifties and a tall, tan man with bulging muscles making out in the water.

Neither of them appeared to be wearing a damn thing.

The woman was fairly attractive for her age, but a little saggy in some areas and seemed to be quite an odd pairing for the much younger, tighter looking man.

“Well, if you want to go for a dip, I don’t think you’ll need one.”

“Oh my god,” Amy said. “Is that, Brad?”

I did a double take and sure enough, it was. I’d just taken a sip of my champagne and nearly spit it out. 

When I turned back to Amy I could see she was a little, I don’t know mad?

“Oh, you’re not jealous are you?”

“What?” she said, raising her voice just a little too much.

“You are, aren’t you? It’s ok. I don’t mind.”

She stared at the two of them making out.

“I just can’t believe he’s with, her.”

“Well, you do know that’s why he’s here, right? To service you ladies with his giant, uh, package. You knew that right?”

She didn't, it turned out. She had no idea. So, I filled her in on everything Lenny had told me.

“Oh my god, I can’t believe it. I mean I can, it makes sense. It’s just...wow.”

“But Amy, let’s be honest,” I said, “you’re not the type of woman who needs a hired gun. If you and Brad had been in an office building in Manhattan the whole thing still would’ve happened if you decided you wanted it to. You know that too, right?”

She raised an eyebrow and then her glass. We clinked glasses.

She did know it. She always knew how hot she was.

“That’s ok,” she said, waving to Brad as he turned and recognized them from the water, “I’m craving some chocolate tonight anyway,” she said with a wink.

“Speaking of which,” I said, looking around. “Have you seen Lenny anywhere?”

“Not yet,” she said, scanning the scene, “but it’s still early.”


Chapter 28
(Amy)

I felt a tingle between my legs when I finally spotted him. I think it was around 10:45 or so when Lenny walked into the party. It was like the Mayor had just arrived, he was shaking hands with every guy and hugging every woman, kissing her on the cheek or hand like a perfect gentleman.

By that time, the party had filled in and it was quite crowded.

Lenny was speaking with Brad and the older hag he’d been servicing in the pool earlier when he finally noticed me.

As he was kissing her hand, he looked up, cutting his gaze across the party and fixing it right on me.

I felt like the only person in the world at that moment and felt my breath catch in my chest.

He smiled, finished his exchange with Brad and his cougar pal and made a bee line right towards me and Noah.

“Noah,” he said with a nod and a quick, firm handshake. Then he turned to me and took my tiny little hand in his massive paw and gently brought it to his lips and kissed it with his big, luscious lips.

“Amy,” he said, raking his eyes over my body. I could feel the intensity of his stare as he brought his gaze up to meet mine. “Looking beautiful. So happy you could make it.”

“Lenny, I don’t understand,” Noah said, cutting in.

“What’s that?”

“The other night you said you’d be serving at the party, but tonight…”

“I’m off tonight. From serving.”

“And you still wanted to come here on your night off?” I asked.

He turned back towards me and smiled.

“But of course, I came because, well I hope I’m not being too forward here,” he said, winking at Noah, “but I came for you, Amy. I hoped you guys would show tonight and now, here we all are.”

My heart melted.

I felt like the most special girl in the whole wide world. It sounds corny I know, but there you have it.

“Yes, here we all are indeed,” Noah said. Thankfully he spoke up because all I could manage was that stupid, girly giggle again.

“Why don’t we all head to the bar and get a drink?” Lenny offered.

“Yes, let’s,” I said, finally managing to break out of my nervous stupor.

. . .

“To new friends, and new adventures,” Noah said as the three of us raised our shots of tequila and clinked glasses.

“Well said, my friend,” Lenny said as he collected oru glasses and placed them back on the bar.

I looked around the party and realized for the first time that things were getting pretty wild. People were naked. People were making out. People we’re fucking in little alcoves and corners and in the pool there seemed to be a kind of blowjob party going on.

I’m not sure how else to describe it.

In the shallow end of the pool, five beefy, big-cocked men were sitting along the edge so their legs were in the water.

Each one of them had a half-naked woman, waist-deep in the water in front of them, eagerly slurping and sucking on their pole as people watched and cheered.

I started breathing hard, scanning the erotic, carnal scene that was turning into one big orgy it seemed.

I felt myself getting hot and flustered and to my surprise, wanting to join in the fun.

I thought about how nasty and dirty it would be to perform sexual acts not just in front of my husband and for my husband, but also in front of a crowd of curious onlookers and other deviants who were doing the exact same thing.

At that exact moment, I felt a hand slide up my back side and cup my ass cheek. Noah was getting frisky, I thought, warming me up for the night ahead.

And I loved it.

He slid a finger down my crack and between my legs, sending a chill down my spine as he slowly spread my lips apart and slipped a finger, then two into my soaking, wet cunt.

“Is this turning you on,” a voice whispered in my ear and I turned to see Lenny standing next to me, with his hand between my legs and I went weak in the knees.

I looked over to see Noah, sipping on a cocktail, watching us intently.

He nodded firmly at me to encourage me to keep going.

That’s when I turned and kissed Lenny hard and deep while he continued to finger me next to the bar.

I wasn’t sure if anyone was watching us yet, but I was going to make sure people started to pay attention.

I grabbed at Lenny’s cock from outside his pants and closed my eyes.

He was huge.

Bigger than Brad even.

And I couldn’t wait to see it.


Chapter 29
(Noah)

Watching Amy finally start to get down with Lenny, watching him finger her right in front of me, watching her turn to me to make sure I was watching before she kissed him hard and deep - all of it - had my senses in complete and total overdrive.

I had to work to steady my breathing. I took deep breaths slowly in through my nose and exhaled in long, measured intervals to keep my heart rate steady.

For a brief moment, I looked around the party (which was now quite crowded) and found that we were basically in the midst of an all out orgy.

People were sucking, fucking, licking, kissing, and moaning all over the place.

So this is what Clair and Liam were always going on about. The “parties.”

I felt the corners of my lips curl into a smile.

I had to admit, it was pretty hot.

But nothing was a substitute for watching my own wife and suddenly I found myself wondering if Amy and Lenny planned on joining in with the rest of the group.

Amy planted a hard, wet kiss on my lips and pulled me out of my daze.

“Come on,” she said. Lenny was holding her left hand, pulling her towards the other side of the terrace, towards the pool. She reached out with her right and grabbed me by the hand and the three of us, linked inexorably in lust and in hand, walked over to a more secluded area with plush outdoor furniture amidst a more cozy, intimate setting in which to begin our little adventure.

I could tell Amy was riled up and ready to go. Lenny was more calm, cool, collected and for that I was thankful. Because I was barely holding it together.

On more than one occasion, I felt my hard shaft brush against the inside of my pants and thought I might come right there on the spot.

That would’ve been a disaster indeed, but part of me also wasn’t too worried.

The anticipation of what was to surely unfold in short order was so tantalizingly hot and debaucherous that I just knew my refractory period would be condensed and I would be able to get hard again within a matter of minutes.

Amy sat down on one of the sofas and Lenny stood next to her. She began to unbuckle his belt and unzip his pants when she paused and looked at me.

I nodded for her to continue. I couldn’t wait to see her take Lenny’s giant cock into her hand so she could jerk and suck it right in front of me.

But when I nodded to her, she smiled and with her index finger beckoned me to come closer.

“Mmmm, I want both of you,” she said.

Gulp.

Yes ma’am.

I did as I was told and stood to her left, opposite of Lenny.

Amy began to unbuckle and unzip my pants in muh the same way. She reached into my briefs and pulled out my pulsating, pink, fleshy member. Making a small claw with her fingertips she tickled and teased the head of my dick with her nails sending shivers down my spine.

“Are you ready for this baby?” she said, staring up at me from her position on the sofa.

I nodded vigorously.

“Should I take Lenny’s cock out too?”

Lenny looked at me and winked.

It was weird, but he made me feel comfortable.

He was totally unthreatening.

We all knew what we were here for and what was about to go down and there was a calm clarity to that feeling that just wasn’t present the other day with Brad.

I winked back at Lenny and looked down at my wife.

“Yes, baby. I think you should take his cock out and see how you like it.”

Without letting go of my dick, she reached into Lenny’s trousers and pulled out a dark, black cock that had to be approaching twelve inches in length and several inches in girth.

Her mouth practically fell to the floor and she let go of my cock and wrapped both of her petite hands around his half-hard shaft. It was like his cock was a magnet that pulled her away from me and into its field.

“Oh my god, baby look at him,” she said as she turned back towards me to see if I was seeing the same thing she was seeing.

“You like it?” I asked, smiling.

“God, I love it,” she said, stroking up and down, making Lenny’s dick grow harder and harder. “I love it, this big, beautiful, black cock. Oh my god.”

Lenny just smiled and admired my wife’s hands on his shaft.

Again, Amy used her index finger to beckon me closer.

“Come here…” she said. “I want to compare them. Is that ok?”

I shrugged and moved closer to Amy and Lenny. Sure, why not? What did I care? I wasn’t embarrassed in the slightest. In fact, her suggestion turned me on even more.

She turned her palms face up towards the sky and took each of our dicks into one, letting them rest softly in her hands and held them up to each other so our tips were almost touching.

“Holy shit,” she said with tons of excitement and wonder, “he’s like two or three times as big as you.”

Then she started jerking us both off at the same time.

“God, I love having two hard dicks to play with,” she said.

I looked down and watched her hands working our shafts and again tried to focus on my breathing so that I didn’t come too early. I wanted to savor this.

Amy then looked up at Lenny and asked in her sweetest voice, “can I suck it?”

“Of course you can,” Lenny said.

And with that, Amy practically unhinged her jaw to accommodate his size and took Lenny’s massive pole into her mouth and began to suck.

I watched her, mesmerized by her graceful movements on his shaft, and slowly stroked myself. Just enough to feel pleasure, but not enough to work myself up to the point of orgasm.

After a while, she popped her mouth off Lenny’s cock and turned towards me.

“Your turn,” she said. And took me into her mouth. She was able to take my dick all the way down so that her nose was pressed firmly against my pelvis and she held it there for a few seconds before pulling back to gasp for air.

She spit some saliva into both her hands and used it to lube up each of our cocks and began stroking us in unison once again.

Then she went back and forth, back and forth for a while. Sucking Lenny for a bit, then sucking me some.

Oh, have I mentioned that it was so, so fucking hot?

Because I can’t overstate that enough.

To be honest, I hadn’t expected to be included in the festivities and it was quite a pleasant surprise.

I’d also gotten so lost in the moment and wrapped up in what was happening, that I didn’t realize we’d attracted a small crowd of spectators who seemed very interested and turned on by the three of us.

Then something else totally unexpected happened.

“I want both of you in my mouth at the same time,” Amy said.

It caught me a bit off guard, but I looked at Lenny who looked at me and we both just kind of shrugged and went with it.

Try anything once, they say. So, I figured what the hell.

We both stepped closer to her mouth and she opened wide while grabbing each of us at the base of the shaft. She carefully put us both into her mouth at the same time and I nearly lost all control.

Visually, it was stunning seeing my wife with both my fleshy, pink cock in her mouth and a large black one at the same time. But also the wet warm feeling of her mouth, coupled with, I’ll just say it, the feeling of my cock rubbing up against Lenny’s flesh, well...it was nearly orgasmic.

So much so that within a few moments, I found I had to pull myself away or I was likely to bust in her mouth right then and there and really and truly ruin the moment.

As I took a small breather, Amy was back to sucking off Lenny and I looked around at the crowd which was now nearly a dozen people.

I found myself getting slightly uncomfortable. While it was hot to have people watching and getting turned on by watching us, this was also supposed to be a special moment between my wife and I.

Well, my wife and I and Lenny.

That’s why when Amy popped her mouth off Lenny’s cock once more and said, “I need to get fucked,” I decided to step in. She was getting ready to pull down her dress and let us have at her.

But I pulled her close to me and kissed her hard.

“You are so fucking sexy right now, do you know that?” I said.

She smiled and bit her bottom lip. I leaned in and whispered into her ear.

“Why don’t we head back to the room? I want this to be special, just for us.”

I could tell she was a little hesitant, she was in heat and ready to go. I feared I may be ruining the moment. But I felt it was the right call.

I looked at Lenny, and he nodded, signaling to me that understood.

“Please, babe? We can save the public fucking for our next visit, huh?”

Her face lit up at the sound of next visit and she nodded vigorously and kissed me on the lips.

To think, she was hesitant to go in the beginning, I had to lie to get her there, and now she was eagerly anticipating another visit.

What a world.

“Okay,” she said. “Let’s go.”

And with that, Lenny and I pulled up our pants and allowed Amy to take us each by the hand and lead us in the direction of the exit and down the steps, across the lobby, and in the direction of our private villa where the real show would soon begin.


Chapter 30
(Amy)

I was on fire.

Having both their cocks in my mouth at the same time was mind-blowing.

And the vulnerability and secureness in himself that Noah had shown by agreeing to it, well, it was the sexiest thing a man had ever done for me.

I practically floated down the steps and across the lobby to our villa.

When the three of us were safely inside, we decided to hit pause for a few moments while Noah made the three of us a drink.

I sat down on the bed and Lenny sat across from me in one of the plush, leather chairs that adorned the living area.

Noah made us all an Old Fashioned and we toasted to the night.

Honestly, at that point, I think I was stone cold sober and the Old Fashioned really helped to steady my nerves from the rush of all the adrenaline that was coursing through my body after what took place back at the party.

I took a long hard pull on my drink and exhaled, letting the alcohol wash over and into my system and both simultaneously warm me up and calm me down.

“Better?” Noah said with a laugh.

“How’s your drink, Lenny?” I asked, trying to make small talk.

“You know, normally I’m not an Old Fashioned kind of guy, but I gotta say Noah, you make a mean one. You want to fill in for me tomorrow? I can fill in for you here with your wife, if you want.”

Under ordinary circumstances Lenny’s comments may have been awkward, maybe even hurtful but I could tell Noah took no offense and realized it was just a little playful teasing.

We all laughed and continued to drink as a moment of slight awkwardness punctuated the air in the room.

I wanted to break the ice but didn’t know what to do to get the fire started again.

Luckily, Lenny did.

He put down his drink and stood up. He walked over to me and sat down on the bed. He took my chin in his hand and pulled my lips towards his and just started kissing me soft and sensually without a word spoke.

I lapped at his tongue, slow at first and then faster, tasting and savoring his saliva. I could feel him reaching into his pants and pulling out his cock.

He guided my hand down to his crotch and I wrapped my fingers around his dick once again and I could feel Noah’s eyes watching us intently and soon I felt that current of electricity running down my spine again.

I turned away from Lenny’s lips and offered him my neck to nibble on while I stroked his cock and stared at Noah.

I stared unblinking into my husband’s eyes while I stroked Lenny’s big, black dick right in front of him and I could tell Noah was in heaven. As he watched, he slowly sat down in the chair adjacent to us and took out his hard dick.

I felt myself getting wetter and wetter as I watched my husband stroking his cock to what I was doing with another man right in front of him. It was the best drug in the world.

Again, I took my index finger and beckoned for him to come over. But this time he shook me off.

“No baby, I want you two to have fun. I just want to watch for a bit,” he said.

Boy, did that turn me on even more.

So, I turned away and lowered my mouth down onto Lenny’s cock and started blowing him again, slurping and sucking like a greedy little slut.

Lenny reached down and brushed my blonde locks from my face so that Noah could see everything clearly.

Such a gentleman.

After a while I stood up and Lenny removed my dress with graceful skill and efficiency.

He wrapped me in his massive arms and began to lick and suck on my nipples which drove me wild.

I leaned in and while nibbling on his ear, I whispered, “I want you inside me. I want that big, fat cock deep in this wet, married pussy.”

Lenny smiled and stood up.

“Lay down on the bed,” he said as he gently, but with some force manhandled me to the bed and spread my legs wide as he stood between them and prepared to enter me with Noah mere feet away.


Chapter 31
(Noah)

I couldn’t believe my eyes. My vision, my dream, my fantasy - whatever you want to call it - was coming to life right in front of me.

I got up out of my chair to get a better view as Lenny positioned himself at the foot of the bed between my wife’s legs as he prepared to enter her.

There came a soft slapping almost a thud, thud, thudding as Lenny slapped his big, dark cock against the milky, sun-kissed skin of my wife’s tummy.

Amy giggled.

“Oh my god, it’s heavy,” she said, reaching out to stroke it a little more as she lay waiting in anticipation of the giant pole entering her and taking her to a place I never could. “You’re going to have to go slow, I’m still a little sore from -”

But her thought was cut short as Lenny pressed the head of his cock against the entrance to her vagina and eventually, force won out and her lips parted and walls stretched as Lenny plunged the first few inches of his cock into her.

I could hear the wet, sloshing sounds as he pressed deeper and deeper and took my wife’s breath away.

He was being slow and respectful but he wasn’t going to stop until he bottomed out inside her.

“How’s that feel,” he whispered.

“Really fucking good,” Amy said, almost out of breath.

I watched the two of them lock eyes and share a moment. She’d forgotten me in that instant but it didn’t matter this time. It was what I wanted. She would be mine again soon enough.

But for right now, she belonged to Lenny. And that was turning me on more than I could have ever imagined it would.

He began to speed up his thrusts now, moving his hips in rhythm with my wife as he leaned in and kissed her while he fucked her brains out.

She was moaning loudly now and within a minute or two, she was screaming and shaking from yet another earth-shattering orgasm that appeared to have her entire body writhing and convulsing from what could almost be called, too much pleasure...almost.

Amy looked over at me as Lenny gathered himself and went to work on providing her with another mind-bending orgasm.

“God, baby. He’s so deep,” she reached out for my hand and gripped it tightly. “I love you,” she said. “I love you so much, ohhh fuck, oh my goddd!”

“I love you too,” I whispered back, but she was lost again in the throes of another intense climax. This time the sheer magnitude of her orgasm forced Lenny’s cock out as she squirted all over the bed from the intense pleasure he’d given her.

I’d never seen Amy squirt before and I almost blew my load, once again, but managed to keep myself in check.

Miracles do happen from time to time.

Amy was laughing and moaning and shaking and panting from the intense sensations she must have been feeling. She got up on all fours and stuck her ass in the air in Lenny’s direction and instructed him to, “pound me from behind, I want it doggy.”

And Lenny happily obliged.

At some point, I lost count of how many times he made her come. I can’t be sure, but over the couple hour session (of course, there were plenty of breaks) but I wouldn’t be surprised if the number approached double digits.

Honest to god.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” I heard Lenny say suddenly as my wife was in the midst of bouncing her perfect, round ass up and down on his big, fat dick.

It was a feeling I knew all too well. She had an ability to really move that part of her body, and only that part of her body. She didn’t just hope up and down on the dick, she rode it. And it was so sexy to watch - in fact, dare I say, it was even sexier than being the one who she was riding.

Amy hopped off quickly and got down on her knees in front of Lenny to accept his load. She stuck out her tongue and moaned as he unleashed his seed into her eager, slutty mouth.

His white cream filled up her mouth and was soon overflowing onto her lips, dripping across her rosy cheeks and down her chin onto her tits and tummy below.

Fuck, it was so hot.

She swallowed it up and pushed the remainder into her mouth and Lenny tried to jerk every last drop out of his shaft for her.

“Mmm, you taste so good,” Amy said.

“Mmm, thank you Amy,” Lenny said, “and thank you, my friend,” he said to me. “I hope you enjoyed. That was a lot of fun for me.”

Lenny began to clean himself up and get dressed while Amy still knelt on the floor, playing with his cum, rubbing it onto her tits and licking her fingers.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her and she seemed locked onto me.

Suddenly, it was like we were the only two people in the room and Lenny was the odd man out. But he seemed to understand, in fact he seemed happy about it.

“Perfect,” I heard him whisper. “Until next time, my friends. Until next time.”

And with that, he quietly let himself out the door and we were alone. Together.

I suddenly had the urge to kiss her. I wanted to stick my tongue in her mouth and taste all the nastiness of the night in one big sip. The thought of another man’s come on her breath was driving me wild with jealousy and lust.

I pulled her up from the floor and kissed her hard. It was bitter and acrid. But it made me harder than I’d been all night, which was saying something.

“You’ve been a filthy little slut, haven’t you?” I said.

“Mmm, yes I have. You gonna punish me, daddy?” she said, and bent over to offer her slutty little hole to me.

“You gonna reclaim this pussy? Feel how stretched out I am from that big, thick cock?”

And with that, I pounced on her and we had the best sex of our lives for the second time that day.


Chapter 32
(Amy)

Noah reclaimed me over and over again that night. Each time was better than the last. We fucked until the sun came up and then fucked some more, each time replaying highlights from the party and the night before.

We were both so turned on by it, we couldn’t wait to try it again.

Like I said, I was a junkie right from the start and now it was clear, Noah was joining the ranks.

We made a plan to find Lenny again that afternoon, as it was our last full day before we’d be traveling back to our normal lives in New York City.

But with all the excitement and adrenaline eventually wearing off around 10:00 AM, we were both finally exhausted and spent and fell into a deep sleep and didn’t wake up until the sun was setting over another gorgeous Caribbean day.

I was a little sad we’d slept through our last day there but it had all been worth it.

We went to the pool for a bit and just enjoyed each other’s company.

Then we had a late dinner and went looking for Lenny, but one of the bartenders at the lobby bar informed us he’d taken an extra day off and wouldn’t be in until the next morning.

So, we had a few drinks and then went back to our room to fuck, once again, like jack rabbits and talk dirty to each other about our debaucherous naughty adventures that weekend and the ones that were sure to follow.

The next day, as we were leaving, I would come to truly know why they called it Heartbreak Cove. I was indeed heartbroken to be leaving. And even though the excitement and potential of another visit softened the blow a bit, it took me a few weeks to get over the sting of leaving once we got back to Manhattan.

In the end, I’m glad Noah lied to me. I’m glad we fought. I’m glad - sorry, but glad - I found Brad and forced the issue and I’m especially glad my husband found Lenny and we got to experience the resort the way we did.

It made us stronger, more in love than ever before, and forged a deeper bond than I ever thought possible.

As soon as we got home, I knew I’d be calling Claire to plan a trip, one where we could both go this time, and I was intent on scheduling it as soon as humanly possible.

I was already missing those big, studly dicks and I knew, soon, I’d be going through withdrawal :)


Chapter 33
(Noah)

Early the next morning, while Amy was still asleep, I quietly got up and snuck off to the lobby bar for some breakfast and a mid-morning cocktail.

This afforded me the chance to see Lenny once more and thank him for all the help, both the practical spiritual guidance and well, to put it bluntly, for fucking my wife so damn well.

It might sound funny, but I felt a pretty tight bond between us and he assured me he would be ready and waiting to embark on some new adventures with us on our next visit.

“Make sure it’s soon, my friend. And give my regards to Amy. She was lovely.”

I told him I would and sauntered back off to our villa to wake up Amy and pack for the return journey home.

And the return journey home was when we’d both learn, the painful and hard way exactly why it was called Heartbreak Cove.

I had the post-vacation blues for a solid month and half upon returning to our swanky Manhattan apartment.

All the money in the world couldn’t replace that feeling of connectedness and deep, deep love we’d experienced that weekend.

In the end, the only cure was going to be another trip to the club, this time hopefully with Claire and Liam.

Amy and I had agreed we’d be staying, members for life I think we said. We even toasted to the idea at dinner on our last night there.

The only thing I was excited about when we got home was to call Liam and tell him all about it. Well, maybe not all about it. But the broad strokes.

And so we could plan our return trip.

THE END


She’s A
Bombshell

A Hotwife Romance

By: F. Rey Noel


Chapter One

Emerald Hills Country Club was one of, if not the most, exclusive country clubs in all of Southern California which placed it high in the running for most exclusive country clubs in the entire nation, and probably, the whole world.

Yes, the people who belonged there were not only one-percenters, many of them were one-tenth-of-one-percenters. They had more money than just about anyone, more than even Jed Clamppet.

The Caldwells, Derrick and Christine, were two of these such people. Derrick was a bit of a pushover and was a little too agreeable for his own good. At just under six-feet tall, he was thin and lanky and didn’t have much in the way of muscles to speak of. He wasn’t particularly handsome, but then he also wasn’t ugly either. Nor was he charming or outgoing and to be perfectly frank, he didn’t have good posture and he wasn’t particularly funny aside from the occasional well-timed movie quote he often managed to pull out when the situation called for it.

No, just about everything about Derrick, from his appearance to his personality, were right around average, or right below it in some areas.

But there were two things about him that were not average at all. In fact, in these two categories and these two categories alone did Derrick Caldwell find himself firmly among the one-tenth-of-one-percenters.

The first was money. Derrick had shit ton of it. His net worth was estimated to be somewhere firmly in the nine-figure range. That’s hundreds of millions for those keeping track at home. But don’t worry, it was nowhere near approaching the one-billion mark. He wasn’t a monster.

The second thing was his wife, Christine. She was a knockout, a smoke show, a babe, a dime piece, a complete and total bombshell.

All of the above.

Times a hundred plus infinity.

Her body had been carved in stone to the absolute perfect, firm, supple and oh so very ripe proportions. Rich, luscious lips. Long, silky legs. Curves in all the right places. Her golden blonde hair glistened and glowed like the sun itself.

And her breasts?

Oh my.

Oh my, those breasts.

They were just, well, they were just magnificent indeed.

The finest work of art ever produced by the finest plastic surgeon in all of Southern California. And considering the proximity to both Hollywood and the San Fernando Valley, that was saying quite a lot.

To everyone who encountered the Caldwells, it was painfully obvious.

Christine was a trophy wife.

Here she was, a spry twenty-eight year old with perfect tits who could bend over to touch her toes and lick her own asshole if she wanted and Derrick was, well he was Derrick.

A forty-two year old man of what could charitably be described as average attractiveness who’d, as a pimply-faced twenty-something, made an absolute fortune investing in companies around Silicon Valley and had now “retired” to paradise and needed a goddess with which to enjoy the view.

And they were right.

Derrick didn’t care.

So what?

He knew he’d only been able to snag a girl like Christine because of his money. But she still loved him and he loved her. And that was all that mattered.

Wasn’t it?

Well, there was one thing that did bother Derrick.

The sex. Not that they didn’t have it, they did...but he knew it was lacking. To put a finer point on it, he knew it was he who was lacking.

He thought about it especially when he was at Emerald Hills with his rich “friends” playing golf or eating in the restaurant. Two activities that he participated in frequently now that he was “retired.”

It was the taunting.

The snide comments.

The need to crush, not just win.

The dick-meauring, as it were.

Derrick was a lot of things, smart, calculating, shrewd, kind, and thoughtful.

But an alpha male he was not.

And at Emerald Hills, among the wolves, he had a hard time finding his place in the pack.

These “friends” of his and they were “friends” with quotation marks because Derrick knew full well that if not for all the money he had in his various bank accounts and all the vacation homes scattered across the globe, he had nothing in common with these people and had they all been typical working-class stiffs anywhere else in America, they simply would not hang out with each other.

That was an open and shut case as far as he was concerned.

Again, that didn’t bother him though.

It was the things they said to him.

Particularly the things they said to him about Christine.

Yes, they were only teasing him. But it was like they knew. Like they could smell it on him, somehow they were picking up on his energy and even though they didn’t consciously mean it, they could just tell.

Derrick wondered if there was such a thing as little dick energy. He supposed there probably was because he supposed it probably emanated from him wherever he went.

The most recent overture had come in the middle of his backswing, from Ronnie Cook, a regular in Derrick’s foursome. Of course, once Ronnie started in, Mitch and Frank joined the fray and piled right on top.

It was on the 11th tee and Derrick was having the round of his life. He was four under and cleaning the floor with the other guys. Sure, there was some money on the line, but between guys with bank accounts as big as theirs were, the bragging rights and pride were far, far more important.

Ronnie hated losing. Hell, they all did. But Ronnie turned into a spoiled little brat when things weren’t going his way and he liked to try to hit guys where he thought they were vulnerable.

Derrick was in the middle of his nice easy wind up, ready to let ‘er rip one more time when Ronnie started talking to Mitch and Frank a little too loudly. And while he may have been aiming his words at them, he was really talking to Derrick.

“Boy, I saw Christine at the pool yesterday. Hummina hummina,” he whistled, “that yellow bikini. Can’t believe Derrick let’s her out of the house like that.”

Derrick tried to ignore Ronnie, but couldn’t and hooked his ball into the second cut and the round fell apart from there.

As he was paying Ronnie at the end of the round (the prick had ended up winning by one lousy stroke in the end), Ronnie decided to keep needling him.

“Hey Derrick, I’m serious Christine’s a whole lotta woman. You sure you know what you’re doing with that? Because she looks like one thirsty girl the way dresses when you’re not around.”

This drew laughter and a snickering from Mitch and Frank.

Ronnie leaned in and lowered his voice and put his arm around Derrick’s neck.

“And uh, if you ever want me to step in and show you how a real man swings it, well you just let me know. Because I’m more than willing. I’m sure Christine wouldn’t mind.”

He grinned and winked and Derrick wanted to punch his lights out but he didn’t. Because he couldn’t.

For two reasons.

The first was that Derrick wasn’t that kind of guy, not by a long shot. He avoided confrontation at all costs. So, he simply smiled like an idiot and tried to laugh it off.

The second reason was that deep down, he knew it. Ronnie was right. He couldn’t satisfy Christine. In their couple of years together he was rather certain he’d never brought her to climax.

Sex with him was more like a chore for her and given his age and physical fitness levels, well at least for her sake the chore never lasted all that long.

For all Derrick knew, Christine was cheating on him right now. But he hated that thought. He didn’t think she’d do that to him.

Or did he? For a brief moment he pictured Christine with another man. Not Ronnie, it was more of an amorphous blob that resembled the idea of a man. One with a cock that was a great deal bigger than his. One that could actually please her.

For the briefest of seconds, he found that idea very arousing and this scared him, so he pushed it away.

It wasn’t the first time he’d felt that tingle go down his spine while his friends teased him about his inability to please his wife, which in reality they couldn’t possibly know for a fact, but he knew it was something to fear, more than that, to be ashamed of.

What kind of man gets turned on by the idea of his wife cheating on him he always wondered?

He pushed the thoughts safely away, and went to go meet Christine at the pool for a late lunch-early dinner kind of thing at the club’s poolside bistro and bar, Dante’s.

But when he arrived on the pool deck to see his wife picking up the contents of her bag off the ground with the help of an especially handsome, well-built gentlemen in a custom tailored suit, that feeling returned with a vengeance and this time, Derrick struggled mightily, despite his best efforts, to push it away.

And he wondered just exactly what that meant.


Chapter Two

Ezra Ellington was a powerhouse. A true alpha. Dominant personality, dominant physique. Standing at six-foot-five and weighing nearly two-hundred and twenty-five pounds of lean, sculpted muscle, he had been a standout, two-sport star at UCLA and would’ve been an NBA lottery pick if he hadn’t blown out not one, but both of his knees in back to back seasons, effectively ending his career.

But Ezra was sharp as a tack had plenty of options. He would go on to start his own hedge fund, Bluestone Investments, and within ten years he was a newly minted billionaire going to war with the titans of Wall Street and often coming out the victor. There were whispers that Ezra’s money may have been a little too smart, that perhaps something untoward or even illegal was helping the team at Bluestone beat The Street time and again, but if that were true, they could never prove it.

Eventually, Ezra got bored and he closed up shop and moved back home to the west coast. When you’re as sharp and as talented as a guy like Ezra, you’re always looking for the next challenge. The next mountain to climb. The next whatever.

But that next whatever happened to find him one night in a bar in downtown L.A. Only it wasn’t a movie or a record deal or a hot new tech investment.

This new thing brought him a bigger high than any stock trade or slam dunk he’d ever made in his life and he couldn’t believe it was real.

A middle-aged man of about forty-five approached him one night at the bar where Ezra had been drinking alone after a boring pitch meeting with some investor friends of his. It wasn’t the opportunity he’d hoped for and he knew a loser when he saw one, so he declined to pursue it any further.

It wasn’t very late so the seat next to Ezra was empty. This guy sat down next to him and offered to buy him a drink.

Not a big deal. It still happened from time to time when Ezra was in the L.A. area. He did set the freshmen scoring record at one of the most prestigious basketball universities in the entire country. Quite a few people still remembered his name and recognized his face.

The surprise came when the guy hung around a little longer than most people would deem polite and suddenly motioned for Ezra to turn around. He pointed out his wife who was standing at a high-top table about a dozen feet away from the bar.

“She’s a huge fan of yours,” the guy said to him with a wink and a nod.

But Ezra was too busy picking his jaw up off the floor to answer.

The man’s wife was one of the sexiest women he’d ever seen.

She was wearing a tight black dress and her tits were basically popping out onto the table in front of her.

“You know, she’d really love to fuck you,” the guy said to him.

Ezra nearly choked on his drink as right at that very moment he’d been thinking about what it would be like to stick his big, black cock between those luscious milky white breasts of hers.

“Come again?”

“I’m serious. She’s all yours if you want her. Our hotel is just around the corner.”

Ezra studied the man up and down to see if he was messing with him.

He looked back at the man’s wife and then back at the man’s eyes.

The man was serious. Ezra could see it plainly.

He was excellent at reading people.

And so he decided to say alright. Before he could really consider his options, weigh the tradeoffs and the benefits, and think it over, the word was out of his mouth and he was committed. Ezra rarely made a decision in his life that quickly. Especially not a serious one with serious consequences. But there he was, saying alright to a strange proposition from a strange man in a bar he’d never been to before.

But if there was one common thread between his basketball and business careers it had been this: if you’re open: take the shot, ask questions later. It had served him pretty well thus far and he supposed this was just one of those instances. His instincts kicked in and took over for him.

“But, there’s one catch,” the man said.

“I figured you were messing with me,” Ezra said with a smile, “but I wasn’t about to take a chance saying no, your wife is one fine woman, if you don’t mind me saying that to you.”

“Oh I know, and I don’t mind at all. And I’m not messing with you man, not one bit. The catch is, I want you to fuck her too. You see, I’m the kind of guy who likes to watch, if you know what I mean.”

And Ezra did know what he meant. At least a little bit. He’d heard of couples who were into this kind of thing but he always thought it was probably a myth. Something that only existed in fantasies and porno movies.

But the man took the liberty of giving him the whole spiel about her being a hotwife and him being a cuckold and how they really got off as a couple finding hot, dominant alpha males to be the “Bull” in their relationship whenever they went away on vacation together.

At first, Ezra thought the whole thing sounded a little too weird for him. She was fine as all hell but he didn’t know how comfortable he was with the husband watching and him having to assume the role of the Bull and all that.

But then, he thought, it had been a while since he’d been laid and well, they say you should try everything once.

So, Ezra shrugged his shoulders and said, what the hell.

“Alright, I’m game,” he said.

And the man’s face lit up as he turned and nodded to his wife.

Ezra eventually joined them at their table for a few rounds of drinks to get everyone acquainted and their inhibitions lowered just enough before the three of them left the bar and returned to the couple’s hotel suite just a few blocks away as the clock approached midnight.

He was, understandably, a little nervous at first. But thankfully this was not the couple’s first time and they were both very nice and made him feel at ease.

Well, that and the man’s stunning wife stripping naked in front of him and giving him a world-class lap dance while he and the husband had another cocktail.

Within seconds, his ten inch python was hard as a rock and the only thing he could again find himself thinking about was sticking his big, black cock between her beautiful white breasts and titty fucking her senseless.

“Now remember, don’t hold anything back. She’s all yours and she wants to be fucked like the slut that she is,” the husband said, “isn’t that right, honey?”

“Mmmhmm,” she whispered as she backed her ass up on Ezra’s lap, her firm ass cheeks serving as a quasi-bun for Ezra’s hot dog, as it were, as she ground down and around, pulsing and twerking to the beat. He didn’t remember what the song was, but the next thing he knew, the wife spun around and dropped to her knees before him on the carpeted floor and began running a hand over the outside of his designer jeans.

Ezra remembered looking over at the husband, thinking surely at any moment, the jig would be up and it would all turn out to be a joke. Or worse, the husband would suddenly think better of it and come to his senses as he flew into a rage over his wife whoring herself out like that for a perfect stranger they’d just met in a bar around the corner.

But none of that happened.

The man just smiled and nodded his head and mouthed the word enjoy.

And enjoy he did.

While he wasn’t quite a natural, he thought he did pretty well for his first foray into this new world of sin and debauchery.

The husband and wife coached him up a bit to bring his performance up to something close to the standard they were used to with their other “bulls,” as they kept referring to them.

Ezra was to be the dominant one in the room. He was to treat the wife, essentially like a slut (in the most respectful, tasteful way possible), and he was supposed to provide the kind of experience that would allow the wife to taunt and tease the husband. Ezra was encouraged to join in occasionally, as long as he remained respectful of the boundaries: taunt and tease, sure, but never venture too far into outright humiliation and degradation.

Some people liked to be completely humiliated, they informed him, but that wasn’t so in their particular case.

The crux of the experience was this: his wife was too hot for him, too sexually insatiable to ever be satisfied fully by him and his below average equipment. And so she needed to take additional, big-dicked lovers in an attempt to quench what, in this fantasy, was an unquenchable thirst for well-hung alpha males.

And that night, Ezra was lucky enough to be the well-hung alpha male.

The bull in the room. 

The couple was in town for a week and as a result, Ezra got one hell of an introduction to the lifestyle. He was instantly and hopelessly hooked.

The feeling of dominating another man’s wife right in front of him was unlike anything he’d ever experienced on the basketball court or on Wall Street executing trades worth tens or even hundreds of millions of dollars. The rush of those activities was great, but it was nothing compared to being The Bull In The Room.

Making that man’s wife come over and over again while her husband just sat and watched, and got off on it? He couldn’t believe it was a real thing.

Like any true alpha male, Ezra enjoyed a good power trip. Dominating on the court and in business gave him that, sure enough. And he loved it.

But this? This was power plus pleasure and it was one potent, explosive combination that he simply found irresistible.

It consumed him. It became not only the next thing, but the only thing.

He quickly formed a little business of sorts. Off the books, of course, and became somewhat of a legend in these certain circles of like-minded people who were interested in his services.

Simply put, a guy like Ezra was always in high demand.

He eventually settled down in a nice, custom-built, modern-mega-mansion overlooking the Pacific Ocean where he often entertained and performed his services for his uber-exclusive and super elite client list, a list that Ezra had recently joked, was even harder to get on than the country club he’d just jumped through several hoops to join. He’d had to call in a few favors with some of his most powerful friends, including a U.S. Senator whose wife he’d had the pleasure of fucking on several occasions, to get accepted at Emerald Hills.

He was getting a tour of the club and the sprawling grounds when a blonde bombshell, who he would come to later know as Christine Caldwell, brushed up against him. She was walking with her head down and didn’t notice him.

The blonde bombshell dropped her designer bag filled with designer things which spilled all over the cement floor just outside the club’s poolside bistro.

“I’m sorry, excuse me,” he said, even though it had been her fault. “Let me help you with that.”

Ezra knelt down beside her and noticed the biggest diamond engagement ring he’d ever seen and a matching wedding band studded with diamonds that easily had to be worth five or even six figures. Each.

When he crouched down to help her, he met her eyes and knew instantly.

It was a skill he’d developed.

Or maybe it was natural.

But he could always tell.

Her husband hasn’t fucked her right in years. Because he won’t or because he can’t? Either way, it doesn’t matter. She’s dying for some good dick. And that’s something I can definitely help her with.

“Thanks,” she said with an embarrassed smile that all but confirmed his suspicions.

She accepted her phone from his outstretched hand, brushed a blonde curl from her face, and was gone.

But not from his imagination.

For the next several nights, the blonde bombshell would visit him in his dreams and do all kinds of freaky, nasty things to him and his body.

He had to have her.

And, as whenever Ezra Ellington had to have something or especially someone, he would.


Chapter Three

Christine Caldwell was the hottest woman Emerald Hills Country Club had ever seen and given that it was one of the most exclusive clubs in Southern California, that was saying quite a bit.

And Christine knew it.

She understood who she was and why people regarded her the way they did. She was hot. She was goddess-like in their eyes, a perfect specimen.

Well, almost perfect.

But her marriage to Derrick and a trip to the finest plastic surgeon in the world had corrected those two minor rounding errors by the big man upstairs.

Now she had it all.

More money than she knew what to do with.

A rockin’ hot body.

Access to the most exclusive clubs and restaurants and the ability to be anywhere, do anything, and have anything she wanted.

All she had to do, basically, was snap her perfectly manicured fingers and poof, instant manifestation of any desire on the planet.

Except there was one small, tiny, itty, bitty little thing that was missing. More like bothering her.

Derrick’s dick.

It wasn’t a surprise, she’d slept with Derrick a few times before the wedding and it was fine. She supposed.

But in her previous life as a wild, party girl in the City of Angels, Christine had been a bit of a groupie for one of the professional basketball teams in the greater Los Angeles area.

Or maybe it was both of them?

She never really kept track of sports.

And she thought she’d probably hooked up with a few baseball players too along the way, but eventually she was getting so much premium dick, she’d simply lost track.

Point being, she was a size queen who was used to big, strong alpha males with big swinging dicks who knew how to use them.

One time, she even took on the whole starting five in a birthday gangbang the day she turned twenty-five. She’d had a pregnancy scare the following month and thankfully dodged a major bullet in not having to work through which of the five may have been the father.

At that point in her life, Christine’s sole purpose in life, aside from her job at an L.A. talent agency (at which she excelled), was to seek out and find the biggest dicks she could get her hands on (or mouth) and then let them fuck her senseless.

Derrick knew none of this, of course. At least, not all the hot and lurid details.

But as she approached the big three-oh, she eventually convinced herself that it was time to settle down, to find someone stable and uh, rich. She couldn’t settle down with a young, professional athlete.

She knew that wouldn’t be able to last. Plus, most of them didn’t want to be tied down anyway so the pickings were slim, as they say. She wanted something more...boring, stable. And she even came to the conclusion that she would be willing to compromise on dick size to get the deal done. No one was more surprised than her at this development.

Derrick was perfectly boring and perfectly rich and he treated her like a queen. There was no request that he would even consider denying her.

And she loved him for it.

Really, she truly had developed a deep love for her husband but she had to concede that despite her best efforts, it was more like a friendship kind of love at the end of the day.

That raw, passionate lust was missing. There wasn’t much in the way of physical attraction. At least on her end.

Obviously, she knew Derrick found her, as every single man in the world did, extremely attractive.

And for a while, two years give or take, that had been enough for her.

She thought she could get past the lack of intense, physical connection and just get by with a great friendship, occasionally decent sex, and all the money she could ever need.

But lately she had to admit, she was feeling empty.

Between her legs.

She hadn’t been fucked right in nearly three years now and simply put, she missed big, strong men with big, thick cocks dicking her down to the point where she had just a little bit of trouble walking the next day.

She loved that feeling and she missed it.

She was on her way to Dante’s to meet Derrick for a bite to eat and had been going through her own, personal sexual highlight reel, a greatest hits playlist if you will, of all the good dick she’d gotten over the years, when she bumped into a tall, chestnut-skinned man in a power suit. A man who’s name she would later come to know as Ezra Ellington.

The man apologized sweetly, even though it wasn’t his fault, and he bent down to help her collect her things from the concrete floor.

What a gentleman.

What a fine, fine specimen Christine couldn’t help thinking.

And soon, she couldn’t help thinking what the man might look like naked and of course, what kind of heat he was packing.

She glanced at his crotch and could tell reasonably well that he was, in a word, huge. She had a special knack for identifying men with big dicks. A kind of sixth sense.

If she had to guess, she’d put it at about ninety-five percent accurate.

While she was thinking of this, she felt a tingle between her legs and felt herself getting wet and horny.

Embarrassed, she manages to get out a “thank you,” before abruptly leaving the man in her dust.

But that chance encounter awakened something inside her even though she wasn’t fully aware of it at the time.

An itch that eventually would have to be scratched.

Because one way or another, with a size queen like Christine, it always does.


Chapter Four

Lunch was both highly enjoyable and utterly forgettable as both Derrick and Christine had been hungry, ravenous even, and were in a rush to leave the club and return to their palatial estate overlooking the Pacific Ocean - although each had their own reason for the hurry.

Derrick wanted to get home, take a shower, and look over an investment proposal a friend of his from the east coast had sent over regarding an early-stage startup that he believed showed tons of promise. While Derrick was technically retired, he still had to do something with his time and money and so he did what he knew best.

Christine wanted to get home and get fucked.

Hard.

She didn’t care what she had to do. She was going to get Derrick to give it to her good. What was that saying? It’s not the size of the boat? Something to do with the ocean?

She couldn’t quite remember but she knew she’d heard something to that effect and basically it’s message was this: guys with small dicks could keep up with and even outperform their bigger-dicked counterparts as long as they knew how to use it.

Or some such thing.

She’d always been skeptical and assumed it was a silly saying someone made up to make guys with small dicks feel better, but now she was desperate and hoped that perhaps, with some coaching, the old adage could prove true for her husband.

Otherwise, she feared, they might be in trouble. And she just might have to do something drastic. And with the prenup Derrick’s lawyers had insisted quite forcefully that she sign, she’d be running quite a risk doing something like that. Quite a risk indeed.

As soon as they stepped into the foyer, Christine decided to jump his bones.

She began kissing him feverishly and running her hand up and down his very average, doughy body.

“What’s all this, honey? What are you doing?”

“I’m so horny,” she said. “I need you to fuck me. Now.”

Derrick sighed nervously.

Christine could feel he was hard as rock but he was also hesitant, as if his mind was elsewhere.

And indeed it was. He was nervous about pleasing her. After the brutal ribbing Ronnie and the guys had given him, well, you could say they’d gotten inside his head and performance anxiety was already setting in.

But luckily Derrick thought, he had a ready-made excuse to get out of this predicament.

“I’m sorry, Christine. I’d love to really, but Kirk just sent over that investment proposal and I think this could be a really big winner for us.”

And as the words left his mouth he stared at his wife. His bombshell of a wife who was begging him to fuck her and he wondered what in the hell was wrong with him. He should be ripping her out of that dress and ravaging her body all over his thirty-million dollar castle like the King that he was.

But there he stood, afraid to take what was his. What was being offered up to him on a silver platter.

He’d never felt more ashamed or embarrassed for himself and his lack of sexual prowess. But Christine wasn’t having any of it. She was all worked up and ready to go.

Derrick couldn’t remember ever seeing her like this and wondered what in the hell had gotten into her that had her behaving so strangely all of a sudden.

His mind flashed to the encounter he’d witnessed with the tall, black gentlemen earlier and for a brief moment he wondered…

“I don’t care, Derrick,” she said, snapping the thin thread of thought Derrick had been following in his mind and pulling him back into the present moment.

“We have more money than we could ever need, you say that all the time. I want you to fuck me.”

She said it with a nasty, hard edge that really made Derrick’s dick jump.

Christine pulled him close and kissed him hard again and Derrick realized he didn’t have much of a choice. She was going to get hers. She was making that abundantly clear.

. . .

Soon they were naked, in bed, in a room that had a larger square footage than most people’s entire homes and Derrick slid his thin, fleshy pencil into Christine’s wet slit and they were off to the races.

At first, things seemed to be going pretty well. At least from Derrick’s perspective. Christine was writhing and moaning beneath him yelling, “yes, that’s it, fuck me harder. HARDER!”

“Really get it up in there,” she was whispering. “Don’t be afraid to hurt me a little, I like it rough.”

Soon the instructions were getting more specific and it was almost like she was coaching him up a little, which Derrick didn’t mind. Christine, for the first time that he could remember, genuinely seemed to be enjoying herself and he was getting the sense that maybe, just maybe she was on the edge of a real-life, authentic orgasm courtesy of good ol’ Derrick Caldwell.

And he was half right. Christine was on the edge of an orgasm. But she had given up on the idea of Derrick being the one to provide it about three thrusts into the whole affair and while she instructed him on what to do, she closed her eyes tightly and thought about the sexy black man she’d bumped into just a few hours ago and what it would feel like to have his big, dark cock ravishing her insides.

That was what had her on the edge of an orgasm and she thought that if she could just get Derrick to reach a hair or two deeper she might actually achieve one and keep her deepest, darkest thoughts at bay for the time being so that she wouldn’t have to go and do anything drastic.

But no sooner did she have that thought than she began to feel a strange sensation. Like a fleshy balloon was deflating inside her.

She realized Derrick was suddenly going soft in the midst of fucking her.

And she lost the edge.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” he kept whispering as he retreated from her body and towards the edge of their bed.

There’s nothing sexier than hearing a man whisper he’s sorry after he’s just lost his erection mid-fuck, she thought to herself. With all the sarcasm in the world, of course.

And then she had another thought.

Perhaps she was going to have to go and do something drastic afterall.


Chapter Five

Derrick had never been more embarrassed in his entire life. Nothing, not even his most awkward years in high school, came close.

He thought again, with great horror, how he’d simply just lost it. Just like that. Deflated like some pathetic balloon.

But how could that have happened?

If he was honest with himself, he was getting older. And he could probably stand to lose a little weight and hit the gym more. His world class personal trainer had given him a diet and nutrition plan to follow plus all the right exercises and what days to perform them. He just simply hadn’t.

But what was the point?

Not only was he probably less than adequate in the size department, he was now, and there was no getting around it in his mind, a limp-dicked loser.

And no amount of money was going to be able to make up for that when it came to his wife. Surely Christine was used to bigger and better.

He’d done his homework, or rather Derrick had his “people” do his homework before proposing. Despite the laundry list of lovers Chistine had evidently taken to bed in such a short time frame, he decided he didn’t care.

In fact, and this was another secret he kept very close to the chest, he remembered being very aroused by the fact that she got around and didn’t seem to discriminate as long as the gentlemen fit a certain aesthetic. Namely, buff and hung alpha males.

The thought of Christine fucking other men, other better lovers than he, had always in some way both turned him on and disgusted him. But in this case, all of his disgust was directed at himself, and not Christine, for being turned on by it.

Again, he had to wonder: what was wrong with a man who found such things incredibly...sexy?

But he never wanted to find the answer to that question, so like always, he pushed it away or deep down inside him - somewhere in the deep, dark waters of his subconscious where it couldn’t do him much harm...for the time being.

He was certain that what had just happened was potential grounds for divorce, if Christine took it the wrong way.

Well, at least we have the prenup he thought to himself.

A little gallows humor in which he took little to no solace.

Derrick of course knew he was not her type, in a physical sense, but he knew without a doubt that he was her type when it came to another important thing: money. He hoped that perhaps that would still be enough to keep her from leaving him.

But all of a sudden he wasn’t so sure. He’d sensed something back there in the bedroom, something he couldn’t quite name or put his finger on, but the dynamic that had been so stable between them through two plus years of marriage had suddenly shifted. And he wasn’t sure what that meant.

He was up late in his study pouring over the proposal from Kirk but found he could hardly concentrate on the words that were right in front of his face. It seemed to him they were a million miles away and may as well have been hieroglyphics on a cave wall.

He tried, for what seemed like the tenth time, to read over the documents when a thought occurred to him. His mind flashed to the earlier encounter he’d witnessed between his wife and the mysterious alpha male back at the country club.

Perhaps, there was indeed another way to keep his wife and keep her happy. No sooner did he have that thought than his penis was standing firmly at attention. In fact it was so hard, it hurt.

The irony of this was not lost on Derrick.

And ruefully he thought, perhaps this was an eventuality his subconscious mind, where he’d stored those confusing and arousing feelings to be dealt with later, had been preparing for all along.

This idea simply made him all the more hard.

He took out his dick and pleasured himself in his study, alone, to the thought of his wife’s smoking hot body being dominated by another man.


Chapter Six

While Derrick hid from her, and make no mistake about it, that is what he was doing, Christine pulled out her trusty vibrator and went to work relieving the pent up frustration and tension that had risen to untenable levels inside her.

For the last two years, she thought to herself sadly, this little buzzing piece of pink plastic and silicone had been the only thing to make her come in a way that was even close to the way she felt when she was stretched wide and big cock was filling her up so good she could feel it all the way in her stomach.

To put a finer point on it, that little buzzing piece of pink plastic and silicone was the only thing keeping her on the straight and narrow, the only thing keeping her from straying off the path of monogamy, and after what had just happened moments ago, she was starting to fear that it wouldn’t be able to hold her there much longer.

She closed her eyes and started to fantasize, letting the vibrations from her trusty sidekick relax her muscles. She allowed her mind to wander.

And it went somewhere very predictable: to the sexy alpha male she’d just bumped into at the club and who she’d been fantasizing about while Derrick was inside her, at least right up until the moment Derrick’s semi-hard dick went soft and turned into a piece of half-chewed bubblegum.

The thought of it disgusted her and for the first time she could remember, she found herself resenting Derrick for putting her in this position. On some level she knew that was unfair, he was sweet and kind and provided for a life of permanent luxury that before she had only seen glimpses of.

But on another level, she just couldn’t help it.

She needed more.

And as her vibrator began to make her legs quake and her body shiver, she decided she would have more.

One way or another, she was going to get that sexy dark chestnut-skinned man to give her exactly what she needed, consequences be damned.


Chapter Seven

Ezra was, once again, balls deep in another man’s wife. A rich couple from Manhattan named Noah and Amy Harrington had flown out to Los Angeles for the week just to meet up with him. Apparently they’d just recently gotten their first taste of the lifestyle at a super exclusive club on a private island in the Carribean and they were hooked. They had the desire and uh, the means to make a trip like this happen. Ezra had also made a mental note of this so-called island and would be investigating how to get there at some point in the not-so-distant-future.

The husband, Noah, had been referred to Ezra for his services and after a somewhat lengthy verification and screening process, which was standard for any potential clients Ezra was considering taking on, the two began chatting via a private, encrypted messaging service.

Ezra Ellington took the privacy and anonymity of all his clients as seriously as he took his own regarding these clandestine sexual rendezvous that, if ever made public, could seriously ruin lives and reputations the world over. Ezra would never name names, but a prominent U.S. Senator, who was considered a Presidential-hopeful, and his wife were very, very satisfied clients of his.

Once Noah sent a few pictures of his wife and described to Ezra with great enthusiasm how hooked she was on BBC ever since their visit to this illustrious Heartbreak Cove, well Ezra couldn’t say no. He just so happened to have an opening the same weekend the Harrington’s had available and now here they were.

Amy was bent over in front of him, bucking and writhing on his hard dick while Noah sat in the corner, videotaping and taking photos (with Ezra’s prior approval of course and assurances that Ezra’s face would never be shown if they ever decided to post them anywhere, which Noah emphatically insisted they would never do. Although, with the way things were going these days, Ezra put the odds at 50/50 that the Harringtons would be joining the other hotcouples on FansOnly trying to profit from their sexual escapades. Everyone was doing it these days, if not for the money, for the rush).

But for the first time since he started this adventure, Ezra found he couldn’t focus, he couldn’t focus worth a damn. He was pulled out of the present moment. All he could think about was that bombshell who’d bumped into him a few hours ago at the country club.

Not that it mattered. Amy was fucking him like a wild woman and coming over and over again as she professed her love and adoration for his, “beautiful, big, black cock.”

He smiled to himself, she was a good little slut. Very submissive and obedient and he knew he would be playing with this couple again, he would have to. He felt bad he couldn’t give them his full, undivided attention. But no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t get the blonde bombshell, her gorgeous tits, and her wedding ring out of his head.

Though he would never admit it to her, the entire time he was fucking Amy, he was thinking of someone else.

After she came for a fifth time, he couldn’t help but wonder how hot the sex would be if he were actually paying attention.

Pretty explosive he thought.

Eventually, he was able to bust a nut deep inside Amy. The Harrington’s had escalated things quickly it seemed as this time they had wanted to act out a breeding fantasy with Ezra and he was more than happy to oblige and fill her belly with his hot seed. There was nothing Ezra loved more than busting a fat nut inside another man’s wife after he was done using her pussy up.

The Harrington’s stayed for dinner, then they went at it again for round two, and while they fucked deep into the night, Ezra could never quite get his mind off the country club bombshell.

Once they left, Ezra was spent. He’d busted about four nuts over the course of the day with Amy and he was exhausted.

But as he was drifting off to sleep, he began to have visions of the bombshell standing in the doorway, completely naked, not a shred of clothing on her body, only her wedding ring, which she held up for him to see as she walked towards him, hips swaying hypnotically to the rhythm of some unheard drum.

Ezra’s cock lurched to life as she whispered across the room to him.

“My husband just can’t satisfy me. I need a big, strong, alpha bull with a big, fat cock to make me come. You can give me that, can’t you baby?”

Ezra suddenly had the sensation he was falling and his body flinched and snapped awake. He was fully erect and in need of relief. He went to the bathroom and rubbed one out.

Fifth nut of the day.

And finally, mercifully, he was able to sleep as the bombshell from the country club was out of his mind.

But not for long.

It was a restless night full of lurid dreams and devious fantasies.

When he awoke the next morning, he knew he was going to have to do something. He had to have her, whoever she was, and he would have her.

It was then that he decided it was high time he played his first round at his new country club and he had a feeling he might just run into this mystery woman again.

Ezra took out his phone and called his assistant and told her to schedule him a tee time at Emerald Hills.


Chapter Eight

Derrick awoke on the couch the next morning. Unable to face Christine after what had happened, he decided to work late and crash on the massive sofa in their massive “living room” that was the size of a hotel ballroom. It was not uncommon for Derek to stay up late and spend the night on the couch so it wasn’t as though Christine was likely to think much of it.

At least, that’s what Derrick hoped.

By the time he was awake, Christine had already been up for several hours and was now eating a late breakfast outside on the magnificent stone veranda overlooking their infinity pool that appeared to spill right over into the mighty Pacific Ocean.

He peered out the window at her, making sure he wouldn’t be seen. He quickly grabbed a yogurt from the fridge and a banana and snuck out to the garage where he quickly threw his clubs into the trunk and sped off for his mid-morning tee time at Emerald Hills.

On the drive there, Derrick tried as hard as he could to focus on the round ahead. He was feeling a little on edge and was still angry and confused about the day before - about everything that had transpired from the ribbing Ronnie and the guys gave him, to losing by one stroke, to his failed attempt at pleasuring his wife all the way up until the moment he jacked off, alone in his study, to the thought of his wife taking another lover - a better, more well endowed one.

As his roadster hugged the curves of State Route 1 that slithered along the Pacific, he felt himself getting hard again.

He couldn’t focus on the round ahead. Couldn’t get in the zone no matter how hard he tried. The only thing on his mind was Christine cheating on him. But more than that, it was some weird twisted fantasy where he was ok with it.

Again, he found himself wondering: how can this be?

What’s wrong with me?

They were, for the moment, questions without answers.

Mercifully, with about five miles to go, he was finally able to zone out and think about nothing at all.

That is of course until he pulled into the parking lot of Emerald Hills and saw the mysterious, well-built alpha male with dark chestnut skin pulling a bag of clubs out of his trunk and making his way for the entrance.

Derrick felt his body go numb with excitement as the strong alpha male suddenly slipped into this fantasy he was having about his wife taking another lover.

Little did Derrick know at the time that he would be seeing quite a bit of this mysterious gentlemen that day.

Quite a bit indeed.


Chapter Nine

The orgasm had taken some of the edge off but not all. As she sat on the veranda and ate a five-star breakfast prepared by their own personal chef, Christine’s mind oscilated between two thoughts: the first was the sexy alpha male she’d bumped into the previous day and the second was the thought of Derrick going limp inside her mid-fuck.

One thought made her pussy wetter than the Amazon rainforest and the other as dryer than the Sahara desert.

She needed a distraction and so he pulled out her phone and began to mindlessly scroll and swipe around.

Eventually, she was skimming her newsfeed and stumbled upon a headline from a tabloid rag that made her stop and click: ‘Former UCLA great, and hedge fund billionaire spotted at Emerald Hills C.C. - You Won’t Guess What He Was Doing There.’

The article, of course, never delivered on the promise of the tantalizing headline and was short on any real facts or details aside from a brief recap of the man’s career and personal accomplishments accompanied by a rumor from an unnamed employee that Ezra Ellington was back in town and looking to join one of the most exclusive country clubs in the entire country.

And then she saw it. A picture. His picture. It was small but there was no denying it. That was the strong, handsome man that she’d bumped into yesterday and who had, it seemed, made her permanently weak in the knees.

“So, that’s him, huh? Ezra Ellington,” she whispered to herself as she decided to do a deep dive on the internet to learn more about this mysterious sports-star-turned-hedge-fund-billionaire.

He didn’t have much of a social media presence to speak of which was anathema to someone like Christine but there was plenty else out there about his storied basketball career and subsequent rise on Wall Street. Christine was intrigued before but now she was obsessed and dripping wet. She had forgotten all about the incident the previous night and in fact probably forgot that she even had a husband.

Christine got up and went inside expecting to find Derrick sitting at the table eating his usual bland breakfast of yogurt and a banana but he wasn’t there.

“Where’s Derrick?” she asked their chef who was washing dishes in the kitchen.

“Umm, I think he left for the club. Said he had a tee time or something he had to get to.”

“Ryan, you can head home early. I’ll be having a late lunch at the club today.”

“Ok, no problem.”

And with that, the chef was out the door and on his way home.

Christine was in their palatial estate all by herself as she got ready to head to Emerald Hills.

She didn’t know what she was going to do but she felt a sudden urge to be at the club and see if she could catch another glimpse of this Ezra Ellington. Perhaps she could just...bump into him again? She wasn’t sure what would happen but she knew things would just have a way of working themselves out if she showed up and put herself in the right position.

The position to...what?

“To get fucked by some of that good alpha dick,” she whispered out loud for no one but herself to hear.


Chapter Ten

Derrick was changing in the men’s locker room, lacing up his golf shoes, when Ronnie came in and slapped him a little too hard on the back.

“Mitch had to cancel, something about his daughter chipping a tooth or something. Poor sap. Thank god I never had kids.”

Derrick looked up at Ronnie and felt the same exact sentiment. Thank god, Ronnie never had kids.

“Alright, just us three then?” Derrick asked.

“Nah, they stuck a single with us. Some new guy. Fuckin’ figures,” Ronnie said, annoyed.

“What’s his name?”

“How the hell should I know, let’s hurry the hell up and you can ask him yourself, Frank’s already on the first tee.”

Derrick finished changing and rushed out, alongside Ronnie, to meet Frank and the new guy on the first tee.

When they rounded the corner from the clubhouse that led to the first tee box, Derrick’s stomach dropped to his knees.

There he was. The mysterious, strong alpha male was standing right next to Frank on the first tee. Or, more accurately he was towering over Frank on the first tee.

“Holy shit, is that Ezra Ellington?” Ronnie said, nearly elbowing Derrick out of the way and sprinting over with an over eager hand outstretched.

. . .

In typical Ronnie fashion, he couldn’t stop fawning over this childhood hero of his. Ezra Ellington. Apparently, the man had been a two sport athlete at UCLA - basketball and something else - Derrick thought. But since Ronnie and Frank were completely star struck by this sports stud joining their foursome, Derrick of course - of course - had absolutely no idea who he was and the name Ezra Ellington meant nothing to him. Well, at least not yet anyway.

Finally, all the fanboy chatter settled down to a murmur and they all got ready to hit their first shot.

It was odd, in all the comotion Derrick had noticed that Ezra had hardly said two words other than yep and thanks. In fact, Derrick probably had said more than Ezra had this whole time.

Derrick thought the man seemed aloof, his thoughts somewhere else. Somewhere other than the golf course and this was something that lately Derrick could really relate to.

But his aloofness and standoffishness didn’t stop him from stepping up to the tee and crushing a perfect drive three-hundred-and-fifty yards, arrow straight, down the middle of the fairway.

“Holy shit,” Ronnie said.

“Nice hit, Ezra,” Frank said.

“Great shot,” Derrick said, but he said it lower than anyone else and so he assumed Ezra didn’t even hear him.

Ronnie and Frank teed off next and hit their typical shots, not bad but not great, and then it was Derrick’s turn.

He felt a strange sensation when he addressed his ball. As he was in the midst of his back swing, he did something he never did and decided to swing as hard as he could. Derrick was deadly accurate but he wasn’t particularly long off the tee. That wasn’t his game and he always made sure to stay within himself so that he could achieve his best score possible.

But this time he felt the sudden urge to grip and rip it and that is exactly what he did.

And it was a disaster.

He topped the ball and sent it skidding across the tee boxes and barely, just barely past the ladies and senior tees.

Ronnie and Frank burst into laughter.

“You’re one lucky son of a bitch,” Ronnie howled. “Almost had to play the next one with your pants around your ankles and show everyone why Chrstine looks so thirsty all the time.”

Ezra cocked his head to the side at that last part but didn’t say anything nor did he laugh. He didn’t even crack a smile.

But Ronnie and Frank’s cackling had gotten to Derrick. He knew it was only a matter of time before Ezra joined in.

Things began to unravel a bit from there.

. . .

They were seven holes in and Derrick was having the worst round of his life. But it didn’t really matter because Ezra Ellington was mopping the floor with the three of them and that’s all anyone was paying attention too anyway.

He had birdied six of the first seven holes and was on a torrid pace at six under par.

“Jesus man, how often do you play?” Ronnie asked after his birdie on seven.

“Honestly, not too much lately. This is my first time in a few months,” Ezra said as if it was no big deal.

“That’s incredible,” Frank said, “you could play on tour.”

Ezra smiled and shook his head politely.

“Nah, that’s uhh, not for me,” he said.

But Derrick thought that Frank was absolutely right. Ezra Ellington could be a professional golfer. What couldn’t this guy do? So far, Derrick had learned that Ezra was a two-sport standout at UCLA and could have gone pro in either sport if not for injuries. He also learned the man was a multi-billionaire primarily from a hedge fund he’d built from scratch all by himself. And now this?

Some guys get all the blessings and luck in the world, Derrick thought.

And then he thought about something else and he had to fight to keep his dick from getting hard.

He refocused on his tee shot on eight and hooked his ball into the rough. It wasn’t great, but it might have been his best shot of the day.

Ronnie was having a great round and Frank was playing pretty well too. Nothing compared to Ezra, but still they were crushing Derrick and enjoying the hell out of it.

And Derrick could feel it coming.

Ronnie started in on Derrick.

And that’s when things took a curious turn.

“You married Ezra?” Ronnie asked.

Dumb question, Derrick thought. He already noticed that Ezra wasn’t wearing a wedding band and if Ronnie wasn’t so unobservant he would have noticed it too. But then Derrick realized what Ronnie was up to.

“No, I am not,” Ezra said as he teed up his ball.

“Bet you wouldn’t guess it, but Derrick over here’s not only married, but he’s got the hottest wife at the club. Can you believe that, Ezra?”

Derrick noticed Ezra’s attention and facial expression change, he was now listening intently to what Ronnie was saying all of a sudden.

“Yeah, blonde bombshell. Boy, you should’ve seen that yellow bikini she was wearing yesterday. Holy smokes, right Frank?”

“Yeah, what I wouldn’t give for a wife like that.”

Ezra’s face lit up at the mention of these extra details and Derrick could see him putting the puzzle pieces together in his mind. It was an expression he knew all too well.

“Is that right?” Ezra said with a knowing smile.

And Derrick felt his stomach drop.

He braced himself for this new alpha male in the pack to start needling him and making fun of him just like all the other guys.

Except that’s not what happened.

Ezra simply teed up his ball and hooked his shot into the rough much in the same manner as Derrick and as luck would have it his ball landed right next to Derrick’s - or was it fate?

Ronnie and Frank both hit solid shots right down the middle of the fairway and soon Derrick found himself walking step for step towards his ball with Ezra at his side, just the two of them.

“You know, I don’t think we were properly introduced back there. Lots of chatter going on,” Ezra said with a warm smile.

“Yeah, Ronnie likes to talk a lot,” Derrick said with a chuckle.

Ezra reached out and offered a hand to Derrick who took it and shook. Needless to say, Ezra’s hands were massive and strong and Derrick figured he could crush his bones into a powdery mist if he wanted to.

But Ezra wasn’t a hand-crusher kind of guy, he was firm and fair and didn’t try to show off.

“Nice to meet you, Derrick,” he said.

“You too Ezra,” Derrick replied.

“I think I might have bumped into your wife yesterday when I was checking the place out,” Ezra said as he eyes up his approach shot.

“Oh yeah?” Derrick said, pretending not to know what he was talking about.

“Like literally, bumped into her. I apologize, I wasn’t paying attention and I knocked her purse to the ground.”

What a gentleman. Derrick had seen the encounter and had a pretty good idea it was Christine who had absent mindedly bumped into him.

“Oh, yeah. I think she might of mentioned that last night.”

Ezra smiled, a little embarrassed.

“Well, please pass along my apologies once again if you don’t mind.”

“Sure, yeah. I’ll do that.”

Ezra lined up his shot and hit a beauty that landed on the green about six feet from the hole.

“Nice recovery,” Derrick said. He didn’t have the strength or the skill to do what Ezra just did so he played it safe and laid up short of the green.

As they walked towards their balls Ezra snapped his fingers.

“Hey, what do you say we team up on the back nine against Ronnie and Frank? Take those assholes to task and teach ‘em a lesson?”

Derrick smiled and felt a strange sensation, almost as if he was making a friend or something. Why was Ezra being so nice to him?

But he decided not to look a gift horse in the mouth and eagerly accepted the offer.

And so did Ronnie and Frank when Ezra broached the subject on the ninth tee.

“Are you kidding me? Absolutely! I know you’re basically a pro Ezra but even you couldn’t beat the two of us with the way Derrick is playing today. You’re on, we’re in.”

. . .

On the back nine, Ezra kept being Ezra and finished his round at eleven under par (a 59 and a new course record) and Derrick finally found his groove and got back on track.

They destroyed Ronnie and Frank.

It was an all time drubbing.

The money they collected from Ronnie and Frank was, as always, immaterial to people as rich as them. It was the bragging rights, the looks on their faces, the smug satisfaction of knowing they were going home miserable and embarrassed and that you were responsible for their misery.

There was nothing like it.

After the round, they showered and changed, and for about an hour, Derrick lost track of Ezra and assumed he’d gone home.

As he was finishing up in the locker room, he received a text from Christine saying she was on her way to the club and that he should meet her for lunch if he was done with his round.

For a moment, Derrick thought about lying and saying they were still out golfing or that he’d already left to go home or that he was out with the guys - anything to avoid reliving or rehashing the embarrassment of the previous night when some how, some way, he’d managed to go soft right in the middle of fucking what had to be one of the ten most beautiful woman on the entire planet.

But before he could decide what to do and type out a response, he felt a hand on his shoulder.

“Derrick.”

It was Ezra. He startled Derrick a little bit and chuckled.

“I’m sorry man, didn’t mean to scare you like that.”

Derrick stared into his eyes and thought that if Christine was one of the ten most beautiful women on the planet then Ezra had to be a top ten male as well. In fact, he could have been named the sexiest man alive if he was just a little more famous, Derrick reckoned.

“Listen, uhh…” Ezra looked around the locker room to check if anyone was around or listening to their conversation. Derrick followed his gaze and realized they were completely alone in the locker room.

“Look, I think I can help you.”

“Help me? With my golf game?” Derrick was confused at first.

Ezra smiled.

“No. Not your golf game. Come on, let’s have a drink.”

. . .

They sat down at the bar. It was just the two of them and once the bartender had delivered their drinks and left them alone, Ezra slid a black business card across the bar to Derrick.

Derrick didn’t look down at it, he couldn’t look away from Ezra’s intense glare.

“I’d like to offer my services.”

“Services?”

“I can give your wife everything she needs. And more importantly, Derrick, I can give you everything you need in the process.”

Derrick couldn’t believe his ears.

“Wait, what - how?”

Ezra shrugged.

“It’s a talent I have. I bumped into your wife, Christine, yesterday and I just knew. And I knew I could help. It’s a win-win for everyone involved.”

Derrick was still completely flabbergasted by Ezra’s polite, but direct offer. Derrick was still slightly in denial and so he decided to keep playing dumb.

“And just what does my wife need exactly?”

“A big dick.”

Derrick scoffed, but even he wasn’t buying his act.

“My big dick, in fact. She needs someone like me to give her the fucking she deserves and you know it. I hope you take no offense to my offer because I mean no offense. I’m just trying to help. And it’s purely carnal. I have no desire to ruin a marriage. I want to help one.”

Ezra placed his hand on the jet black business card and slid it closer to Derrick’s hand.

The letters T.B.I.T.R. were emblazoned in silver ink along with a phone number.

“The bull in the room,” Ezra said, filling in the blanks for Derrick. “That’s what I do. That’s who I am. I’m the alpha male. The dominant bull that your wife needs to fill her up and make her cum.”

“Bull?”

Ezra shrugged.

“Lifestyle term. I didn’t make it up, it’s just what people refer to as the dominant alpha that a wife cheats on her husband with - with his consent of course. Some people think it’s offensive, some don’t. Me? I take it as a compliment. I love being the bull in the room.”

Without thinking, Derrick took the card and slid it into his pocket.

Ezra nodded.

“Good, take some time to think about it and when you’re ready, just text that number.”

Ezra stood up and left a hefty tip on the bar.

But before he left Derrick heard a familiar voice from behind them and his stomach dropped once again.

“There you are!”

It was Christine. She was wearing a tight yellow and black dress that fit her like a glove and showed plenty of cleavage. She was all done up and looked hotter than Derrick could ever recall.

Ezra’s face lit up when he saw her.

And immediately Derrick thought about what it would be like to watch Ezra grab her, pull her in close, and kiss her deeply right in front of him in the bar. His dick jumped but he pushed the fantasy away.

“Christine, this is uh,” Derrick stammered.

Ezra, the smooth alpha that he was, took over and commanded the conversation.

She held out her hand and Ezra took it and kissed it gently.

“Nice to meet you, Christine. I’m Ezra. I think we bumped into each other yesterday. I must apologize again for my clumsiness.”

Christine couldn’t get anything out except a nervous, excited giggle. She looked like a teenage girl meeting her favorite pop star. But once she got herself under control, there was no denying the chemistry and sexual tension that now hung in the air.

Derrick wasn’t a fool. He could sense it. These two wanted each other, and badly.

They were going to fuck each other’s brains out one way or another. One way or another, they would each get what they wanted.

The only question was whether Derrick was going to be a willing participant in the whole devious affair or not.

After some small talk, Ezra excused himself and Derrick and Christine went to have lunch. It was not a quiet lunch, unllike the day before and Derrick couldn’t stop thinking about this lurid, debaucherous fantasy of watching his wife get a proper fucking from another man. And he had a hunch that Christine was thinking about much the same thing.


Chapter Eleven

“Ok, I have to know. How did you happen to meet Ezra Ellington and have him buy you a drink?”

Christine was leaning forward against the table so that her breasts squeezed together, amplifying and accentuating what was already world-class cleavage. Derrick could hardly focus on her question as he couldn’t help but imagine what they would look like with a big, dark cock poking up between them.

“Sorry, what? Uhh, Mitch had to cancel today. Something about his daughter chipping a tooth, poor sap. Anyway, Ezra was going out as a single so they stuck him with us and I guess we kind of hit it off…”

“Hit it off?” Christine said in disbelief.

“You knew who he was?” Derrick asked, changing the subject slightly.

“Well, I mean I didn’t recognize him at first when I bumped into him yesterday. But yeah, of course. I remember he was like supposed to be the next MJ or something.”

Derrick didn’t quite believe Christine’s act, but he couldn’t poke holes in it either. He knew she didn’t really follow sports, but then again neither did he.

“I’d never heard of him,” Derrick said.

“Not surprising,” Christine replied. “Tell me about him, what’s he like? I heard he’s like a gazillionaire or something and very, very mysterious. He only has like two posts on all of social media, I mean, like who does that?”

“We’re gazillionaires, Christine.”

She frowned at him.

“You know what I mean, he’s in the three comma club. We’re only in the two comma club. Big difference in status.”

Derrick waved a hand at her.

“Anyway, you know...he was nice. Great player. Really long...off the tee.”

“I’ll bet he was,” Christine said, her voice dripping with unintended sexual innuendo. “I mean, I bet he was a great player, he seems like he probably one of those people who is just great at whatever they do.”

“Yeah,” Derrick said, then refocusing, “why are you so interested in him anyway?”

But he already knew the answer, those hunches, those mysterious forces that had been at play were all converging together now and he knew it was all preordained. This was, simply put, unavoidable now.

“No reason, I mean he’s just a famous athlete turned billionaire. And he’s sexy as hell. But no reason,” Christine said, applying a light touch of sarcasm to her tone.

Derrick looked on disapprovingly.

“What? Oh come on, I can’t say another man is sexy? Really we have to pretend we don’t find anyone else attractive but each other?”

“You find me attractive?” Derrick said, not believing her.

Christine balked for a moment at the question and it stung Derrick like hell.

“Of course I do!”

She said it a little too fast and a little too loud to help cover for the momentary hesitation.

“Besides,” she said leaning in and lowering her voice, “I should be the one asking that question after what happened last night.”

Bam. There it was. A slow motion haymaker that Derrick never saw coming. In fact, after that stellar back nine and encounter with Ezra, he had all but forgotten about the events of the previous night when he had somehow managed to go completely limp while balls deep in Christines tight, wet pussy.

Derrick didn’t reply and the conversation ended right there as they returned to their more normal setting and ate lunch in silence.

After they paid, they hopped in separate cars and drove home to their mansion by the sea. The entire drive home they each thought of the same thing: Ezra pounding the shit out of Christine.


Chapter Twelve

Derrick was angry and horny. And Christine was just horny. But she didn’t think Derrick would have it in him after what happened the night before and so she was already resigned to the idea of having another date with her pink toy.

That was when he pounced.

It was a feeling very unfamiliar to her but she liked the aggressiveness even if she didn’t particularly care for the pasty, doughy, very average looking man it was coming from.

As Christine was taking out her earrings and tossing them on the nightstand, Derrick crept up behind her and quickly, forcefully unzipped her dress.

“Derrick?” she said, her voice moving to a higher pitch with shock and surprise and perhaps even a hint of delight.

He stripped her out of the dress so that her perfect, supple body was completely naked (she of course was not wearing any panties) and spun her around to face him.

“Do you want to fuck him?”

Christine stared back blankly at Derrick wondering what in the hell he was saying.

“What?”

“Do you want to fuck him?” Derrick said, more forcefully this time.

“Who?”

She was pretending not to know, but she did. She knew exactly who he was talking about and her pussy began to get wet with anticipation as her heart raced and moved up into her throat.

“Ezra. Do you want to fuck him?”

“Why would you ask me something like that?”

“It’s fine Christine. And because I know you want to, I just want to hear you say it.”

Christine paused and studied Derrick up and down. She realized he had placed a hand over his crotch and was barely concealing the growing bulge beneath his slacks.

She placed a hand up to her mouth and gasped softly as she began to fit together the pieces of the puzzle and realized what was happening.

“Is this...is this making you hard?”

Derrick nodded slowly, his eyes locked on her’s, burning right through her with their intensity.

“You want to hear me say that? That I want to fuck him? That I want him to come plunge his big, thick cock deep into my wet slit until I come?”

Derrick pushed her down onto the bed and began to undress himself.

“I always knew it,” Derrick said.

“Knew what?”

“That I wasn’t enough for you, you know…” he glanced down at his dick that was standing at attention and pointing straight at Christine's open legs.

She leaned up on her elbows and looked at him and felt remorse. 

“Derrick, I’m sorry. Of course you’re more than enough for me,” she started to say but Derrick held up a hand to cut her off.

“No, don’t be. I like it,” he said, finally out loud, finally admitting what he had for so long been afraid to admit even in his own private thoughts. And his cock got even harder when he finally confirmed his own suspicions by speaking it out into the universe at long last.

“Really?” Christine asked, “this is working for you?”

“Like you wouldn’t believe,” Derrick said.

Christine beckoned him over with one finger and a sly smile on her face as her pussy flooded with hot juice.

“Then come over hear and fuck me while I tell you all about how badly I need a big, black cock to come fuck me silly.”

Derrick almost came right then and there, but managed to keep his jizz inside for the moment. He advanced on her and stuck his fleshy pencil inside her hot wet cunt and pounded away as hard as he could while she whispered all kinds of dirty and lurid things in his ears, none of which involved him.

And all of which involved Ezra Ellington.

Derrick eventually busted a fat nut all over Christine’s exquisite breasts after about seven delicious minutes of heavy petting.

“Did you?”

“Did I what?” Christine asked.

“You know, cum?”

“Honestly?”

Derrick shook his head yes, he wanted her to be honest with him.

“Not quite,” Christine said. “I mean, I almost did. I was like really, really close I just…”

Derrick held up his hand and got dressed.

“Don’t be sorry,” he said.

“Where are you going?” she called after him.

“To call Ezra.”

“Call Ezra?”

Derrick turned back and pulled the black business card Ezra had given him out his pocket and tossed it on the bed.

She picked it up and read it.

“T.B.I.T.R? I don’t get it.”

“The bull in the room, he umm, said he could help us. He said he could give you everything you need...we need.”

“Wait what?”

“Ezra. The guy we were just talking to a few hours ago? Remember the one you were obsessed with?”

“Yes, Derrick. Of course I remember, I just don’t understand what you’re talking about.”

Derrick paused for a moment.

“Well, I don’t really either. But he gave me the impression that he provided a certain set of services. Big-dicked services. Basically, he fucks wives who are...shall we say, a little underwhelmed by what their husband’s are packing he helps to…”

“Fill the void?” Christine said, finishing his sentence.

“Exactly. In more ways than one.”

Derrick turned again to leave.

“Wait. You’re sure about this?”

He paused for a moment.

“I’ve never been more sure about anything in my entire life.”

Christine let out a squeal of joy that she just could contain anymore.

“I love you baby,” she called after him.

“I love you too, he said.

It appeared that Christine was not the one who would be doing anything drastic at all, Derrick had taken care of that for her. And for the first time she thought she felt real love for the man that actually extended beyond friendship.

It was strange and it wasn’t quite what she expected but she was too wet to care.

While Derrick went in the other room and she listened to his muffled voice coming through the walls, she laid back and fingered herself to the dirty fantasy that was now about to become reality.


Chapter Thirteen

Ezra Ellington was nervous. He was already ready to go. He had showered, shaved, and put on something that fit him like a glove and cost several thousand dollars. He smelled phenomenal. Simply put, the man had style and class and oozed sex-appeal. At all times, in all things. He wasn’t cocky, he was confident. He had swagger.

But there he was, pacing the hardwood floor in his three-story study that had more books than a small college library and wondering if he had misread the situation. He didn’t think he had, he never did, but if he was being honest with himself, he’d expected Derrick would have called him by now. And the fact that he hadn’t had Ezra nervous, plain and simple.

But he convinced himself that there was nothing to worry about. He made himself a stiff cocktail, an Old Fashioned with extra bourbon, and sat down in an oversized leather chair and tried to take his mind off the whole situation.

As his mind was finally drifting off to other concerns, his phone began to buzz. Not his personal line. His business line.

He felt his stomach drop and he was surprised to find himself a bit flustered as he stood up a little too fast and spilled some of his drink over the side of his tumbler glass. Without bothering to wipe up the mess he rushed over to the desk and picked up the phone. It was the phone that belonged to the number listed on the card he’d handed Derrick just a few hours ago.

As soon as his hand touched the phone and his finger slid across the screen to answer, all of his nervous energy vanished from his body and he was suddenly as cool as the other side of the pillow. All business. In the zone.

Just like when he stepped out onto the court. Or into the board room....or the bedroom for that matter.

“Hello?”

“Ezra?” a muffled voice on the other end said.

“Derrick, I thought I might be hearing from you. And I have to say, I’m excited to get this call.”

Ezra paused for a moment and listened to Derrick speak.

He checked his watch, a yellow-gold Rolex Submariner with a blue face, and smiled.

“Let me take a look,” he said and took his personal phone out of his pocket and punched an address into the maps app.

He let out a light chuckle.

“You’re never gonna believe this,” he said. “I can be there in four minutes.”

He waited for the voice on the other end of the line.

“Yep, I’m only three doors down from you it looks like. We’re neighbors. Small world, huh?”

Again, he waited for the voice on the other end.

“Alright then, and no that’s alright, I’ll bring something special from my personal cellar to mark the occasion. This is going to be one special night for all three of us.”

And with that he hung up the phone, grabbed a bottle of the ‘45 Romanee-Conti, and hopped in one of his many expensive cars.


Chapter Fourteen

“Four minutes,” Derrick said. He was suddenly standing in the doorway and startled Christine out of her wits.

“Jesus Christ, Derrick. Four minutes!” she was suddenly scrambling to get out of bed. “I thought you know, maybe some time next month, or at least a couple of weeks, four minutes?!”

She was smiling from ear to ear and seemed more excited and nervous than upset but Derrick couldn’t be sure.

“Is that a problem? I can call him and tell him to cancel.”

“No, no, don’t do that. I just need to shower and get ready. Oh my god, is this really happening?”

Derrick was surprised he wasn’t nervous at all. He wasn’t having second thoughts. Just like when he made an investment, he was suddenly sure of everything.

Of course, not every investment worked out in the end, but he’d learned a long time ago that you had to be quick with your decisions, commit to them, nurture them, and then let the chips fall where they may.

He supposed that same set of instincts and soft skills was coming in handy here and felt calm and ready to go.

“Yes, this is really happening. Aren’t you excited?”

“Well, yes. I mean...of course, but are you sure this is what you want?”

“I am not uncertain,” Derrick said under his breath.

“What?”

“Yes, this is what I want. I think this is what we need. I think it will help our marriage.”

Chirstine smiled, rose from the bed and kissed Derrick on the cheek.

“I love you,” she said.

And then she went into the massive bathroom to shower and prepare to get her brains fucked out by another, more dominant man who wasn’t her husband.

Because that really was what she needed.

. . .

Derrick went downstairs past the kitchen and down into the basement to select a few bottles of wine for the evening.He knew Ezra had offered to bring something, but he couldn’t resist.

He wanted to wow their esteemed guest and so he selected his most prized bottle. Something he’d been saving for just the right occasion and one that was sure to blow any serious wine collector’s socks off.

He returned to the kitchen and placed the bottle on the counter and got three red wine glasses out of the cabinet next to their wine fridge that housed their “everyday” wines and placed them next to the bottle on the counter.

Derrick checked his watch, a Rolex Skydweller with a black face and gold accents, and watched the second hand tick towards the top of the hour. If Ezra’s app was right, he ought to be there in three, two, one…

He took a deep breath and then after a brief moment of deafening silence, saw a tall silhouette approaching through the window and then heard a soft rap, rap, rapping on the heavy wooden door.


Chapter Fifteen

Ezra had arrived at Derrick’s house with a better and more expensive bottle of wine, wearing a better and more expensive Rolex watch and after he told Derrick which house was his, it appeared that he also lived in a bigger and more expensive home than Derrick’s.

Derrick supposed he shouldn’t be surprised or ashamed but he did feel a slight pang of worry. If Ezra and Christine were so keen on getting it on with each other, what was to stop them from running off together too? Afterall, Ezra could give her everything Derrick had to offer and then some. But he remembered Ezra’s words earlier in the day.

I have no desire to ruin a marriage. I want to help one.

And that gave him some comfort. He felt like he could trust a man like Ezra and take him at his word.

“Where’s Christine?” Ezra asked. It was casual and genuinely curious. He wasn’t trying to be invasive or rude.

“She’s just upstairs getting ready. Should be down any minute.”

Ezra rubbed his hands together and grabbed the ‘45 Romanee and uncorked it with grace and ease and poured out three healthy glasses.

“We’ll let it breathe while we wait.”

“Great idea,” said Derrick.

An awkward tension hung in the air.

What do you say to the man who has just arrived at your house to stick his giant, dark meat inside your wife as a service to you, Derrick wondered?

“So, uh, how long have you been in town?” Derrick asked.

“Few months,” Ezra said.

“You like it here?”

“Look, Derrick. Let’s cut the small talk and address the elephant in the room.”

Derrick let out a sigh.

“Ok…”

“You’re nervous. I can tell. Perfectly natural. I was nervous my first time doing this too, but trust me. You and Christine are in very capable hands. You couldn’t have picked a better alpha for your first time.”

“First time? You mean…”

“Most likely. Personally I haven’t had any unsatisfied clients. Every couple I’ve played with has gotten hooked on this lifestyle. Trust me. Christine is gonna love it, but you already knew that. I think what you aren’t prepared for is just how much you’re gonna love it too.”

Derrick had his doubts but he also felt himself getting a half-chub at the mention of his wife’s name and the thought of her doing very naughty things with the man who was standing right next to him.

That was when he heard footsteps coming down the upstairs hallways and realized Christine was on her way down and soon would arrive to make an already awkward situation even more awkward. Or would it ease the tension he felt because all the attention would soon be focused on her and he could fade into the background where he was always much more comfortable?

That question was answered with a resounding yes when both he and Ezra turned to the staircase that was visible from the massive open kitchen in which they stood and saw the blonde stunner walking down the steps in nothing but a skimpy yellow bikini - the very one Ronnie could not stop referencing - and absolutely nothing else.

Her hair was lightly curled, her makeup perfect and slutty, and she looked, Derrick couldn’t help but think, like a pornstar.

“Hey boys,” she said.

Ezra and Derrick both had to pick their jaws up off the floor.

“Thought we could maybe make this a pool party, what do you say?”

“Well, uh...you know, I didn’t bring my swim trunks with me,” Ezra said with a smile.

Christine laughed and bit her bottom lip as she approached. She picked up a glass of wine and chugged half of it down without a word.

“I don’t think that’ll be a problem,” she said. “I’m up for a little skinny dipping if you are.”

Ezra smiled and nodded as Christine walked seductively out towards the veranda and down to the pool giving them an exquisite view of her magnificent legs and perfectly toned ass. The sun was setting over the Pacific and Derrick remembered thinking it was the most beautiful he’d ever seen.

When Christine reached the water’s edge, she untied her top and let it fall to the stone floor at her feet. She turned to face them and blew a kiss.

Ezra picked up a glass and handed one to Derrick.

“Cheers man,” he said and they clinked glasses. “This is going to be one hell of a night.”

They each took a drink and then walked out to join Christine by the pool.


Chapter Sixteen

The bottle of ‘45 Romanee was sitting empty in the kitchen and Ezra and Christine were in the pool together and they were naked. They had just downed about half-a-million dollars worth of wine in less than thirty minutes and were well into the second bottle, the one Derrick had selected, which when finished would bring their total for the night to roughly six-hundred thousand dollars of fine wine consumed.

Derrick was sitting on a lounger right next to the pool feelin the buzz of three healthy pours and watching his naked wife swim with another man who was also naked. Derrick was wearing his swim trunks, despite pleading from both of them to get naked and join in the fun, as they splashed around and flirted with each other.

Nothing physical had happened between them, yet. But Derrick could tell the universe were that was a true fact would soon cease to exist and another, more bizarre, debaucherous, and darkly erotic universe pulsating with sexual energy and awakening would take its place.

“Come on Derrick,” Christine said, treading water in the deep end while Ezra floated alongside her. “Take off your trunks and get in here. Let’s get this party started!”

Christine was feeling loose and even beneath the water, she could tell she was sopping wet. She could hardly take her eyes off Ezra’s big cock bobbing just below the surface of the illuminated water in their infinity pool.

“I think I’ll just stay here for now,” Derrick called from the comfort of his lounge chair. He was feeling apprehensive and even though he desperately wanted to have the confidence to jump in with them, he could not muster it.

After a beat, Christine and Ezra went back to splashing about and flirting with each other and Derrick decided perhaps he needed a little more liquid courage, something stronger.

“I’m going to head inside and grab another drink, does anyone need anything?”

Christine and Ezra could barely take their focus off one another long enough to shake their heads no.

Derrick retreated inside alone and poured himself a tall glass of bourbon which he downed in two short gulps. He poured a second one, smaller this time but still substantial and forced it down.

The heat flooded his belly and made him feel warm and happy. His head felt lighter and his muscles relaxed. He took a deep breath and took off his trunks, throwing them without care in the middle of a vast kitchen made of marble and stone.

He walked back outside and stopped in his tracks.

Ezra had his arms wrapped around Christine’s body, enveloping her in his dark arms, as he jammed his tongue down her throat. Christine was kissing him back hard now and Derrick could see that beneath the tranquil surface of the pool, she was using her right hand to slowly stroke his giant cock to life and they frenched eachother hard and deep.

It took a while for them to finally notice he was standing there, watching them.

When they broke off their kiss, Christine turned and smiled. She and Ezra began to laugh in unison.

Derrick was standing there, stroking his cock slowly and methodically. It was as hard as it had ever been and compared to what Ezra was packing, which Derrick could tell was huge even below the water’s surface, he was nothing.

Ezra had the better watch, the better wine, the better house, the better body...the better cock as Christine had surely already known.

Ezra was the alpha. And he was here to assert his dominance.

“Wow,” Ezra said with a smirk. Something in his face changed. His eyes got dark and stormy and his posture seemed to improve, making him seem even more physically imposing than he already was. “No wonder your wife is so thirsty. Look at that thing. Does he satisfy you with that?”

Christine shook her head no.

“I didn’t think so. You need something bigger, don’t you?”

Christine shook her head yes.

“You need a big alpha bull to fuck you right, huh?”

Ezra had grabbed a handful of breast as he was winding Christine up and had his other hand in what Derrick assumed was her wet pussy, fingering her.

“Yes,” she whispered as her eyes rolled back and she began to moan softly.

Ezra stared right into Derrick’s eyes.

“I’m gonna give your wife everything you can’t. And then some.”

Derrick’s cock lurched and seemed, against all odds and the laws of physics, to grow another half-inch or so from all the blood rushing into it. It was so hard, he ached.

“You’re gonna watch that aren’t you? And you’re gonna like it too.”

“Yes,” Derrick said as he sat back down on the lounger by the pool and obeyed.

And so it began like that.

Ezra had changed into the bull in the room and there was no stopping things now.


Chapter Seventeen

Ezra was seated on the edge of the shallow end of the pool. Christine was in the water between his legs.

He didn’t have to imagine it anymore and neither did she. His big, black cock was between her magnificent breasts and she squeezed them together and moved them up and down along his shaft.

Things had escalated quickly and Derrick was having a hard time keeping his excitement in check.

Ezra had admonished him on several occasions to stop touching himself or to slow down because he was going, “go for multiple rounds tonight.”

He promised to fill her every hole full of his come and make sure she wouldn’t be able to walk straight for a week. To which Christine squealed with delight and excitement.

“You want to watch me suck his cock, baby?” she said as she looked over at Derrick, still titty fucking Ezra, the dark head of his pole poking out between the top of her breasts at an interval of about once every half a second or so.

“Yes honey, I want to watch you suck his cock.”

And so Christine took him into her mouth and began to suck him off. She was transported back to her party girl days running around Los Angeles, hooking up with well-hung athletes and celebrities and living her best life.

Now she thought, she was really living her best life. She had it all, finally. All the riches in the world and husband who was now willing to let her get the dick she deserved.

After a while, Ezra pulled Christine out of the pool and grabbed a cushion from one of the chairs nearby and threw it on the ground.

“Get on your knees,” he said. Then to Derrick, “get over here, shrimp dick.”

Derrick obeyed and stood so that he was opposite Ezra with Christine between them on her knees.

“Let’s see how he measures up,” Ezra said, prompting Christine to take both of their cocks in her hands for a side by side comparison.

Before that night Derrick would have assumed such a humiliating and degrading display would have made his cock wilt like an unwatered flower in the August heat, but instead it had the opposite effect.

Seeing how much smaller he was, how he could never possibly compete with someone like Ezra and understanding fully why his wife would prefer the bigger model to the miniature one was the most incredibly hot thing he’d ever experienced up to that point.

That record wouldn’t stand for long however as they all three were about to go inside where Derrick, Christine, and even Ezra himself would experience a flurry of moments that would qualify as the most incredibly hot thing they’d ever seen, done, or heard and it would all happen in very quick succession.


Chapter Eighteen

They were in their bedroom. The bedroom that comprised more square footage than most people’s entire homes. Ezra was kneeling on the bed, holding Christine’s blonde hair away from her face while she sucked his cock so that Derrick could get the best view possible.

Ezra did all this while he demeaned Derrick’s sexual prowess and how he couldn’t satisfy his own wife and how he needed a real man, like Ezra to come in and do the job for him.

As he did this he mixed in dominant statements of encouragement to Christine and praised her for being a good little slut and told her how well she sucked big, black dick.

He slapped her ass a few times and Christine squealed with delight. So much so that she encourages him to smack her hard.

Eventually there was a red hand print that nearly covered her entire ass cheek after a few slaps.

“You ready to watch me fuck your wife?” Ezra said to Derrick.

Derrick could not speak. He could only nod.

“Good. Turn around and face your husband,” he said to Christine, spinning her around so that her ass was stuck up in the air, pussy pointing away from Derrick and towards Ezra’s pole. She leaned forward on her elbows and faced Derrick straight on as she prepared for the moment of impact.

Ezra was rubbing the head of his cock on the entrance of her pussy and Derrick could hear the sloshing wet noises all the way across the room.

“Are you ready for this baby? Ready to watch me take his big, fat cock in my tight, little married pussy?”

Again, Derrick could only nod.

“I want you to stroke that little dick of yours while he makes me cum like you never fucking could,” she said.

Derrick obeyed and began to stroke himself at slow speed with a light grip.

Christine gasped and turned back to face Ezra.

“Ohhh, fuck go slow, go slow. It’s been a while since I had a big, alpha cock like yours inside this little pussy.”

“Oh, I can tell. Damn this shit is tight,” Ezra said as he slowly worked the head in and then the first few inches of his shaft. He was parting her walls and slowly but surely he could feel her opening up to him.

Christine again was transported back to her party girl days as her pussy was remembering how to take a big dick again and almost immediately the first wave of pleasure brought her right to the edge of orgasm but she was too tense and a little nervous so she fought it off and managed to keep it at bay.

She gripped the sheets tight in her hands till her knuckles turned white as Ezra worked his way deep into her guts and made her feel things she hadn’t felt in years - the best things.

After a few more long strokes, she could no longer hold it and began to shake and writhe as she came hard and fast on his big, alpha cock.

“Yes, that’s it. Good girl, come on that dick. Let yourself go, you deserve this. This is what you need isn’t it?”

“Yes, this is what I need.”

“And he can’t give it to you, can he?”

“No, he can’t”

“Who owns this pussy?”

“You do, Ezra. You fucking own this pussy. It’s your pussy. Yes, fuck me!”

Derrick was so hard and horny he couldn’t even touch himself. He just sat there and watched, body coursing with dopamine and adrenaline as he endured and enjoyed the most powerful sexual awakening and experience he’d ever had in his life.

Even more powerful than the night he’d lost his virginity in his sophomore year of college.

Soon Christine was coming a second time and then a third and fourth.

Minutes ticked by. Then hours.

Derrick could not believe the stamina Ezra possessed.

But after about two hours of nonstop fucking, Ezra pulled out and busted a fat load all over Christine’s tits.

It pooled at the top and then ran down into her belly button and splashed on the carpet below.

“Mmm, thank you. Holy shit,” she said, reaching up to grab a handful of his cock. “You’re still so fucking hard.”

“That’s right baby,” Ezra said. “I can go all night. I’ll stick it in you right now if you want.”

“Fuck yes, that’s so hot.”

Ezra laid her back on the bed and slid back inside and soon was pounding away at her insides.

“You couldn’t do that, could you, Derrick?”

Derrick shook his head no.

Chritine laughed.

“Absolutely not, he could barely do it once.”

And it was so fucking hot, Derrick thought as he watched his wife get fucked again by a well hung stud, a fresh load of come quickly drying on her stomach and tits.

Soon she was having another orgasm and another and another and once again Ezra pulled out and came all over her face.

Still, Ezra remained hard.

They fucked again for a third time and this time Ezra deposited a load deep inside her womb, which didn’t worry Derrick at all, considering she was on the pill. But he did think about how hot it would be if she wasn’t.

That thought sent a shiver of excitement mixed with terror down his spine. But before he could follow that thread, it was interrupted.

“You want to go again?” Ezra asked, dick still hard.

But to Derrick’s surprise she shook her head no.

“I think that’s enough for one night. My little pussy is getting sore. Besides, I think I’m ready for him,” she said and pointed at Derrick.

At that point, Ezra’s demeanor changed back to the cordial, if not aloof and mysterious gentlemen he’d been earlier in the day. He gave a small bow in her direction and then nodded and smiled at Derrick as he began to collect his things.

“It has been an absolute pleasure and I hope, the first of many, many nights just like this one. In fact, next time, my place. It would be an honor.”

“Oh, absolutely,” Christine said.

But Derrick wasn’t so sure so he didn’t say anything out loud at that moment.

He was too focused on his sexy bombshell of a wife who seemed to have cum dripping from every hole and orifice of her body.

All he could think about then was reclaiming what was his.


Chapter Nineteen

Much to Derrick’s surprise and even more so to Christine’s surprise Derrick absolutely did reclaim what was his.

After Ezra left, Derrick plunged himself deep inside her and went to work trying to get as close to the spot inside her that Ezra had reached as he could. He knew he couldn’t but he had to get as close as possible.

Soon, Christine was writhing and shaking beneath him and screaming, “I’m cumming, I’m cumming, holy shit! I’m cumming!”

It was working, Derrick thought. Ezra was right. They had both gotten what they needed.

“That’s it. Fuck me baby. I love how riled up you are after watching me get fucked by another man, oh my god you feel so good.”

Soon she was cumming again, harder and louder this time.

And Derrick could contain himself no longer.

He unleashed a torrent of his seed inside her to accompany what remained of the load Ezra had put inside her just moments ago and then he collapsed on the bed next to her.

Christine rolled over into his arms and they held each other, really held each other for the first time in what felt like ever.

“Holy shit, babe. That was...unreal. You were…”

“Really?” Derrick said. Still not quite wanting to allow himself to believe it. Some part of him was convinced she was just acting.

“Yes, seriously. And I’m not just saying that. You actually just made me come. Twice.”

“As hard as Ezra did?”

“Well,” she said, and looked off.

“Ahh well, I didn’t think so.”

“No, it’s not that.”

“What is it?”

“Well, it’s just hard to describe.”

“Try.”

“The ones I had with Ezra were powerful and intense and sharp and quick. I mean, I fucking loved it.”

“And the ones you had with me?”

“They were slow and deep and soft and long. And I fucking loved you.”

And she meant it too. She really did and she supposed that indeed the saying was actually true. Guys with smaller equipment can rise to the occasion. Indeed they could, Derrick had just proven that and she was thankful to Ezra for helping them find that out, together, as a couple before anyone went and did anything too drastic.

Derrick pulled her tightly to his side. The words were music to his ears and he knew for sure, that as soon as Christine was ready and able, they would be taking Ezra up on that invitation to his house for round two.

He couldn’t believe how it all turned out but Ezra had been right the whole time and he knew right then and there that their marriage was going to last. They were an odd couple, sure. But they were going to make it.

They had found their way.

THE END
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